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It had been a long time since Borman High School had any kind of a winning athletic team, but going into the final game of the season, the basketball team had a good shot at the league championship. Still, head coach Bill Dark was wracking his brain thinking of ways to motivate his team.
What could he promise his young players that would make them play that much harder? He remembered when he was in school. His team won a championship, and his coach took the team out drinking. That's a possibility. He remembered another story he heard about a coach that hired a stripper for his winning team. Hmm, that appealed to Coach Dark's lecherous side, he would enjoy that, too. Who could he get? There weren't any strip clubs around this small town. Someone in the school? Maybe some of his players knew a real sleazy slut that he could bribe or blackmail. He decided to approach Joe and Rick, his team leaders, on the subject.
*******************
Joe and Rick were hanging out in the hallway outside the locker room watching girls, when Coach Dark joined them. "Who's the one with the firm ass?" he asked, nodding to a petite brunette.
"Some Junior," replied Joe. Coach Dark had been coaching Rick and Joe for a few years, and they were used to his frank talk about girls.
After commenting on a few more girls, Coach Dark approached them with his motivational plan. "If you boys win Friday night, I want to give you a special reward. I'm thinking about getting a stripper.
Joe and Rick looked at the coach, grinning. "That would be real cool," commented Rick, and Joe agreed.
"Trouble is, I'm not sure who to get. I just might be able to persuade the right girl. If you boys could see anyone in this school naked, who would you pick?"
Rick was staring down the hall while listening to the coach. "Here she comes now, Coach."
There were several girls coming down the hall, but Coach Dark knew whom Rick was talking about. Mrs. Carlson, the buxom blonde English teacher, was bouncing in their direction. She was wearing a tight sweater, and as she hurried down the hall, the teacher's breasts rose and fell with each step. Ba-boom ba-boom ba-boom! All three males kept their eyes glued on the jiggling pair. When she had passed, the two teens moaned, and Coach Dark chuckled.
"Coach," said Joe, "If you can get her to strip, every last player would give a hundred and ten percent, or die trying."
Coach Dark nodded. "I'll give it some thought, boys. Good choice."
*****************************
That big-titted bitch Marilyn Carlson was going to be one tough nut to crack, thought Coach Dark. Married, in her 30s, tenured, stuck-up, considered herself better than the gym teachers. He'd seen a few faculty members flirt with her, only to get ignored or rebuffed. Hell, I'm one of those, he recalled.
But Coach Dark had been at Borman for many years, and knew a lot of people. The first thing he would do is use his friendship with the principal to look at her teaching record. The next thing would be to have a chat with the police chief. The Chief owed the coach a big favor for starting his son a few years back.
**********************
Marilyn Carlson had seen the two boys, and Bill Dark, leering at her out of the corner of her eye, but refused to acknowledge them. Dark was a typical crude, aggressive jock. When she first started teaching at Borman ten years ago, he used to flirt with her, put his arm around her, and even kissed her on the lips at a faculty Christmas party. She once gave one of his star athletes a poor grade, and he got the principal to intervene and make her raise the grade. To this day he has a condescending, "little lady" attitude with her.
His star guard, Rick, is one of her students, and a poor, ill-mannered one. Earlier this year, Mrs. Carlson was walking through a crowded hallway between periods, when a hand from the other direction suddenly reached out and gave her breast a quick grope. Mrs. Carlson turned around and saw Rick look back at her, but she could prove nothing, and never approached the popular, good-looking athlete about the humiliating incident.
Joe, the big stocky forward, was another student of hers. The girls love him, but to Mrs. Carlson he's just a cocky kid that tries to look up her skirt and gawk at her breasts. She hated it when these children stared at her breasts, and ignored the tingling in her puckering nipples such sexual attention caused her, or denied it was happening.
Mrs. Carlson was in her classroom grading papers during her free period, when Bill Dark entered her room. She presumed he came to ask her to give one of his athletes a break.
"Hey, Marilyn," he said.
"Bill," Mrs. Carlson replied. "Are you here to have me give one of your students a break?"
"Better than that, Marilyn," Bill replied. "I'm here to tell you how you can help and inspire my whole team, and give pride to the entire student body, and the community."
"Wow, how can I do that?" Mrs. Carlson sarcastically asked.
"Are you aware of how popular you are among Borman's male student population?"
"I don't know what you're talking about." Mrs. Carlson really wasn't, and didn't have any idea what the coach was getting at.
"I took an informal poll among the athletes, and not only are you considered the number one babe teacher at Borman, but many would choose you over any female in the entire school!"
Mrs. Carlson didn't have time for Coach Dark's flirting. "Bill, I have to get these papers graded."
"I'm dead serious, Marilyn, the boys think you are very sexy, and you know that I agree with them."
Mrs. Carlson still thought he was making this up. "What do you want, Bill?"
Coach Dark sat on Mrs. Carlson's desk, glanced at the door, and quietly said, "Did you ever see the movie 'The Best Little Whorehouse in Texas?'"
"Yea."
"Remember when the coach took his team to the prostitutes for winning the championship?"
"I guess,"
Well, sometimes us coaches need to reward our young men when they win championships. And if my team wins the championship Friday night, they deserve something special."
Mrs. Carlson still thought the coach was joking around. "You're going to take the team to a whorehouse?"
"Well, Marilyn, not exactly. But, uh, the boys were sort of told that the staff would throw a party with a stripper if they won, and you, uh, were their very first choice to be the stripper,"
Mrs. Carlson felt her face getting flush. Of all the nerve to come in here and joke about something like that! "How dare you come into my classroom and talk to me like that! I know you have friends on the board, but if you don't leave now, I'm filing a complaint!"
Coach Dark opened up the manila file folder that was attached to his clipboard. "Well, Marilyn, before you get all high and mighty, I kind of stumbled across a skeleton in your closet."
Mrs. Carlson looked at the first page of the folder. Her heart sank when she realized that it was a copy of her police record! In college, she had been arrested, along with a carload of girls from her dorm, after the bars had closed. The police found a small bag of pot in the car. It wasn't Marilyn's, but all of the girls were charged with marijuana possession. Marilyn never even smoked the stuff, but the public defender recommended that they plead guilty, and were charged a small fine.
Mrs. Carlson sat speechless. "Marilyn," the coach said, "We all had our youthful indiscretions in college, but you lied about this in your job application, and with the district's zero tolerance policy today, your teaching future wouldn't be worth a plugged nickel if this got out."
Mrs. Carlson sat with her head in her hands. He was right. Her job, her career, her standing in the community, the embarrassment this would cause her kids… "Why are you doing this, Bill? What do you want from me?"
"I told you what I want. I want to be able to tell the boys that if they win Friday, that you will do a striptease at a private party. You're the one they want."
Mrs. Carlson's head was spinning from all of this. The boys really want to see me naked? Was he making that up? "Bill, I'm thirty-six years old, and I've had two kids! Why would they want me?"
"Marilyn, you know how these boys get hard for a mature, adult woman. They sit in your class every day and have dirty thoughts about you. Don't worry, you'll be great!"
Mrs. Carlson was speechless.
Coach Dark knew Marilyn's attitude had been deflated, and he could get bolder. He stood behind her, and put his hands on her shoulders. "They stare at those large hangers of yours every day, and just go nuts for you."
Mrs. Carlson was overwhelmed with different emotions. Anger, fear, anxiety, but she also felt a strange erotic stirring, thinking about all those boys lusting for her.
"You're gonna do it, aren't you, honey?" whispered the coach.
Mrs. Carlson, fighting back tears, nodded her head.
"I'll give you more details later." The coach moved his hands down her chest and squeezed her breasts. "And I'm gonna look forward to seeing these myself." Marilyn silently pushed his hands off of her chest, and the coach left the classroom.
**************************
More than once on the way over to the restaurant, Mrs. Carlson considered turning around. She still wasn't sure she could go through with what that bastard Bill Dark was making her do. Her heart sank when she heard that the team had won, and this morning Bill called her and gave her instructions for the evening, which he warned her to follow explicitly.
At ten o'clock Saturday night, as directed, Mrs. Carlson entered the rear door of the restaurant. It was past the grill's regular closing time, but the coach told her that the owner was a friend of his, and he booked the back room for a private party. She waited in the kitchen while the owner went and got The Coach. Mrs. Carlson stood wringing her hands, still praying that there was a way out of this. She looked at herself in a mirror above a sink. She had spent a long time getting her hair and make-up and clothes just right, although she wasn't sure why. Her shoulder- length golden hair was full and shimmering. Her long earrings dangled from her lobes. She still worried that the woman in the mirror would be a disappointment for the teen-aged boys used to seeing teen-aged girls, or nude models in photos. Fifteen years ago, maybe…
The Coach entered the kitchen, smiled at Mrs. Carlson, and ordered, "Take of your coat." Mrs. Carlson unbuttoned her coat and took it off. The Coach ran his eyes up and down her red blazer covering a white turtleneck, her tight black mid-thigh skirt, and black hi-heels. She looked pretty conservative, but the sweater and skirt were specifically requested by the coach. "Yea, that'll work. Nice! Give me a minute to announce you, and then come out when you hear me call you. You're gonna be great!"
"Who is out there?" Mrs. Carlson nervously queried.
"Just my team, and coaches, and a couple of other people. I gotta go, be ready!"
Mrs. Carlson could hear Coach Dark get everyone's attention. "We have a little entertainment planned, that I'm sure you boys are gonna enjoy. So lets get on with it. Come on out, Mrs. Carlson!"
Before she even stepped through the door, she heard the teen boys cheering. Then when she entered the room, they really erupted. The twelve players were sitting around a long folding table at the head of the room. The Coach was standing on the table, waving her up to join him. There was a chair against the table, and Mrs. Carlson stepped up onto the chair in her tight skirt, and onto the table. She looked down at the cheering teens, each with a can of beer in front of them. That was unnerving enough, but what shocked her were the people behind them. Much of the male faculty of Borman was sitting and applauding her. They included the principal, all of the gym teachers, the janitorial staff, some of the senior English teachers that she had worked with for years, and her current young student teacher.
The Coach stepped off the table, and suddenly rock music started to play over the PA system. Alone above several dozen males, Mrs. Carlson started to slowly dance, bringing more cheers from the crowd.
She danced in place for a minute, still hoping someone would come to her rescue, but when she saw Rick and Joe yelling, "Take it off!" she knew she was defeated. She pulled her red blazer off of her shoulders, and dropped it, to the cheers of the crowd. The sweater that Bill had requested she wear was sleeveless, and tight.
As The Coach had told her earlier, she tried her best to make it look like she was enjoying it. She put her hands up as she danced, and her big breasts started to bobble under her tight sweater. She tried to force a smile. She got some polite applause, but the crude teens again yelled "Take it off, Mrs. Carlson!"
She crossed her hands, grabbed the edges of her sweater, and started to lift it.
There was more cheering as she pulled the sweater up over her bra. The turtleneck was not the slickest choice for stripping, and she awkwardly pulled it over her head. Dropping it, she danced in her white bra, per The Coach's prior orders, the sexiest bra she owned. It was a low cut, push-up bra with lace along the top of the cups, that she had to purchase for a formal dress once. It exposed ample cleavage, and her breasts jiggled in and out of her bra.
Mrs. Carlson forced another smile, but she felt more like crying. This was like some bad nightmare. She looked down at the young, grinning students surrounding her, staring at her bra, and looking up her skirt. Then she looked out at her peers and superiors, and they also were leering and applauding. Mrs. Carlson felt further humiliated when she heard Joe yell, "Look you can see nipples poking out!" Still, she realized that she was feeling an involuntary wave of arousal. She suddenly had a flashback to when she first grew her breasts. She was so proud of them, and once had a fantasy of proudly dancing topless for her male classmates. Damn, why did she have to remember that now?
The boys were yelling, "Take off your bra!" but Mrs. Carlson was prolonging that moment. She stalled by slowly working the button and zipper on the side of her skirt. There were cheers as she did, and when the zipper was down, she slowly, reluctantly, started to slide her skirt down her hips. The coach had said not to wear pantyhose, to wear garters and stockings. Mrs. Carlson didn't own any, so she was bare-legged. She did find a fairly tight, skimpy, flattering pair of white silk panties that her husband had purchased for her, and that was what was being exposed as her skirt dropped.
Mrs. Carlson kicked her skirt away from her feet while still dancing. The crowd whistled and cheered as she stood in her bra and panties and hi-heels. Her silk panties were pulled tight over her pubic mound. They were a bikini-cut, and scooped down slightly in front. The thirty-six-year-old mother's thighs, and even stomach, jiggled as she danced, but it was still her cleavage bouncing in and out of her bra that was revving up the crowd most. When Mrs. Carlson nearly fell from her hi- heeled shoes, she bent down and removed each of them. As she leaned over, her cleavage hung way out of her bra, causing more noise from the crowd.
There were more calls of "Take of your bra!" from the barely-changed voices of the teens, and when it became a chant, Mrs. Carlson lowered her left bra strap off of her shoulder. There were more cheers for that, as well as when she lowered the right strap. The busty teacher reached behind her with both hands and unclasped her bra. She meant to hold it up over her chest to prolong her fate, but didn't catch it, and it floated to the ground. Her large white breasts fell out of the cups and immediately started jumping about as she danced. The roar of the small crowd was like a jet plane to Mrs. Carlson, who actually felt a wave of dizziness with the realization that she was dancing topless before dozens of males that she knew.
She looked down at the boys, who were laughing and pointing at her bobbling tits. Their eyes were glued to her round white breasts capped by dark pink areola, and hard pink nipples. Mrs. Carlson couldn't smile now, the humiliation being overwhelming, but she gamely tried to put on a show. She raised her fists in the air, with her elbows bent slightly, and thrust her breasts in and out.
While looking out at the faces of her faculty co-workers, Mrs. Carlson was aware of her growing arousal. She tried to suppress it. But as she danced topless, she heard one of the teens say, "Look at her panties, she's wetting herself!" Others pointed and made comments. Rick yelled, "Getting turned on, Mrs. Carlson?" She couldn't see the stain spreading over her tight panty crotch, but she knew it was there, and it only increased her shame.
"Take your panties off!" shouted the boys. Mrs. Carlson ignored them, thinking she had gone far enough, but soon from the men in back came cries of "Panties, panties!" She didn't want to show her pubic hair. Her bush was very hairy, and Mrs. Carlson considered trimming it before her strip, but that would have clued her husband. She was sure the crowd would be grossed out at her hairy puss. The distraught teacher stalled by turning her back on the crowd and shaking her ass at them. With more cries for her panties to come off, she pulled up on the sides of her panties to give the appearance of a thong. She shook her naked white thirty-six-year-old ass to cheers and lewd comments by the boys. Finally she slowly lowered her panties down her hips. She bent over to pull them down farther, and the crowd could see a patch of pubic hair between her legs. The young boys, and most of the older adults, had never seen a woman's ass shake like that.
Finally, Mrs. Carlson turned around and displayed her full- frontal nudity. Her pussy was indeed a very hairy dark- blonde triangle of fur sticking way out from her body. She looked down and saw one boy wearing her bra on his head, and another boy sniffing her panties before passing it on to the next.
Finally, the music abruptly ended, and Coach Dark stood below her, coaxing her down off of the table, to thunderous applause. He put his arm around her naked body, making her face the crowd.
***************************
"Boys, I'm glad you enjoyed the show," announced The Coach. "But Mrs. Carlson isn't done yet. To further reward your fine efforts this season, Mrs. Carlson wants you to know that, right here right now, you can do anything you want to her, and she will do anything you want. Go to it, team!" Mrs. Carlson gave a wide-eyed, open-mouthed, incredulous look to the coach, but immediately Rick was on his feet and groping her left breast, and Joe was grabbing her right breast, and the rest of the team were right there with them, competing to get their hands on any part of their English teacher that they could. Mrs. Carlson squealed loudly as hands groped her tits, ass, pussy, and thighs. As she was jostled around, she saw Bill Dark and many of the other teachers watching and laughing. But mostly she was surrounded by twelve of the tallest boys in the school, grabbing and fondling her.
After the initial shock, the groping was having its effects on Mrs. Carlson. As much as she tried to fight it, the rough grabbing and pulling at her breasts and nipples, as well as her pussy, were arousing her. Her squeals were punctuated with whimpers and moans. Rick clamped his lips around her breast, and Joe did the same to the other. They were the two popular, attractive students, and had some sexual experience. Rick gave up Mrs. Carlson's tit to a teammate, and rubbed her pussy mound. When he inserted a finger into her, he yelled, "Wow, this is the wettest pussy I've ever fingered!" He inserted two more fingers, and slid them easily in and out of the well-lubricated pussy. He moved his middle finger up, and diddled his pretty teacher's swollen clit.



"WoooooOOO!" wailed Mrs. Carlson, to her audience's delight. She stumbled back, and rested her butt on the edge of the table. Rick pushed her knees apart, knelt between them, and buried his face into her muff. He darted his tongue in and out of her pussy, causing her to moan and wail more.
Ron planted his lips onto his teacher's, forced his tongue into her mouth, and Frenched her as she leaned back on her elbows. This muffled her cries, and obscured her from seeing Rick whip his hard cock out of his pants. He aimed it at her dripping pussy, and worked his head into it before Mrs. Carlson even saw it. Her muffled moans could be heard as Rick slid his entire shaft into her, standing between her thighs.
The other teens were cheering him on. "Go, Rick!" "Pound it hard!" Rick eagerly thrust his groin rapidly, causing the squealing teacher to be jostled even more.
"OH, Rick! Rick!" she pleaded, as he squirted his jism into her pussy. But to her own amazement, she wasn't pleading with him to stop. "Don't pull out, keep it in. Ohh! I'm cumming! OOOweeeeeeEEE!" The faculty members in particular were amused and astounded at the married teacher's lustful cries. "WoooHOOOOO!" The mature lover gyrated all over the table in the throes of a wild orgasm.
When she relaxed a bit, Rick did pull out of her. Mrs. Carlson impulsively stood up, and one of the shorter guards turned her around, and pushed her over the table. He pulled his firm cock out of his pants, and rammed in into her pussy from behind. He slammed into her shaking ass as she rested her hands on the table.
Joe climbed up on the table, whipped his thick, long cock out of his mouth, and pressed it into Mrs. Carlson's face. She stared at the monster for a minute, and did her best to stretch her mouth around the big head. She bobbed on the cock while her pussy got ravaged from behind, and her hanging tits got groped.
The kid behind her quickly came, and was replaced by another, then another. Joe got down off of the table, and forced his teacher to lay down on the table on her back. He stood between her legs and aimed his huge throbbing cock at her pussy. "No, Joe, No! It's too big! No!" Joe slowly worked his thick cock into her stretched, lubricated pussy, as Mrs. Carlson grunted. When he got the whole thing in, he started thrusting hard. "Uh! UnG!" grunted the ravaged teacher.
Rick had recovered by this time, and climbed up onto the table. He straddled his teacher's chest, and announced, "I gotta tit-fuck these big babies!" He sat on her chest, laid his dirty cock between her tits, and wrapped the mammaries around his dick. He slid the dick in and out of her cleavage, while his teammate fucked her pussy. A tall reserve center pulled out his cock, made Mrs. Carlson turn her head, and suck his dick.
Mrs. Carlson was jostled all over by the three big, strong teens. The center was the first to cum, in her mouth, and he shot cum all over her face. Mrs. Carlson looked down in time to see Rick squirt jism all over her cleavage, tits, chest, and chin. Joe continued pounding her as she grunted and wailed and panted. "OHH, JOE! I'm CUMMING, JOE! OOOWWWWWW!" Joe also unloaded in her as she thrashed and gyrated with another orgasm.
********************
While the rest of the boys had their way with the cum- covered teacher, the faculty members drank beer and watched the action. Fortunately for Mrs. Carlson's tender pussy, most of the boys came very quickly. When they were done, Mrs. Carlson didn't think she could feel any more degraded, or have any more orgasms, than she already had. She lied on the table smeared with cum when Coach Dark climbed onto the table. He was stark naked, with an impressive cock standing straight out. He looked down at her with a clench-jawed smirk, and said, "I've waited a long time for this." He pulled Mrs. Carlson up by her arm, and stood her up. Then he planted his palms on her ass cheeks, and lifted her up. She was no pixie, but he handled her like a small doll, and he rammed his cock into her pussy. The others marveled at his physical strength, as he stood straight up while fucking his co-worker. He let go with his left hand, holding her up just by his right hand, and grabbed hold of her right tit with his left hand. He planted his lips on her left tit. Mrs. Carlson wrapped her legs tightly around his torso, and put her arms around his neck. Her bare belly was pressed against his while he manhandled her in clear view of the others.
Coach Dark fucked her like a jackhammer, making her ass and thighs jiggle, while feeling and sucking her big tits. Mrs. Carlson's squealing was echoing around the room. "Bill, Bill, fuck me! Don't Stop!"
"You liked being the team's last conquest, didn't you?"
"Yes!" moaned Mrs. Carlson.
"You liked the way they looked at you dancing naked, didn't you?"
"Oh, yes!"
"You like acting like a slut?"
"Yes!"
"And you love being fucked by me, don't you?"
"Yes, Bill! Ohh, I'm gonna CUM OH, GOD, Bill, OH GOD! I'm CUMMING! SO MUCH!!"
After Mrs. Carlson's screams subsided, Coach Dark lowered the woman back onto the table, and left the spent woman for the gathering faculty members.
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Dan Lewis leaned against his car in the driveway, watching his mom in her bathing suit, as she pulled weeds in the front flowerbed. His friends, Jack and Carl, had just arrived, and were talking to Dan's mom as she pulled the last of the weeds. He noticed that they were leaning way over, and realized that they were both trying to look down the top of her bathing suit! "Forget it," Dan thought, "I've tried it. That Damn suit is too tight to see her nipples in."
Dan felt himself stiffen a little, watching his friends checking out his mom in her blue one-piece bathing suit. He was proud of the way she looked. Despite being in her mid forties, she still had a trim figure. She had a pretty face, and her shoulder-length dishwater blonde hair had lighter highlights in it. She was average in height, but her tanned legs looked great. Mom had no idea what she did to her son when she slept in nothing but a t-shirt and tight white panties. It drove him nuts watching her ass cheeks rise and fall as she walked through the upstairs hallway like that, her nipples poking through her shirt, her smallish but still-firm breasts jiggling. God, he wanted to see her naked!
Early in puberty, Dan started having fantasies about having sex with his own mom. Then, when he noticed other men looking at her, he began having fantasies about other men fucking her. This included his friends, whom he caught many times staring at her mature body.
Ed and Andy arrived, and they, too, engaged in conversation with Kathy, Dan's mom. Kathy was always talkative, and the boys seemed to enjoy being around her when they visited. Kathy stood up and began talking to his friends. Her bathing suit bottom had ridden up from squatting, and Dan could see a little of her white butt cheeks sticking out. Ed and Andy also stepped back to check out her ass. She pulled the suit down, but Dan and the others still admired her nice butt.
"Where are you going?" Kathy asked.
"We're going to meet some other guys at the school to play softball."
"It's really hot, drink lots of water," Kathy said.
**********************
In the car, Dan said to Jack and Carl, "You horndogs! I saw you trying to look down my mom's top."
Busted, Jack and Carl could only laugh.
Dan had to find out what they saw. "So, did you get a good look?"
Jack said, "Uh, just some cleavage."
Carl answered, "I saw below her tan line, but didn't see her nipple."
"Hey, Dan," said Jack. "Ever seen your mom naked?"
"I'm afraid not," replied Dan.
"Would you fuck her if you had the chance?" Jack boldly asked.
"Would you fuck your mom?" asked Dan, avoiding the question.
"If she looked like your mom I would." Jack said. All of the boys laughed knowingly.
*********************
Kathy was sorry to see the boys leave. She liked talking to her son's friends. She had known some of them since they were toddlers, but with her husband out of town so much, she had become so horny that she had sex fantasies about all of Dan's close teen-aged buddies.
Kathy put away her gardening gloves and tools, and went upstairs to her bedroom. At the last minute, she decided to exercise on the treadmill in the basement before she showered. She impulsively decided that it didn't make sense to get her exercise clothes dirty. Dan was gone for a few hours, her husband was out of town, and her daughter was at a friend's until after dinner. Knowing she would be alone in the house for quite a while, Kathy simply stripped off her bathing suit, and walked down to the basement, naked except for her white gym shoes.
Kathy turned on the radio in the finished basement, and started the motorized treadmill. While power walking nude, Kathy thought of Dan's young, attractive friends. She tried to picture each one naked, and made a mental list of the order in which she would fuck them.
Kathy looked down at her naked body. Her nipples were hard, not only from the cool basement, and from her bouncing as she walked, but also from her naughty thoughts of her son's young teen friends.
She watched her breasts jiggle up and down as she walked. She raised her hands up in front of her chest, and let her open palms just graze her nipples as they bounced.
At this time, Dan and his friends arrived back home. All of the baseball diamonds were being used, so they decided to go back to Dan's house and play ping-pong in his basement. When Dan opened the basement door, he could hear the stereo blaring. He reached the bottom of the steps, peered around the corner, and spotted his mom. Walking on the treadmill, her back was turned mostly away from Dan. Dan froze when it registered that he was looking at his mom naked. The other teens were right behind him, peeking around the corner, and they also froze, looking at Mrs. Lewis' naked body.
Dan's Mom's palms were still tickling her erect, bouncing nipples. Her tanned legs and back contrasted sharply with her bright white ass. It was like they had two spotlights on them. The two cheeks alternately rose and fell as she walked, jiggling like Jello as they did. Dan felt his face get flush as he realized that his friends were also seeing his mom nude. Part of him thought he should shoo his friends upstairs immediately, but Dan himself wanted to see this sight so badly that he simply gawked. All of the other boys did the same, their heads peering around the corner, drinking in every inch of her naked body that they could see. Besides her white ass, they could see the sides of her white tits. They weren't big, but her nipples stuck out real far.
Kathy did not hear the boys come down the carpeted stairway over the sounds of the radio and the treadmill. She put her hands under her breasts and lifted them. Lost in her sordid fantasies, she began massaging her breasts, and pulling on her nipples. As soon as she was done on the treadmill, she thought, she would go upstairs and masturbate in her bed. She lowered her right hand to her pubic mound, and slid her index finger over her slit. Feeling her wetness, she rotated the finger around her lips.
The five horny teens continued to enjoy the sight of Mrs. Lewis quickly walking, butt naked except for her white shoes, her butt cheeks heaving and shaking, her thighs jiggling, fondling her own tits and pussy.
Kathy ran her finger up to her swollen clit. It felt so good, she didn't know if she would be able to wait until she got upstairs.
Dan glanced back at his four friends, all of them staring intently at his naked mother. He realized that he enjoyed having them there with him to share this great moment.
Kathy caught a movement out of the corner of her eye, and looked back. Seeing the five teens on the steps, she squealed. She quickly turned off the treadmill, and jumped off. Having nothing at all to cover herself with, and with the boys blocking any retreat up the stairs, she simply stood dumbfounded facing the boys.
The teens stared at the full-frontal nudity that Kathy was exposing. Her small white breasts were cone-shaped and capped with her hard, pinkish-brown nipples. Her crotch was covered in a thick, wide, triangle-shaped forest of dishwater-blonde pubic hair. Crimson-faced, Kathy reached over and turned off the radio. She belatedly attempted to cover her breasts with her right forearm, and her crotch with her left hand. As she did, several of the boys erupted in applause and whistles. Dan, not sure if his mother would be mad at him for not turning away, simply stared.
"I'm SOOO SORRY, boys," Kathy said, taking all of the blame for her indiscretion.
"Oh, that's ok, Mrs. Lewis," said Jack.
Kathy looked at herself hunched over with her hands covering her private parts. She gave up, and put her hands to her sides. "Well, you've seen me now, you might as well take a good look." She looked at the teen lads staring at her naked body. A wave of eroticism shot through her. Even Dan was staring at her nudity, and she realized that that excited her, too.
With still no exit in sight, Kathy didn't know what to do or say next. "I don't look too bad for an old lady, do I?"
Ed said, "You look good for any age!" Kathy was flattered and aroused when the other teens agreed with him. She had never before just stood naked as one, let alone five, men admired her and complimented her.
Making small talk with the five males while standing nude, Kathy started feeling horny again. Why not make the best of the situation and flirt a little? "Well, normally, I do some stretching exercises after I walk. Want to watch that, too?"
All of the boys, even Dan eagerly said, "Yea, go ahead!"
Kathy spread her legs, thrust her chest out, and started twisting her torso back and forth. She smiled while the teens gawked at her. Several even moaned audibly.
Kathy put her hands on her hips and did a few squats. As she squatted down with her legs spread, they could see some of her pink pussy lips peek out from her pubic hair. She was so thrilled with the attention the teens were giving her that she had a permanent smile on her face.
Kathy stood with her back to the teens. She bent over, keeping her knees locked, and touched her toes. All of the teens groaned as they stared at Mrs. Lewis' bent-over ass. Dan glanced at his mom's puckered butthole, but mostly got off seeing her pussy hair between her legs.
Kathy sat on the carpet, spread her legs, and did more leg- stretching exercises. She was so horny that she could see some of her juices start to leak out of her onto the carpet.
Finally she stood up and approached the boys. She stood next to Ed, who was shirtless, and put her arm around him. "Did you enjoy the show, guys?"
Of course they all said yes, and crowded around the naked blonde. Dan had his hands to his sides, and his mom accidentally backed into him. He could feel her bare ass flesh press into the back of his hand. He didn't move it.
Kathy's arms were on both Ed and Jack's shoulders, and they took the opportunity to put their arms around her waist. Dan looked down just as Jack slid his hand down over Kathy's bare ass. When Kathy offered no objection, Jack cupped it firmly and squeezed it.
Kathy had seen the bulges in the boys' loose shorts, and wanted to see what was in there. She reached down and gently rubbed Jack's hard dick in his loose shorts. She did the same to Ed, feeling him just as hard. She moaned and asked, "Are all of you guys this aroused?" and grabbed Carl and Andy's cocks, and squeezed them, too.
Kathy looked right into Dan's eyes. "How about you, Dan?" She reached down and cupped his crotch, and found that her son was also hard as a rock.
Looking into his naked, smiling mom's eyes as she felt his dick was enough to make Dan slightly dizzy.
Kathy turned back to the others. She tugged down on Jack's loose shorts, and pulled them low enough to sling his hard cock out. She unsnapped and unzipped Ed's shorts, and whipped his dick out. She grabbed both cocks and slowly stroked them. Lust had seized control of all of her actions. The realization that she was with her son, and these were his friends, that she was married, and these teens were way younger than her, were obliterated from Kathy's conscience. All she was aware of is what an incredible thrill it was to be naked with five young, hard, attentive men.
Kathy said, "If I'm naked, you guys have to be, too. C'mon, guys, take your clothes off." All four of Dan's friends pulled off their shorts and underwear, and the ones wearing shirts took them off, too.
Kathy looked at Dan again. "C'mon, Dan, you too. You've seen me naked, let me see what kind of a man you've turned into." Dan pulled off his shirt, unzipped his shorts, and pulled them off. Kathy smiled when his cock sprang out, perpendicular to his body. She was proud of her son's long, thick cock and hairy scrotum.
Jack reached up and began fondling Kathy's left tit. She smiled, moved closer to him, and kissed him full on the lips. Jack thrust his tongue into her mouth. As they French-kissed, the other teens ran their hands all over her naked body. Kathy could feel hands groping her breasts, squeezing her butt, even rubbing her pussy mound. She didn't even know whose finger was entering her wet pussy, but it sure felt good.
Dan was reluctant to touch his mom, but he couldn't resist. He placed his hand over her ass cheek, and massaged it. He jiggled it, and squeezed it harder. When her right tit was free, he cupped it, feeling her hard nipple in his palm. He jiggled her whole tit, and pinched her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
Jack was a good French kisser, thought Kathy. "Mmmm, Jack, you sure know how to use your tongue!"
Jack thought about it for a second, and then retorted, "I'm good with my tongue all over."
Kathy thought about that for a minute, and countered with, "Oh? Well, let's see." She took Jack's hand, broke away from the group, and led him to a couch around the corner. Kathy sat on the couch, spread her legs wide, looked at Jack, and patted her crotch. "Show me what you can do with that tongue." Jack kneeled between her legs, and eagerly buried his face in her muff.
Ed and Carl sat down on either side of Kathy. They each fondled one of her tits, and took turns Frenching the older woman. Kathy grabbed their cocks and stroked them. When they both pressed their faces against her breasts and suckled her nipples, Kathy laid back with her eyes closed and enjoyed three teen tongues for some moments.
Andy and Dan stood behind the couch, and tried to get a few quick feels in when they could. Kathy looked up at them, and allowed them their turns to kiss her, too. Dan pressed his lips onto his mom's and buried his tongue in her mouth. She kissed really good!
Ed and Carl were both sucking on Kathy's tits and hard nipples. Kathy's chest was heaving from her heavy breathing, and slowly thrusting her hips up to meet Jack's tongue. She looked up at Dan's cock. She took it in her hand and stroked it a few times, and then guided it towards her mouth. Dan watched his mother stretch her mouth open wide and wrap her lips around his cock. She swallowed his head, and took in a few more inches. She slowly sucked her son. Dan watched his red, engorged cock get covered with his mom's saliva. "Oh, Mom, that feels great!"
Jack was slithering his tongue around Kathy's pussy. She was enjoying his oral stimulation, but he wasn't all that experienced. She suggested that the boys take turns eating her pussy, and when Jack's tongue got tired, he allowed Carl to take his place. The boys continually changed positions, each getting the opportunity to suck on Mrs. Lewis' hard nipples, eat her pussy, and get a blowjob from their friend's mother.
When it was Dan's turn to eat his mom, Kathy was close to orgasm. Dan knelt between his mom's smooth thighs, and buried his face into her hairy puss. He wiggled his tongue around her bush until he found her slit. He licked into the salty pussy, quickly from side-to-side at first, and then rapidly up and down. Kathy was moaning and writhing, and clamped her thighs hard around Dan's head.
Kathy was ready to cum from her son's tongue, but as she played with five hard teenaged-cocks, she had a burning desire to fuck them. Kathy stopped sucking Ed, pushed her son's head away from her pussy, and pleaded, "Dan, put your penis in me, please! Oh, hurry!"
Dan sat up and spread his mom's thighs wider. He pressed his hard cock against her pussy hair, and thrust in. He felt the warm, slippery twat glide up and down around his cock. The position was not the most comfortable, but he stood on his feet, and leaned into her. Once he got used to the feeling of his mom's cunt muscles pulling him in, he thrust hard. Kathy's body was slammed repeatedly into the couch. Her trembling lips emitted an "Uwawawawa." It wasn't the best position for her, either, but she was so close to orgasm that she cheered her son on. "Oh, that's it, hard, baby! Ohh!
Kathy had let go of the cock that was in her mouth, but held on tight to the two that she was jerking. She squealed and groaned as Dan pounded her pussy. "Oh, Son, I'm cummming! Ohh! Uhh!"
Dan himself could hold out no longer, and shot a load of jism into his mom's hot twat. As his last squirts entered her, Kathy's orgasm subsided, and she collapsed on the couch. Dan pulled out of his mom and stood up, cum dripping from his cock onto the carpet.
Jack said, "I want to go next, Mrs. Lewis." Kathy gave herself a moment to recover, then smiled, nodded, and turned over. She knelt on the carpet, resting her elbows on the couch. Jack got the picture, and knelt behind her, aiming his throbbing cock at her from behind. He worked it into her pussy, and started slamming hard into Mrs. Lewis' jiggling white ass.
"Huhhgg! Uhh!" grunted Mrs. Lewis with each thrust.
Ed sidled over and got between Kathy's elbows. He aimed his red, engorged manhood up at her face. Kathy took the hint and wrapped her lips around his cock. She sucked rapidly on his unit as she got fucked doggie style by Jack. The other boys reached under her and felt her hanging tits.
Jack slammed it home like a jackhammer, watching her ass jiggle each time he pounded into her. He soon came inside her. Carl took his place when he pulled out. Kathy was close to another orgasm. Her moaning was muffled by the cock in her mouth. "Mummmumphh!" Just as she climaxed, Carl came in her pussy, and Ed surprised her with a load of jism into her mouth. She instinctively pulled up, and the next squirt hit her on her right cheek. She immediately put her mouth over the cock again like she was stopping leaky plumbing. The goo got all over her lips and chin, but she kept on sucking and slurping until he was done.
It was Andy's turn to fuck her. "Mrs. Lewis, can I go next?" he politely asked. Kathy had known Andy since he was in diapers. Kathy led him to the floor. Andy laid on his back, and Kathy straddled him. She lowered herself onto his cock and thrust her hips rapidly.
"Oh, Mrs. Lewis," Andy grunted, "I've wanted you my whole life!"
Jack stood over Andy and pushed his member into Kathy's face. She eagerly gobbled it while grabbing Dan and Ed's dicks and stroking them. Kathy writhed and grunted while working four cocks with her mouth, pussy and hands. Dan and Ed felt Mrs. Lewis' tits as she jerked them off.
"Mmmphhh! Hummmphh!" Kathy snorted through her nose and the cock in her mouth. Within mere seconds of each other, all four cocks erupted and covered her face, tits, hands, and thighs with teen male jism.
The teens continued fucking Mrs. Lewis in various positions throughout the afternoon. When each had fucked her at least twice, and most came in her mouth once, she laid sprawled on the couch, looking like a used whore, covered from head to toe with jism. Kathy told her teen lovers that they had to leave so she could clean up before her daughter came home. The boys dressed and left, each saying "Thank you, Mrs. Lewis," and giving her a hug.
Kathy gave her naked son a long hug. "Oh, Dan, I Love you! Did you enjoy this?"
"Oh, yea, Mom, I loved it!"
"Would you like to do it again sometime with me alone?"
"Oh sure, Mom, whenever we can!"
"But we can do this with your friends sometimes, too?"
"Yea, Mom, any combination you want. I'm sure the guys will be willing."
The End.
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Disclaimer: This story and all characters are fiction. All characters are over eighteen.
My friend Tony got his girlfriend pregnant and has to marry her. At the last minute, some of his friends threw together a bachelor party at Tony's mom's house while she was out of town. Being a teenager himself, Tony still lives at home. Tony lives on my block, and his mom and my mom are friends, and so I hang out with Tony, even though he is a little older than me.
I had no trouble sneaking out of the house to go to the party, because my dad was out of town, my brother and sister were staying with my aunt, and my mom went to dinner with some friends from work. There were about twenty guys at Tony's. Some were friends of mine from school, and some were guys Tony's age, including a few I knew from the neighborhood. There was a keg and some bottles of booze open in the downstairs family room. I slowly sipped a cup of beer, drinking being new to me.
I'd heard of bachelor parties that had strippers and such, but none of us, even the older guys, knew where to find hookers or strippers out here in suburbia. One guy did bring a couple of VCRs of porn, and that's what was playing on the TV. So, we sat around drinking, smoking cheap cigars, and talking crude about the girls on the video. It was a fun, horny group of guys.
I was in the bathroom when I heard a familiar female voice from the family room. I opened the door a crack, and saw the tall brunette figure of my mom standing at the bottom of the stairs!
I stayed inside the bathroom with the light out, and listened to Mom talking to Tony. Someone had thought to turn off the VCR and turn on some music when they spotted Mom, but there was no hiding the booze. If Mom came looking for me, I was in deep shit.
"Hey, Tony," Mom said, "Sorry to crash your party, I was looking for your mom."
Tony said, "She's visiting my aunt for the weekend."
Mom just kind of looked around at the guys and the booze. She had a strange smile on her face. "Oh. I just stopped by to see what she was doing. I was out with some friends having drinks, and I thought your mom might want to have another drink with me."
As I watched Mom, I realized that she looked like she had been drinking quite a lot. That would explain the smile, and her louder-than-usual tone of voice. I was just glad that she wasn't here to get me, and hoped she'd leave quickly.
But instead of leaving immediately, Mom just stood and said "hi" to Jeff and Chad and the other guys that she knew, which was most of them. She asked what the occasion was, and Jeff said, "We're having a bachelor party for Tony."
"Oh. Oh!" Mom said, smiling. She looked at the booze bottles and keg, and said, "You look like you're well supplied. Mind if I have a drink?"
Chad said, "Uh, no. Help yourself." Mom walked over to the counter and poured herself a large glass of brandy, which surprised me, as I never see Mom drink much. Mom was sort of weaving a little as she made small talk with Tony and Jeff and Chad. While they were talking with her, Ray walked behind her, checked out her ass for a minute, and started chatting with Mom. His body language made it look like he was hitting on her. All of the guys seemed to be staring down at Moms tits. That didn't surprise me, considering how horny everyone was getting watching the porn. And it was far from the first time I had seen my friends looking at Mom's big tits. Mom's 5' 10", so her melons were always in our faces while we were growing up. Plus, Mom's pretty nice looking, and she looked particularly good tonight.
Mom's brunette hair just covered most of her ears, and her earrings dangled down from her lobes. She has a pretty face with very kissable lips, I think. Her large tits looked even bigger than usual in the tight clinging white blouse she was wearing. The thin material seemed to form to her skin and bra. Her black denim pants seemed painted on, too. Although her stomach isn't as flat as younger women, the way the seam of her crotch appeared to be getting sucked up into her pussy, puffing out the lips on either side, was real inviting.
Mom seemed to be enjoying the attention. And instead of trying to get rid of my mom, my friends seemed to be encouraging her to stay. Chad even took her glass and poured her another drink without her even asking.
As mom gulped her second drink down, she said, "Well, I should be going and let you get on with your fun. Do you have strippers coming over?"
"No," my friends replied.
"Aren't you supposed to have strippers at a bachelor party?"
Chad said, "We don't know any strippers."
Mom laughed and said, "That's too bad. I'd be your stripper, but you boys don't want to see a saggy old lady like me."
I'd never heard mom talk that way before. But then I'd never seen her drunk before.
My friends all grinned, and Jeff said, "Umm, don't be so sure of that."
Mom laughed and said, "Would you stick dollar bills in my waistband?"
"Yea," they all agreed.
Mom giggled some more. She started dancing a little in place to the metal music that was playing. The guys stood back and watched her big tits bounce. "I've never done a striptease before. In college me and my girlfriends mooned some people once when we were drinking." Not surprisingly, I'd never heard her discuss that.
All of the guys were smiling and drooling at my mom as she danced. "You can moon us if you'd like" said Tony.
Mom put her drink down, turned around, shook her ass at the boys, and got a sincere round of applause and a few hoots from the horny bastards. All other conversation in the room stopped, and twenty guys were watching my mom. To my shock, she unsnapped and unzipped her slacks, and quickly pulled them down, along with her black panties, and stuck her bare ass out! She gave one quick shake to her naked white cheeks, looking back with a smile, and pulled her pants back up again, but not before I got a glimpse of her pubic hair between her legs. Mom gave an embarrassed grin and giggled as everyone cheered and howled.
I stood in the dark watching, shocked and embarrassed, but also getting aroused, because I've wanted to see my mom naked for a long time, and never have. Mooning a bunch of guys less than half her age was the sluttiest thing I've ever seen, but the sexiest.
Mom snapped her pants again and faced her crowd, saying, "OK, where are the bills?"
Tony and Ray and a few others took dollar bills out of their pockets, and stuffed them into Mom's waistband. Mom thrust her hips out to meet their hands, and let them slide into her tight pants.
Ray and Tony clapped and yelled, "More!" and others joined in.
Mom had a big grin on her face as she pulled her blouse out of her waistband, letting the dollar bills fall to the floor. She pulled up on the blouse to reveal her bare midriff. She teased the boys as she danced, letting them holler and whistle and encourage her. She pulled the blouse up higher, revealing her large white bra. She let go of her top, letting it rest above her bra. She put her hands in the air, and shook her tits.
The guys in front sat on the floor right in front of my mom. Others were sitting in chairs and a couch, and the rest were standing behind the chairs. Several guys held up dollar bills, and others yelled, "Take it off!" Mom waved them off at first, but when they continued, she crossed her hands, grabbed her top, and pulled it up over her head. She let it drop to the ground, and shook her tits as she danced. Her tits were hanging out of the top and sides of her bra. Her big cleavage bounced in and out of it.
Tony and Ray reached over and stuck bills in her waistband, letting their fingers glide over her bare midriff.
Mom leaned over and shook her cleavage in Ray and Chad's faces. Ray responded by holding up a bill to her chest. Mom arched her back more, and let Ray slide his dollar, and his hand, halfway down into her bra. She let several more guys do this, and each got to put their fingers on part of her bare tit flesh. I was hard in the dark, wishing I could be one of the guys touching her, but glad to be able to watch this.
Mom unsnapped her pants again, and slowly wiggled them down her hips, exposing the front of her black panties. She pulled her slacks off of her long thighs. As she leaned way over to pull them off of her feet, she lost her balance and stumbled a little. I thought her cleavage was going to spill completely out of her bra.
Mom didn't exactly look like a professional dancer, but it was real sexy watching a woman her age thrusting her hips in and out in her bra and panties. She was mimicking an old-fashioned burlesque stripper, putting her hands on her hips and grinding. The guys took more bills (actually, the same ones that fell out of her slacks), and stuck them into the front of her panties. They made a point to stick their hands real far inside her panties. Mom giggled and slowed down, letting them get their cheap feels. When Tony stuck his bill in, he pulled the panties down far enough that I got a glimpse of some pubic hair.
Mom turned around and shook her panty-clad ass at the guys. Her panties were conservatively cut, but had ridden up a little to reveal part of her white ass, and it jiggled as she danced. A couple of guys stuck bills in her panties again, getting feels of her ass, and pulling the panties down enough to expose the top of her crack.
Mom reached up and unhooked her bra. She turned around, holding the bra up with her arm. She slowly pulled each strap down with her right hand as she held her cups up with her left arm. Finally, she let the bra drop off of her chest and fall to the floor. Her huge white tits spilled out and bobbled freely. The pale globes had just a slight hang to them, but they looked great to the roaring teens. Each dancing mound was capped with very large areolas, which were very dark compared to her pale skin, and long thick nipples.
Mom threw her shoulders back, thrust her chest out, and shook her tits as wildly as she could. They flopped and danced in all directions, sometimes in unison, and sometimes in opposite directions. She bounced up and down, and her flying tits almost hit her in the chin, then crashed back down nearly to her navel. She leaned forward and let them hang in the faces of the guys sitting on the floor. I stood in the dark bathroom rubbing my hard dick as I watched. Shit, were they big! Hell, just her areolas were bigger than my ex-girlfriend's whole tits, but not out of place on Mom's huge jugs.
With more dollar bills being held out, and guys hollering for more, mom grabbed her panty waistband, and slowly tugged them down. As she slid them down beyond her hips, then down her thighs, everyone cheered at the sight of Mom's thick, wide, brown triangle of pubic hair, sticking nearly two inches out from her flesh. Her tits hung straight down as she pulled her panties off of her feet, and nearly fell down again as she stepped out of them. She spread her legs, bent her knees, held her fists in the air, and ground and shook naked for my friends' benefit.
Mom turned around, put her hands on her knees, and shook her ass in their faces. Some of the guys were only a few feet away from her butt, and even from where I stood I could see her ass flesh jiggle and wobble and shake. It was a hot sight.
LAP DANCE
Jeff got up from his wooden chair, set the chair next to Mom at the front of the room, and, with the help of some other guys, coaxed Tony to sit in the chair facing the crowd. Jeff started hollering "Lap dance for the groom!" in Mom's general direction, and others echoed him.
Mom stood in front of Tony, with her back to the crowd, and danced. She bent over, and shook her tits right in his face. Tony stared at them with a big grin, while the others cheered.
Mom spread her legs, straddled Tony, and lowered herself down. She wrapped her thighs around Tony, sitting on his lap, and shook her tits inches from his face. She took his hands and placed them on her hips. She thrust her hips in and out, dry humping him. Tony thrust his crotch up, and seemed to be rubbing his slacks-covered cock on her pussy. He moved his hands around to Mom's ass cheeks, and when she offered no objections, he squeezed them hard, as her ass humped in and out. Mom inched forward and rubbed her right tit against Tony's left cheek. Tony then leaned forward and wrapped his lips around Mom's long nipple. The other guys whistled while Tony suckled her big tit and wide areola. He burrowed his face into her cleavage, then sucked on her right nipple. He moved his right hand off of her ass, and grabbed her left tit and fondled it.
From my angle, Mom looked like she was really enjoying herself. Her hands were all over Tony's shoulders and chest. God, I had no idea that Mom was such a horny slut! She seemed like a completely different woman than the one I live with.
Mom stood up and started working on Tony's pants. She forcefully unsnapped them, unzipped them, and yanked down on his pants and boxers. His hard cock sprung out, sticking almost straight up. Mom reached down and stroked the red unit a few times as Tony continued fondling her tits. Mom turned around, now facing the rest of us, with her back to Tony. She arched her back and shook her ass in his face for a minute, while the rest of us watched her smiling face and hanging tits. She lowered her torso down, and grabbed his dick between her legs. She slid his shaft along her pussy hair. Tony had his hands on Mom's hips as she sat on him and teased his cock with her pussy.
Mom was tickling Tony's cock head along her slit. Suddenly, Tony thrust up just as Mom slid down, and Tony's cock just disappeared inside of Mom's cunt! Mom had a surprised look on her face, like she wasn't expecting it. But she didn't stand up or take it out. She just settled in on Tony's lap and took the whole length in. With Mom's legs spread wide open, I could see her pink pussy, and Tony's red shaft sliding in and out. Mom's eyes were closed and her mouth was open as she rose and lowered her torso, like she forgot anyone else was there. Tony had his hands up over Mom's tits, squeezing the flesh through his fingers.
It got strangely silent as they fucked. I could hear mom whimpering as all of my friends intently watched them. Mom quickly started moaning and squealing, then fucked faster and faster. Her eyes were scrunched closed, while Tony had a grimace on his face. Mom let out a squeal, jiggled all over, and then fell back onto Tony. She blinked her eyes, looked at the other guys, and stood up, releasing Tony's gooey dick from her twat.
GANGBANG
Immediately, Jeff, sitting in a chair just in front of Mom, whipped out a ten dollar bill and a hard cock and said, "Can I get that too, Mrs. Hewett?"
Mom smiled at him, silently took the money, and lowered herself down on Jeff's lap, facing him. She grabbed his cock, aimed it at his pussy, and fell onto the pole. Mom and Jeff both had big smiles, while the other guys pulled out money and shouted that they wanted some too.
"OK," Mom said loudly, "I'll try to get to all of you if I can." Jeff grabbed her ass and tits as Mom squeezed her thighs around him. Mom humped him quickly, leaning forward and making out with him. She arched her back, and Jeff buried his face in her tits and sucked. Chad and Ray already had their dicks out and were standing on either side of Jeff, vying to be next. Mom looked over at them, grabbed their cocks, and stroked them.
I couldn't see much now as my best friends crowded around my fucking Mom. Then Tony came into the bathroom to clean up, and saw me in the dark.
"I thought you left," he whispered. I just shrugged and stepped out of the bathroom and stood in the back of the room.
It didn't take long at all for Jeff to cum, and Mom got up and sat on Chad's lap backwards. She fucked my friend while stroking two more cocks. I moved up to get a better look. Ray stood in front of her with his cock in her face. Mom leaned forward, and wrapped her lips around his cock, causing more cheers from the guys. I could see Mom's lips stretched around Ray's cock as she had Chad's cock in her pussy, and two more cocks in her hands. A couple of other guys were reaching in and playing with her tits.
At this point I could have snuck out the door, but I wanted to stay. I still had some mixed emotions about my mother acting this way with my friends, as well as cheating on my dad, but I had always been proud of the way she looked, and had fantasized about her myself. I wanted to watch, and wondered what she would do if I stepped forward and confronted her.
When Chad came, Mom got Ray to lay on the carpet on his back, and she straddled him, sliding his cock up into her pussy. With her legs spread wide around Chad, the others crowded around her, their hard cocks out. She stroked two more, and then took Louie's dick into her mouth as he stood in front of her.
I moved forward and pulled out my dick. Some of the other guys looked at me quizzically, but said nothing. Louie came in Mom's mouth in a matter of seconds, getting cum all over Mom's lips and chin. Barry took his cock out of Mom's left hand and stuck it in her face. Seeing her left hand free, I moved in and placed my hard cock in it. Mom grabbed it, then looked over at me. She registered surprise on her face, and released my cock.
She smiled an embarrassed, intoxicated smile and said, "Hi, Joe."
I simply said, "Hi, Mom," and placed my cock back in her hand. She took a good hold and started to stroke it, and returned to blowing Barry. I watched my mom's long fingers, with her gold wedding band still on, slide over my cock. I reached over and started playing with Mom's big left tit. I lifted the heavy melon, massaged, squeezed, and jiggled it, and pinched her nipples. It felt every bit as good as I had imagined. Other guys' hands were all over her body, as she fucked, sucked and stroked us.
When Barry came in her mouth, I stood in front of Mom's face, thrusting my cock at her lips. She looked up at me, smiled, and then placed her lips over my cock. I could feel her tongue encircling my head like it was an ice cream cone, before she settled in to sucking in as much of the shaft as she could. She bobbed down on it, and sucked back firmly, making a slurping sound. It was the best feeling I'd had at that point in my life, and I let out an audible moan. I put my right hand on the back of Mom's head, and ran my fingers through her hair as she sucked me.
Ray finally came in Mom's pussy, and Mom stood up in order to let Ray up. She looked around at us and asked, "Who's next?"
A bunch of us, including me, stepped forward. Mom gave me an unsure look. Behind me I heard Jeff say, "Joe's next!"
"Yea, do Joe next!" echoed Tony and Chad.
Mom looked down at my saliva-covered hard-on standing straight out. She looked over at an empty part of the big table that held the booze bottles. She sat her butt on the edge of the table. She took my hand, led me between her legs, and laid back. I aimed my throbbing member at her wet slit, and slowly slid it in. Most of the other guys knew they were witnessing a son fuck his mom, and gave us space as I started thrusting into her. It was the greatest feeling in the world, feeling my virgin cock engulfed by Mom's warm, slippery pussy. Mom's big jugs were hanging just slightly to the sides, but mainly stood straight up on their own. They jiggled and bobbled all over as I thrust hard into her, and I pumped harder just to see them shake more.
The others crowded around us. Some made comments like, "Yea, Joe, fuck your mom hard!" It turned into a drunken chant of twenty guys saying, "Fuck your mom, fuck your mom! Motherfucker, motherfucker!"
I slapped hard and rapidly into her as her thighs jiggled around me. My friends were crowded around the table watching me fuck my clenched-jawed mom.



Mom started panting and moaning again, and I was getting ready to cum. Mom closed her eyes and scrunched her nose, moaning and squealing. She started grunting with a sound I'd never heard her make. I shot my jism into her as she writhed and jerked and grunted.
We both relaxed, and I slowly pulled out of Mom. The other boys cheered and patted me on the back. Soon most of them returned their attention to Mom, who had unsteadily stood up, but was already bent over the table and getting fucked from behind, and engulfed with hands and cocks.
The gangbang lasted maybe another two hours. Mom managed to get to everyone, but was exhausted when she finally finished. I helped her find her clothes, and we went home together.
We had a nice conversation about the night. She said that she had no intention of that happening when she went there. She was drinking with younger co-workers who were flirting with her and giving compliments on how good she looked tonight. She has been attracted to many of my friends, particularly Tony, she said, and when they started giving her attention that everything just happened.
She said, "Of course you won't tell Dad what I did."
I said, "If you don't tell him that I had sex with his wife." She said she enjoyed having sex with me, and would do it again if I wanted to. I said absolutely, and we slept naked together in Mom's bed that night.
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The events and characters in this story are fiction. All characters are eighteen or older.
My favorite teacher was my math teacher, Mrs. Gibson. She was in her late thirties, a wife and a mom, but man, was she sexy! She had long full blonde hair, a pretty face, was average in height, and had big tits. Like most of the teachers she dressed casual more than she dressed up, but whatever she wore, it was hard to hide her hot body. I wasn't much of a math student, and since I had math my last class of the day, I spent most of the period staring at Mrs. Gibson and having fantasies about her. She didn't wear skirts very often, but when she did, I would try to look up her skirt as she sat on her desk. Sometimes I was rewarded with a glimpse of her panties. I also liked watching her ass wiggle when she wrote on the board. But mostly I stared at her tits, especially if she wore something tight or something that I could see her bra through.
My class was a handful for her, but she kept control. There were fifteen of us in the class, nine boys and six girls, and I think that most of us guys were bad at math, and we had some aggressive guys that misbehaved pretty often. Early in the year Mrs. Gibson seemed like a bitch, but once the class got used to her discipline, she seemed to loosen up, even get friendly. Still, we were a rowdy bunch, and she seemed to accept some of the boys' minor misbehaving.
With a bunch of horny guys in a class that had a big-titted teacher standing in front, there was often a sexually charged atmosphere. Some of the boys' remarks were of a suggestive nature, but Mrs. Gibson tolerated the comments, even firing back with little innuendos of her own, especially before the bell when many of the girls hadn't arrived yet. During class, some of Mrs. Gibson's leg crossing and other posturing seemed be an attempt to get our attention, but I thought maybe that was my overactive imagination.
The problem remained that most of us boys weren't very good students, and it seemed to frustrate Mrs. Gibson. One day near the end of the first semester, she dismissed the girls and asked all of the boys to stay late. She gave us a speech on how many of us were in danger of failing the semester. She intimated that it reflected poorly on her, and she badly needed us to improve the final weeks of the semester.
"What can I do to motivate you to work hard these last few weeks?"
From the back of the room, I heard Steve mumble, "Show us your titties."
He said it a little too loud, and we all heard it, and there was suppressed laughter. Mrs. Gibson also heard it. At first she had a deadpan look on her face like she was mad, then a little smile appeared. "If I did would you study harder?"
Jim said, "Even I'd study for that!" and we all laughed.
Mrs. Gibson sat on her desk thinking, hiking her skirt up high to expose most of her thighs. "OK, Jim," she finally said, "I'll give you that opportunity. In one week I'll give you boys an oral exam on Chapter Twelve, and for each answer that someone gets right, I'll take off an article of clothing. Kind of a Strip Math game."
"Yea, right," Jim said. Like you'd do that."
"Jim, I promise. I'll wear the same outfit that I'm wearing today. I'm wearing eight articles of clothing. I'll give each of you one problem, so if eight out of nine get the correct answer, all of my clothes will be off. But you all have to be very discreet about this. Tell no one, deal?"
"Deal," we all said, and she dismissed us. The nine of us regrouped by our lockers and discussed whether or not she was serious. We didn't totally believe her, but we decided as a group that we would actually study hard for the next week, to see what would happen. We checked with each other every day, even helping each other study, to make sure that everyone knew the chapter well.
The following week, as the class began, Mrs. Gibson gave each of the girls a pass to the library and gave them a worksheet, saying that she was going to review with the boys. After the girls filed out, Mrs. Gibson closed and locked the door. I noticed that the door's windows had been covered with paper. She was, indeed, wearing the same gray skirt and white sweater that she had worn the previous week.
"OK, ready? Brian, here's your question." She wrote a math problem on the board. "You have two minutes." Brian started writing on paper. In a minute he announced, "Seventeen."
Mrs. Gibson looked at him and said, "Seventeen is correct." Standing in front of the board, she leaned over and lifted her leg, took off her right shoe, held it up, and dropped it. We all exhaled and congratulated Brian and applauded, but Mrs. Gibson indicated to us to keep our voices down.
Mrs. Gibson pointed to Mark and wrote another problem on the board. Mark announced his answer, and Mrs. Gibson nodded and stepped out of her other shoe and kicked it away.
Ivan was next and got his answer right. Mrs. Gibson said, "Very good, Ivan," and with a smile on her face, hiked her skirt up almost to her crotch, and wiggled her slip down her legs and stepped out of it. Now it was getting interesting.
The next question went to Greg, and when he got the answer wrong, even Mrs. Gibson looked disappointed. Then I got the next one correct, after checking my computations three times. Again Mrs. Gibson hiked up her skirt, this time to her waist, exposing her panty hose over white panties. She tugged the hose down her butt, slid them off of her legs, and off of her feet.
Jim was next, and when he announced his answer, Mrs. Gibson gave us a big dirty grin, crossed her hands at her waist, pulled her sweater out of her skirt, and lifted it. Her bra came into view. She pulled the sweater over her head, and dropped it on her desk. We all went bug-eyed staring at her white bra with lace along the top of the cups. Her tits were hanging out at the top and sides. She stood erect with her hands on her hips, with a big smile on her face. I'm sure all nine of us were sporting huge painful erections.
Colin was next, and as we waited for his answer, Mrs. Gibson sat on her desk, leaning forward, with her hands gripping the desk, affording us a nice view of her cleavage down the front of her bra. She couldn't hide the smile on her face, seemingly enjoying our eyes riveted to her chest. Colin announced his answer, and he, too, was correct. "Wow," said Mrs. Gibson, "You guys really did study!" She stood up, unbuttoned the button on the side of her skirt, pulled the zipper down, and pulled down her skirt. Her white panties came into view, and as she leaned over my eyes went back and forth from her panties to her cleavage. Her panties were cotton, fairly tiny and high cut. They were stretched tight over her pussy mound, and the waistband dipped down a little in the front. At Steve's request, she turned around and showed us her panties clinging to her butt cheeks, shaking them at us.
Kevin took the next question, and she gave him extra time because it was a more complex equation. As we waited, Mrs. Gibson slowly walked up and down the aisle in her bra and panties. We all craned our necks to watch her. I watched her butt cheeks jiggle in her tight panties. As she walked by me, I stared at the crotch of her panties, and I could see the shadow of her pubic hair through it. I glanced up, and she was smiling at me as I stared at her crotch close- up.
Kevin inhaled and announced his answer. Mrs. Gibson stood in front of the class, smiling, reached behind her, arching her back, and unhooked her bra. She teased us by pulling the straps down slowly, her forearm holding up her bra. She lowered her arm, and dropped her bra. Her big white jugs fell out. I stared at them, looking at her pink areola and erect nipples. Smiling wide and looking around the room, she threw her shoulders back, and shook her tits at us. They bobbled and jiggled and rolled, and I was afraid that if I would move too much, I would cum just from the slightest friction in my jeans.
One more student, one more article of clothing. Seeing Mrs. Gibson's tits was already the most erotic moment of my life, but I would sure love to see her bare ass and pussy. Steve, our worst student, took the question. It sure was fun watching Mrs. Gibson writing on the board topless, her tits bobbling all over. While we waited Mrs. Gibson stood in front of me, smiled at me and leaned forward, shook her hanging tits, giggling. I noticed a moist area on her panties over her pussy that wasn't there before. Steve announced his answer, and Mrs. Gibson threw both fists in the air, said, "Woo hoo!" and shook her tits. She turned her back to us, grabbed the elastic on the sides of her panties, and pulled them down. Her white round ass came into view, and as she bent over, I could see her pussy hair between her legs. She turned around, and I stared at her hairy triangle of pussy fur, a mixture of blonde and light brown hairs.
Mrs. Gibson leaned back against her desk, completely naked, smiling wide, her legs slightly spread, her pink pussy glistening amidst the fur patch. "I'm so proud of all of you! You really worked hard. And I love all this attention. " She paused and asked, "Do any of you want to feel me?" There was a moment of silence as we wondered if she meant it. "It's OK, c'mon up if you'd like!"
Steve and Jim were the first ones on their feet, but I was right behind them. Steve reached out and grabbed her right tit and started fondling it. Jim took her left tit. I stood between them, watching them jiggle her tits as she smiled at them, with her chest rising and falling from heaving breathing. When Jim moved his hand down to her pussy and rubbed it, I took her left breast and carefully squeezed. "You don't have to be too gentle, you won't hurt me," she said, and Steve and I groped her tits more quickly and forcefully. I lifted the heavy melon, jiggled it, squeezed it, and tugged at her hard nipple. The rest of the boys gathered around and touched what they could, the sides of her tits, her ass, her thighs, her waist. She alternately turned to her left and right to make out with Brian and Ivan.
Mrs. Gibson reached out and grabbed mine and Steve's crotches and rubbed our hard dicks through our pants. She unsnapped my jeans and unzipped them, and pulled my jeans down. I helped her pry my stiff dick out of my underwear. She gave an approving moan and grabbed it. Steve pulled his own cock out of his pants, and Mrs. Gibson grabbed it with her other hand. She stroked both of our dicks, slowly at first, but then quickly, alternating the strokes like she was milking two cow's udders. Mrs. Gibson was breathing very heavy and audibly, her eyes half-closed, her mouth open slightly, but still with a smile. Jim had worked three fingers into her wet pussy, and they made noises as they went in and out rapidly. Her legs were spread wide, and I was standing between her legs with my dick head less then a foot from her pussy and Jim's hand.
"Oh, Jason," she moaned to me. "Put it in." I released her tit and moved forward. Mrs. Gibson sat with her butt on the edge of the desk. Jim moved his hand back up to her tit, leaving nothing between my cock and her pussy. Mrs. Gibson grabbed my cock firmly and pulled it to her twat. I moved up and my dick made contact with her pubic hair. She spread her legs wide, thrust her hips out, and guided my dick to her slit. The head slipped in, I thrust forward, and I slid completely inside of the warmest, most lubricated thing that I had ever felt. Mrs. Gibson grabbed my two ass cheeks and pulled me towards her has I pumped in and out of her. Then she grabbed Steve and Jim's dicks and stroked them while I fucked her. Kevin and Greg leaned over and licked and sucked her tits, and the other guys kissed her and felt her.
Steve asked, "Do you give blow jobs?" Mrs. Gibson said, "Oh, yes." Steve climbed on the desk and knelt to Mrs. Gibson's side, and thrust his member at her face. She turned her head, opened her mouth wide, and started sucking on it. Kevin whipped his unit out, and she stroked Kevin and Jim as she fucked me and sucked Steve, with the others feeling her tits. I pumped faster, and felt like I was ready to cum. Mrs. Gibson started squirming, clamped her thighs around me, and as I unloaded my sperm into her, she bucked her hips. I pulled out slowly. She stopped sucking Steve long enough to say, "Jason, you made me cum!"
Jim moved between her legs and took my place inside her. Steve shot his load in her mouth. Some of his jism dribbled out of her mouth, and she licked his dick clean.
I watched the action continue for a few minutes as several guys shot their loads in her pussy and mouth. Brian couldn't wait. He shot his load in her hand. She lied back down on the desk with her legs dangling. As Mark fucked her, Ivan climbed on her chest and laid his cock between her tits. She pressed her tits around his dick, and he fucked her tits, creaming all over her chest and neck.
By the time we all came once, it was well past the last bell, and some guys missed their bus, but nobody was complaining. Mrs. Gibson said that if we continued to study and do well, that she would continue to reward us, and she kept her promise for the rest of the year. Our parents and classmates marveled at our improved study habits.
The end.
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PART ONE
I heard the phone ring, and Linda, my wife, must have grabbed it upstairs. A few minutes later she came down with a startled look on her face. "That was the police," she said. "They want me to go to the station."
"What?" I asked. "Why? What's wrong?"
Linda stared out blankly. "They said that when I had my tooth pulled last week that the oral surgeon molested me while I was asleep."
I was shocked and momentarily speechless. "Why do they think that? Do you remember anything?"
"I don't remember anything. They say that they have a video tape of it."
Linda asked me to go with her to the police station, and I did. We asked for the officer that called her, and he took us to his desk in a large room full of plainclothes and uniformed officers. We sat down, and he and another plain clothes officer asked my wife questions, confirming that she visited the oral surgeon last week, and what she remembered. We asked him what had happened. He told us the story, loud enough for several nearby officers to hear. "After the oral surgeon removed your tooth, his assistant left the room, and he was alone with you. He allegedly pulled up some of your clothing and fondled you. He apparently videotaped the incident for his own pleasure. Later in the day, his assistant found the camcorder and tape and contacted us."
Linda and I sat in silent shock. I glanced around, and several other officers were looking over at Linda. "Mrs. Cooke, we need you to view the video tape to confirm that it's you on the tape." The officers took us to an office with windows facing the larger room. There was a TV hooked up to a VCR in the corner facing the door. We sat down, and the officer started the VCR.
The first thing on the tape was a close-up of Dr. Jenkins turning on the camera. As the middle aged, bald doctor backed away, there was a reclining dentist's chair centered, with a brunette woman who appeared to be Linda lying motionless in it. Since I had driven her to her appointment, I recognized the light blue top and black jogging pants that she was wearing. Dr. Jenkins walked over and stood on the opposite side of the chair. He looked at Linda, who had a mask over her mouth. He put his hand on her stomach, and when she didn't move, he placed his hand on her nearest breast. He squeezed her breast over her top and bra. Then he grabbed the edge of her top at her waist, and pulled it up past her bra. He grabbed the bottoms of both of her bra cups and lifted them, exposing her breasts, and resting the bra on her chest.
Linda is 39 years old, tall at 5'9", with brown hair, a curvy figure, long legs, and very large breasts, a 40C bra. Her big round white breasts were sitting high on her chest, with just the slightest sag to the sides. Her wide, very dark areolas contrasted the pale breasts. One officer paused the tape with Linda's exposed breasts on view. "Mrs. Cooke, is that you?"
Linda, still looking at the screen, cleared her throat and quietly said, "Yes." I looked at Linda watching herself on the TV. The two officers were also looking at the screen, then back to Linda. Several other officers passed by the windows, saw what was on the screen, and stepped through the open door. I felt intense anger at the oral surgeon for molesting my wife while I waited in the next room, as well as embarrassment for my wife, not only knowing that this happened to her, but that she had to go through the humiliation of watching it with these men. But I also felt a tingling in my groin and my penis stiffening in my slacks.
The officer started the tape again. Dr. Jenkins grabbed Linda's exposed breast and fondled it. He leaned over and licked and sucked on her breast and nipple. I thought that was going to be it, but then he untied her jogging pants, and pulled down her pants and white panties, exposing her thick bushy triangle of brown pubic hair. His fingers combed her bush as he rubbed her mound. He inserted a finger in her pussy and briefly finger fucked her while feeling her breast.
I looked up to see that several more men had entered the room to watch the tape, and more were watching through the window. I looked at my wife, silent and blinking. I noticed that her nipples were clearly popping through her shirt. I thought about asking the officers if they brought popcorn. One officer in back must not have noticed Linda in the crowded room and said, "Look at those tits! It's hard to blame the guy."
On the tape, Dr. Jenkins pulled Linda's bra back over her breasts and pulled her shirt down. Then he pulled her pants back up, and walked over and turned off the tape.
As I drove Linda home, she asked me not to tell anyone about this, not even our families. When we got home, we went upstairs to continue to talk. As I lied on the bed, Linda got undressed and changed clothes, including her panties. For some reason I picked up Linda's dirty panties off of the floor. The crotch was soaking wet. That night, despite still being visibly upset, she insisted on having sex, and she was wet and passionate.
PART TWO
Two days later, we read that Dr. Jenkins was arrested for molesting a patient. The story told about the videotape, but Linda's name was withheld. We didn't hear much about it for several months until Linda received a summons to appear in court for Dr. Jenkin's trial.
On the opening day of the trial, I accompanied Linda to court. Linda wore a navy wool pinstripe skirt and blazer over a white blouse. We sat in the first row behind the prosecutors. Before the trial began, the prosecutor introduced himself. He looked like a kid, young and reserved. I asked him if Linda would have to testify, and he said that he didn't plan to call her.
"I have to tell you something," the young prosecutor said. "I was assigned to this case at the last minute. I think that the original prosecutor backed out because he knows this judge and the defense attorney. The judge is very old, past retirement age. His views on sex cases are very old fashioned, even sexist. His decisions can be biased toward the defendant. Plus, Dr. Jenkins hired a very high- powered defense attorney. His outrageous courtroom theatrics are legendary. He has been investigated for bribing witnesses and judges, but nothing has ever been proved."
With that the thin, elderly judge entered the courtroom, and the trial started. In the morning, the prosecutor entered the videotape into evidence. A fat bailiff wheeled in a large TV monitor, and the prosecutor took the remote control and started the tape. Again, Linda had to endure the humiliation of seeing herself naked and molested on screen while others watched. The jury of ten men and two women watched, as did the judge, the prosecutor, the bailiff, and a good thirty other people in the courtroom. As I held Linda's hand, I again found myself getting hard watching the video, and the prosecutor repeatedly paused it and rewound it.
After lunch, the defense presented their case. The defense attorney, a nattily dressed, tanned man with a full head of silver hair, said, "Your Honor, the defense calls Linda Cooke to the stand." Linda looked up with a shocked expression. She looked at the prosecutor, who just shrugged. With everyone looking at her, Linda slowly stood up and approached the bench. The bailiff motioned her to the witness stand, and she stood in front of the chair behind the thin railing as the bailiff swore her in. The defense attorney began asking her questions about when she last had her hair done, and the clothes she wore on the day that she had oral surgery. The prosecutor objected, asking what these had to do with the case.
"Your honor," the defense attorney replied, "the defense intends to prove that the woman on the videotape is not Linda Cooke, but a similar looking woman who consented to have relations with Dr. Jenkins after hours." He picked up the remote control and started the tape again, pausing it where Linda was exposed on the table. "We believe that if Mrs. Cooke were to disrobe here in the court, we would quickly see that she does not look like the woman on the video."
Linda looked up with wide eyes and an open mouth. The prosecutor objected to the suggestion as absurd. The defense attorney handed the judge a brief, explaining that it was a precedent, of a 1920's case where a prostitute exposed her breasts in a courtroom to prove that she wasn't the woman in a pornographic picture.
"I will allow the motion," the smiling judge announced. "The witness will disrobe." As the courtroom buzzed, the prosecutor objected vehemently. Linda said "What?" and looked at me. The judge banged his gavel until the room was silent. He told the prosecutor that he was close to being held in contempt. Then he turned to Linda and said, "Remove your clothes."
Linda, in a shaking voice, said, "No!"
"Lady," the judge said, "Do not argue with me in my court, or I'll see that you spend a long time in jail for contempt! Now take off your clothes!"
Linda, visibly shaking, stood up. I stood up and yelled, "Stop! This is ridiculous!"
The short-tempered judge said, "Bailiff, handcuff that man and gag him!" The big fat bailiff walked over and slapped handcuffs on me behind my back. Then he took out a handkerchief and tied it over my mouth.
Linda, visibly shaking, unbuttoned her blazer, and removed it, displaying her large breasts in her white blouse. She looked at the judge, and started unbuttoning her blouse. She pulled the blouse out of her skirt and opened it, revealing her white bra. She dropped her blouse and stood in her bra, looking around the courtroom. With another glance at the judge, she reached back and unhooked her bra, pulled the straps down, and slowly pulled it off. Her big heavy breasts hung loose, as Linda stood in the witness stand with her head down, topless. You could hear a pin drop in the courtroom, as all eyes were riveted on my wife's breasts. Of course her distinctive large dark areolas looked like the ones still paused on the screen, although her equally distinctive long nipples now capped them. But the judge was merciless.
"Continue," he said. Linda looked at him like a scolded puppy, then unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. As she bent over, her big boobs hung down and shook. She pulled her white slip off, and stood in her white panties and hose. She stepped out of her shoes as her breasts jiggled, then she hooked the sides of her panty hose, and wiggled them off. Her white cotton panties were tight over her crotch. I could see that there was a large wet spot on them. Linda tugged down her panties, and stepped out of them, exposing her hairy triangle. I was enraged and humiliated, but I was also rock hard looking at my wife nude and humiliated in front of dozens of strangers.
But the judge still wasn't done. "Step off of the stand and walk past the jury and the tables. Let them get a close look." Linda stepped down from the stand, and walked slowly past the riveted eyes of the jury, with her head down. Then she walked past the prosecutor's table and on over to the defendant's table. She was trying to move as little as possible, but as she walked her breasts still jiggled, and her ass cheeks rose and fell and quivered. As she walked by the defendant, both he and his attorney had insolent smirks on their face.
The courtroom was starting to buzz again and get out of control. The defending attorney then said, "Your honor, maybe if she laid on her back on your bench..."
That's when the prosecutor lost control and started yelling and swearing at the defense attorney. The judge banged his gavel several times, and as things got out of control, he yelled, "I'm declaring a mistrial. Court dismissed, jury, you are excused, bailiff, clear the court." The jury and the gallery and the stenographers were quickly led out of the courtroom, and the prosecutor stalked out in disgust. This left the judge, the bailiff, my naked wife, Dr. Jenkins and his attorney, and myself, still handcuffed and gagged, in the courtroom. Jenkins and his attorney laughed and shook hands, and then shook hands with the smiling judge.
PART THREE
Linda skulked back to the witness stand to retrieve her clothes, but the judge said, "Just a minute, honey, I'm still going to charge you and your husband with contempt."
"No, please," whimpered Linda.
"Maybe we can settle out of court, so to speak. Come around over here. Approach the bench." Linda walked back behind the witness stand, up on the riser behind the judge's bench. "Those are the nicest tits I've seen in a long time, let me feel 'em." He reached up and took hold of both of my wife's breasts and rapidly jiggled and tugged at them. Dr. Jenkins and his attorney watched and laughed. I started to stand up, but the big fat bailiff pushed me back down.
"Girlie, you've had me hard all day. Take care of me here, and I won't throw you and your husband's asses in jail." He lifted his robe, undid his pants, and whipped out his hard dick. "Kneel down here." Linda knelt in front of the judge's chair. He grabbed her breasts, and wrapped them around his hard dick. Linda was forced to arch her back and hold her heavy tits up and press them around the judge's cock. He thrust up as she moved her chest up and down.
Then, at his command, she wrapped her lips around his dick and sucked him. The judge threw his robe over her head, and said, "I've always wanted to conduct court like this," and the other three men laughed. Jenkins and the attorney walked around behind the bench and stared at my wife's ass sticking in the air. They groped her ass cheeks, and reached between her legs and rubbed and fingered her pussy. Linda whimpered a weak protest as she sucked cock.
"Hey, Your Honor," the attorney said, "She's real wet! She must be loving this!"
"Let's see," the judge replied. He pulled his chair back and made Linda sit her bare butt on the edge of his wooden bench, and rolled his chair between her thighs and buried his face into her muff. Linda whimpered and wrapped her hands around his head. Jenkins and the attorney stood on either side of her and played roughly with her tits. Linda moaned in a rhythm and thrust her hips in the judge's face. The judge picked up his wooden gavel and inserted the handle into Linda's pussy as Linda squealed.
The judge removed his gavel, and Linda cried, "No, don't stop!" The men laughed, and the judge said, "Don't worry, sweetie, I'm going to give you something bigger." He stood between her legs and slid his cock into her pussy, and pumped her. Linda lied back on the table and the other two men continued their tit groping. Linda was whimpering and squealing. She started thrashing around uncontrollably. The judge hung on as the others commented on her intense orgasm. Then he grunted several times and came in my wife.
As the judge pulled out, Dr. Jenkins climbed on the bench, sat on my wife's chest, and slid his dick between her tits. He pressed them together, surrounding his cock, and he fucked her tits rapidly. As he did this, the attorney replaced the judge between her legs, and fucked her standing up, as Linda whimpered. Jenkins shot his load on her tits, chest, and neck. After he climbed, off, the attorney stopped his humping, and told her to get up. Linda objected, pleading, "No, don't stop." But the attorney sat on the edge of the bench, made her lean over, and suck his dick. She stood in front of him, bending over, her ass in the air, her tits hanging down.
The bailiff approached Linda from behind, whipped out his dick, and slid it between her legs. He thrust his fat belly into her hard. The judge and Dr. Jenkins stood on either side of Linda and milked her free-swinging tits. Linda sucked the cock that was just in her pussy, got screwed from behind by the bailiff, and felt by the other two. I could hear Linda moaning as she came up for air, The attorney came, choking my wife with his first squirt, which dribbled down her chin, and the second blast shooting all over her face.
Now Linda's mouth was free, and she squealed, panted and moaned constantly. "Oh, Oh, fuck! Oh god, I'm going to cum! Oohhh!" She let out a string of unfeminine grunts, screamed and thrashed, then quieted down. The bailiff must have cum too. He pulled out, and Linda fell into the judge's chair behind her.
The four men laughed and slapped each other on the back. "Did everyone cum?" Dr Jenkins asked. "She obviously did."
"He didn't cum," said the attorney, pointing at me. "Let's see how she does it at home." The bailiff and the attorney picked up Linda by the arms and led her over to where I was sitting handcuffed. The bailiff roughly undid my belt and my pants, and pulled them down until my stiff cock sprang free. They all laughed and joked about my hardness, how I obviously enjoyed watching them fuck my wife.
Linda was made to sit on my lap facing me, her legs straddling me. She worked her pussy over my dick, and started fucking me, wrapping her arms around me. She started panting and whimpering immediately. "I'm sorry, honey," she panted, "they got me so hot and I kept cumming and cumming."
"It's OK," I replied. I've fucked my wife hundreds of times, but this was certainly the most intense. I leaned over and grabbed one of her cum-covered tits with my mouth and sucked on it. She moaned and cried out, and bucked her hips faster, as the others watched.
"I'm gonna cum soon," she warned, and started to thrash and gyrate. "I'm cummng" she yelled. I let loose with a huge load into my wife's used pussy. We rested naked together as the bailiff took off the handcuffs, and the others straightened their papers and departed.
The End
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Phillip watched Donna through his living room window, as she talked to his mom and dad in the fading light. After his parents got in the car with his sister and drove away, he continued watching Donna in her yard, smoking a cigarette. The pretty brunette neighbor must have just arrived home from work, looking dressed up in her black skirt and white blouse. Philip was told that Donna was over fifty, but it was hard to believe. She was so slender and trim. Just look at those legs! And she has grandchildren! Everything about her, her walk, her movements, her hairstyle, exuded sex appeal. Alone in his house in the dark, peeking through the window, Phillip started rubbing his teen-aged dick through his slacks. When Donna entered her house, he kept watching. He had never come close to seeing Donna naked through the window, but he kept trying. He had seen her in a short nightgown a couple of times, and once in a bathing suit, but that was about it.
Phillip watched Donna in her kitchen, pouring herself a drink from a liquor bottle. She seemed to absent-mindedly stare out the window, but when she looked over towards Phillip's window, he ducked back. He watched for another five minutes, but Donna wasn't in a hurry to change, so he left the window. Not three minutes later, the phone rang.
"Hello?"
"Hello, is this Phillip?"
"Yes."
"Hi, this is Donna, from next door." Phillip's heartbeat picked up. He had only talked to Donna a few times in the presence of his parents and her husband. He had never talked to her on the phone."
"Hi."
"Is your mother there?"
"Uh, no."
"Will she be back soon?"
"No. They won't be back until after eleven." Phillip thought it strange that Donna would see his mom drive away, then immediately call looking for her.
"Oh. So you're all alone tonight?"
"Yea."
"So am I. My husband won't be back until real late. So how are you Phillip, I never get to talk to you." Donna's voice was low and a little sultry.
"I'm fine."
"Got any plans tonight?"
"No. Just watching TV." And watching you, he thought.
"Me neither. I stopped off for a drink after work, and just got home. You don't have a date tonight?"
"No."
"Do you have a girlfriend?"
"No."
"You're a good-looking young man, I was watching you out in your yard the other day."
Phillip's cock jumped. He couldn't believe a woman approximately three times his age was checking him out. "Thank you." He didn't know what else to say.
"You're pretty quiet, aren't you?"
"I guess."
"I'll bet you'd get lots of girls if you tried. Sometimes if you just ask a girl a direct question, you'll get what you want."
Phillip sat in the dark with a hard-on, but could only shyly grunt an affirmative to the married neighbor that he had jacked off so many times while thinking about.
"Have you ever watched me through your window?"
"Uh, I've seen you outside."
"It's OK to tell me. I won't tell anyone. I thought maybe I saw you in the window once or twice. Don't you look at me?"
"Well, yea, a couple of times."
"Well, I'm flattered that an attractive young man like yourself would show me any interest at all. Do you think I'm attractive?"
"Oh, sure, yea." Phillip restrained himself from divulging how hot he really thought she was.
"Well, thank you. I'm looking at your house, and I don't see you. What room are you in?"
"I'm in the living room,"
"I'm upstairs. Why don't you come upstairs? Are you on a cordless phone?"
"Yea. I'll go upstairs." Phillip sprinted up the stairs two at a time. Looking out the upstairs window, he could see Donna clearly in her upstairs bedroom, with the lights on, standing in the middle of the room. She had her cordless phone to her ear, and a drink in her hand, still in her blouse and skirt.
"Turn on the light." Donna requested. Phillip turned on the light and stood in the middle of the room. He and Donna were watching each other through their windows, each with a phone up to their ear. Donna waved at Phillip and said, "Hi" in the phone. Phillip waved back. "You're getting big. How tall are you now, Phillip?"
"I'm about five-foot-six."
"That's pretty tall for your age. That's how tall I am." From fifteen yards away, Phillip watched the slender, mature woman watching him. "I really need to get out of these work clothes. You know, from here, you're the only person that can see me. Would it bother you if I changed?"
"Uh, no." Phillip tried to keep his voice at an even tone. She couldn't have meant it the way it sounded. He watched Donna put her drink down, but she kept the phone held to her ear with her shoulder.
"I have to get these shoes off." The window only revealed her from her knees up, but he watched her lean over, lift her knee, and remove her right shoe. She did the same with her right shoe. Philip didn't know what to say. He stood watching silently.
"I had a busy day at work." Donna continued making small talk, but as she did, she reached up and unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. Her conversation only half- registered as he watched her slowly unbutton all of the buttons down her blouse. He could see just part of her white bra inside of her blouse. He heard her breathing as she pulled the blouse out of her waistband. She unbuttoned the cuffs, then held the phone in one hand while pulling off her blouse with the other, letting it fall onto the floor.
Philip silently gawked at the slender woman in her smallish white bra. He could make out the lace along the top of the cups. She looked so sexy! She looked over at him, and he could tell she was smiling. She reached behind her and appeared to be unzipping the back of her skirt. She put both hands into its waistband, and slowly lowered the skirt. Donna's white panties, covered by her beige pantyhose, came into view. She let the skirt fall to the floor, and stood in her bra, panties, and pantyhose.
"Like the show so far?" Donna queried.
"Oh, yea!" Phillip moaned.
Donna emitted a smoky chuckle. "We're not done yet." She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panty hose, and tugged them down, one side at a time, careful not to drop the phone. When they were down to her knees, she quickly put the phone down on the bed and pulled them all the way off. As she bent over, Phillip could see a bit of cleavage hanging out of her bra. Donna quickly picked up the phone with her left hand, and held her right hand up like a model would, posing for Philip. "Do I look alright for an old lady?"
"Awesome," Phillip replied in typical understated fashion. His cock was straining his pants as he gawked at Donna in white bra and panties. Her panties were fairly conservative cotton, but they were tight over her crotch, and dipped down a bit in front. Donna's stomach was not as flat a Phillip would like, with a tiny handle of flesh around her hips, but overall she looked better than some teen-aged girls he knew, and her thighs looked good.
"Should I keep going?"
"Yea,"
"Mmmm," Donna cooed. She put the phone down again as she reached back and unhooked her bra. She picked the phone up again. "Still there?"
"Oh, yea." Phillip stared at Donna while she shrugged her shoulders, letting her bra straps fall. She pulled it off with one hand and dropped it on the bed. Donna's naked tits were smallish white cones, sloping down just a little, but her nipples still pointed nearly straight out. Her dark brown areolas were a little larger than Phillip had anticipated, capped with erect nipples sticking out quite far.
"Very nice," Phillip complimented.
"Thank you," Donna replied, giggling. She put the phone down again, grabbed the elastic of her panty waistband, and pulled them down in a slow, sexy manor, while looking at Phillip. Her tits hung down and swayed as she bent over and pulled her panties off. Phillip stared at Donna's thick triangle of brown pubic hair that covered her pussy. Donna picked up the phone again. "What do you think of me, Phillip?"
"You look terrific! Really!"
"Oh, thank you, Phillip. You know what I'd like you to do, now?"
"What?"
"Would you like to come over?"
Phillip didn't have to think long about it. "Sure."
"OK," said Donna, still standing naked for Phillip. Why don't you quietly sneak over and come in the back door, it should be unlocked. Come on up, I'll be waiting."
"OK, I'm on my way."
"Great. Bye," whispered Donna, and hung up the phone.
Phillip quickly ran to the bathroom and swished some mouthwash, checked himself out in the mirror, then ran down the stairs. He quietly snuck out the door, and tiptoed through the back yards over to Donna's back door. He tried the knob, and it was unlocked. He snuck in, and waited for his eyes to adjust to the dark. He saw a dim light coming from up the stairs, and stood at the bottom of the stairs. He saw the silhouette of Donna standing at the top. "Come on up, Phillip," she quietly requested.
Phillip slowly ascended the stairs. Donna had retreated into the bedroom, and Phillip followed her. Donna had closed the shades, and turned off the overhead light. The room was dimly lit by only a nightlight.
"Hi," whispered Donna, standing a foot away from Phillip.
"Hi, answered Phillip, his eyes running up and down Donna's naked body in the dim light. She still looked good. Donna moved forward and put her hands on Phillip's shoulders. Phillip put his hands on Donna's bare waist, and the two embraced. Up close Phillip could see horizontal creases in her forehead, and lines around her eyes, but she still looked pretty to Phillip.
Phillip could taste the liquor on Donna's breath as they kissed. She opened her mouth and slid her tongue out, and Phillip entwined his tongue around hers. Donna pulled Phillip so close to her that he could feel his erect cock press into her groin. Donna slid her hands up and down his back and shoulders, and Phillip mimicked her moves, feeling her naked back and shoulders. When Donna's hands gently lowered over Phillip's butt, Phillip put his hands over Donna's bare ass, and gently squeezed. Donna was breathing slowly and loudly. Her hair smelled like cigarettes and perfume.
Phillip moved his right hand up her waist, then to her chest, and massaged her naked breast. He gently squeezed it, and rolled her hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Donna moaned as the teen kissed her and played with both of her breasts. She rubbed her crotch against his protruding erection.
Donna released her grasp of Phillip. Smiling, she reached down and grabbed the hem of his t-shirt, and pulled it up. Phillip helped her pull it over his head and drop it. Donna reached down and unsnapped and unzipped his pants. She tugged his pants and boxers together, until they fell to the ground. She stood up again, wrapped her right hand gently around Phillip's hard, perpendicular cock, and slowly stroked it. Phillip reached down, and slowly rubbed Donna's pussy mound over her forest of pubic hair.
Donna slowly dropped to her knees, and gently put her mouth over Phillip's dick head. Phillip looked down to see Donna's mouth stretched wide over his cock. She slowly took his shaft into her mouth and sucked his engorged member. Donna put her left hand on Phillip's bare butt, and gently massaged his balls with her right hand. Phillip put his hands on her head and emitted a low moan.
Donna sucked faster and faster. With almost no warning, Phillip felt himself cumming. He blurted a quick "I'm cumming," to Donna, and then squirted a full load of jism into her mouth. The experienced woman downed the liquid, and slurped it all off his cock before releasing him from her mouth.
A smiling Donna led Phillip over to the bed, pulled the sheets down, and they laid down next to each other. "I'll bet a virile young stud like you can be ready again in no time." They continued to massage each other's bodies. Donna stroked his sticky cock back to life, and Phillip massaged her smooth thighs before he again found her hairy pussy mound. He combed his fingers through it until his middle finger found her slippery slit. He slid the digit in, as Donna spread her legs wider for him. Having no experience at pleasing a woman, Phillip's finger meandered around in circles for a while, then he slid it in and out as deep as he could go. He kissed down her neck and his lips found her nearest breast. He sucked on the hard nipple, flicking it with his tongue.
"Are you ready, Phillip?" Phillip presumed correctly that she meant the BIG ready.
"Yea." He watched Donna lay flat on her back, and spread her legs wide. He knelt between her legs, briefly admiring the naked woman's open thighs, glistening pink pussy lips, erect nipples, and smiling face. Phillip awkwardly tried to get into the right position, but revealed his inexperience.
"Don't worry, we'll get it. Move up a little." Phillip crawled forward. Donna grabbed his cock, and aimed it at her pussy. He thrust forward, and inserted his cock head inside the slit. With a few more adjustments, he lowered his torso onto Donna's and thrust his cock completely inside Donna.
This was the act that Phillip had heard about most of his life, and he was not disappointed in how it felt. Feeling his hard cock slide in and out of a woman's warm, well- lubricated canal was everything he had hoped for.
Phillip laid on Donna, and could hear her breathing as he humped her. He felt her thighs around him as his cock slid in and out of her pussy.
Soon Phillip could hear Donna's low moans turn into panting, and occasional whimpers. He pumped into her faster, and could feel her gyrating her torso beneath him.
Donna emitted some low grunts and dug her fingers into Phillips back. Her gyrations became more pronounced, until she was wildly shaking under the lightweight teen.
"Ooh, OhhhHH!" For a brief second Phillip thought he might be hurting her, but he kept on humping rapidly while Donna thrust up to meet him. She clamped her thighs tightly around him, and threw him from side to side. With one long wail, Donna completed her orgasm, and relaxed.
Now Phillip was close to cumming, and he continued pounding rapidly as the bed squeaked. He shot a load of jism into the grandmother's pussy, and laid silently on top of her.
The two laid in bed next to each other, relaxing and kissing a little. Phillip felt like the most virile man in the world.
The smiling Donna sat up, sipped her drink, and lit up a cigarette. "That was wonderful. Did you enjoy it?"
"Oh yea, it was fantastic," exclaimed Phillip.
"If we're discreet, I hope we can do this again sometime," said Donna.
"That would be great."
With that Phillip got dressed, kissed Donna goodbye, snuck home, and showered before his family and Donna's husband returned.
The End.
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1. BLACKMAIL
Linda's husband Glenn spilled his guts to her on the plane ride. About the financial scandal at work, the missing checks, about the possibility of his becoming the fall guy. Linda trusted her husband. She knew he was completely honest. Somebody else inside the company must have taken the checks. But according to Glenn, only his boss, Ron, could protect him now. It would be completely up to Ron if he wanted to cover for Glenn, or let him take the rap, possibly even charge him with embezzlement.
Linda felt that Ron had always treated Glenn well. He was a large, barrel-chested man, outgoing, a few years older than Linda and Glenn. It was Ron's suggestion that Linda come along to this convention. Virtually all of the employees in Glenn's regional office were going to be spending the weekend at the hotel, but Linda was the only wife attending, and at the company's expense.
Linda had been looking forward to the weekend at the hotel, but the thirty-six-year-old mother and wife now felt some discomfort about being around Ron and the other managers. She always felt that she needed to be on good behavior around them at company outings, but under the circumstances she wondered if she would be able to relax much.
Ron had already checked into his hotel room, and was changing into his bathing suit, when he heard Linda and Glenn entering their room next door. Their close proximity was no coincidence. Ron went to great effort to get Glenn to bring his hot wife along, and Ron secretly arranged for them to stay in the next room.
Ron had met Linda the day that Glenn came into town and interviewed for the job two years ago. Glenn was one of several finalists for the position, but it was his beautiful, statuesque brunette wife that made Ron hire Glenn. Ron expected that choice to pay dividends this weekend. Ron didn't deliberately set up Glenn to possibly take the blame for the checks that Ron himself had cashed, but when Glenn diligently discovered the missing checks, Glenn actually became the most obvious culprit. That was when Ron decided to take advantage of the situation to realize some of the many fantasies he had of the Glenn's big-titted, leggy wife. Linda was nice and friendly. But where "prude" may be too strong a term, she was a conservative-dressing churchgoer. Still, Ron was betting that she would surrender her dignity in order to protect her husband and their way of life.
Ron knocked on their door, and impulsively looked beyond Glenn and stared at Linda lying on her bed. Even in a plain tee shirt she couldn't hide those big tits. Her long legs stretched the length of the bed. He wanted to push Glenn aside and go jump on her. Instead, Ron told Glenn that most of the other office employees had checked in and were heading down to the pool. There was no convention activity scheduled until tonight's awards dinner. Glenn and Linda agreed to join them at the pool.
Ron was already in the hotel Jacuzzi, talking with several of his other employees, when Glenn and Linda entered the pool area. Immediately, the Jacuzzi conversation turned to Linda, and what type of bathing suit she would be wearing under her shorts and tee shirt. James and Larry, two of Ron's employees at Glenn's level, eyed the tall shapely brunette. James said that he hoped that she was wearing a bikini. But Larry agreed with Ron that it would be more in keeping with her conservative personality if she were wearing a conservative one-piece bathing suit.
They all watched Linda as she pulled her tee shirt over her head to reveal a blue one-piece bathing suit. And they quietly groaned as she unzipped her shorts, and bent over at the waist to take them off. Linda's catalog-bought bathing suit was conservatively cut, except that it was designed for women with smaller breasts, and where it plunged in the front it exposed some of the large- breasted woman's cleavage.
Glenn and Linda joined the group in the already-crowded hot tub. There wasn't enough room for them to sit together, so Ron coaxed Linda to squeeze in next to him, while Glenn sat at the other end of the tub. Linda put one foot in the hot tub, and stood with her legs spread until she regained her balance. This pose caused a little tuft of brown pubic hair to stick out of the side of her bathing suit crotch. All of the men noticed it. Her fur matched the color of the hair on her head.
As Glenn joined in with some shoptalk at one end, Ron, James, and Larry quickly started flirting with Linda. Linda shyly conversed with the men, being aware that she was in close proximity with these men while wearing next to nothing. The three men stared at Linda's chest. Her bathing suit top revealed her pushed-together breasts, exposing her pale cleavage nearly half way down her breasts. Under the bubbling water, Ron and James, on either side of Linda, pressed their thighs against hers. Linda had no room to maneuver, and when she offered no resistance, Ron put his hand on her thigh. Linda was discomforted by this move, but considering Glenn's precarious position, Linda wasn't going to risk angering Ron by publicly objecting to his touch. As they talked, Ron slowly inched his hand up higher on her long bare thigh. Linda was getting alarmed, but dared say nothing. Finally, as Ron's little pinky grazed her crotch over her bathing suit, Linda climbed out of the hot tub and headed for the pool. The episode was a small victory for Ron, for he proved to himself that Linda would allow him to do things to her this weekend without making a scene.
Glenn and Linda headed back upstairs to get ready for dinner. The conversation in the Jacuzzi returned to Linda, how hot she looked, but how conservative she was.
"She'll loosen up this weekend," Ron boasted.
"I don't think that she's the loosening-up type," countered Larry.
"You just have to know which buttons to push on a woman," said Ron. "You boys just watch the master. After this weekend, Linda will seem like a different woman to you."
Ron hurried back to his room. It was now dark outside. Ron snuck onto his balcony and peeked through the small gap in his neighbor's curtain. He was just in time to see Linda parading around the room in her bra and panties. Ron stared at her large white bra covering her large tits. And her white cotton panties were stretched tight over her pussy and ass. Her underwear was predictably conservative, fitting with her conservative character. Ron watched as she sat on the bed and started to put on her panty hose. Leaning over, major cleavage spilled out of the top of her bra. She stood up and tugged her snug hose up over her panties, wiggling her hips. Ron wasn't too frustrated about not seeing her naked, for he was confident that he would have his opportunity before the end of the weekend.
2. THE BANQUET
Ron had arranged for Linda to be seated next to him at the banquet. They were at a round table, with their backs to the back wall. Many of the other women at the banquet, client's wives and wives and employees from other divisions, were wearing expensive and fancy gowns, but Linda, in character, was wearing a cotton print dress that zipped up the back. The pleated hem was long and the neckline was high, but it still couldn't conceal Linda's large chest. With Ron on her left and Glenn on her right, Linda ate dinner and listened to the speeches, still upset by Ron's touches in the Jacuzzi. As Ron spoke to Linda, he slipped his hand under the table, and placed it on her thigh. With her husband next to her, Linda again was reluctant to offend Ron. She allowed his hand to slide over the cotton dress and hose.
After the dinner and speeches, a band began playing, and people started to dance. As was Glenn's custom, he started to circulate throughout the room, networking with clients and the people from his company's other offices. This left Linda alone with Ron.
"Are you aware of Glenn's little problem at work?" Ron asked Linda.
"Yes, he told me all about it," replied Linda.
"If the details got out, Glenn's career is certainly over. He could even end up charged with a felony."
Ron moved his hand under the table again as he spoke, and squeezed Linda's thigh. He moved his hands in circles over her thighs, moving closer to her crotch. When he grazed her crotch over her dress, Linda jumped, and started to get up. "Excuse me," she said, "I need to go to the washroom."
"Dance with me," Ron commanded.
"Oh, no thank you, maybe later."
"One dance" insisted Ron, with a commanding voice and stern look on his face. Linda reluctantly agreed, suddenly fearful of the man that controlled her husband's fate. Ron led Linda to the far corner of the dance floor, in relative darkness. As they began slow dancing, Ron pulled Linda uncomfortably close to him. Ron could feel the tall woman's ample chest pressing into his. He caressed her back, and thrust his groin into her thigh.
"Did Glenn tell you who could get him out of this mess?" asked Ron.
"He said you could," replied Linda.
"Yes, that's right. I'm the only one. I like your husband. I don't want to see his life ruined. But it would be a risk to my career to cover for him."
"I'd, uh, appreciate any help that you could give him," Linda said.
"I was hoping you would say that. I need some favors from you."
Linda was afraid to ask, but said, "What can I do?"
Ron lowered his hands down Linda's backbone. Linda felt his fingers slide below her tailbone. He rested both palms on her ass cheeks. Linda looked alarmed, but said nothing.
"Everything I tell you to do. All weekend. I want you to be mine this weekend. Glenn won't know. And when I get back to the office on Monday, I will make a few changes to the books, and your problems will be gone."
Linda looked around to see if anyone was watching Ron grope her ass. Her back was to the bandstand, so only the band would see it. The thin dress offered little resistance to Ron's hands, but the tight panty hose held her butt cheeks in place. Ron felt just the slightest give from the hose as Linda danced.
Ron moved his right hand up her side, under her arm. His thumb grazed the side of her bra. He moved the hand over a slight bit more, and squeezed her tit over her thin bra. His thumb found her erect nipple. Linda said nothing as Ron groped her ass, felt her tit, and pressed his hard dick into her thigh. Her heart was racing, and her face felt hot.
It seemed like forever until the song finally finished, and Ron led her back to their table. With her husband out of sight, Linda again sat next to Ron at the back of the room. Ron wasted no time putting his hand under the table and under her long loose dress. Ron felt her thigh over her hose, moving his hand to the inside of her thigh. He loved the course/smooth feel of the hose over her leg.
"Do we have a deal?" Ron asked Linda.
Linda, just stammered, "I, I, I, uh..." She looked around the room to see if anyone was watching them.
Ron moved his hand up over her crotch over her pantyhose. "Spread your legs," he commanded.
Without a word, Linda spread her legs under the table, and allowed Ron free access to her hose-covered crotch. She just sat in her chair, slumping forward slightly, as he rubbed up and down over her pussy.
Linda, in shock, was covered with goose bumps, but felt her face get flushed. For what seemed like hours, she let her husband's boss caress her pussy in public. Feeling some anger, but mostly humiliation, she realized that the pussy rubbing was also getting her aroused. The more that she tried to ignore it, the hotter she got. She was breathing heavier, and having a hard time keeping still. She realized that she was close to an orgasm. Linda feared she would draw attention to herself and tried to talk herself out of an orgasm, but it was too late. She inhaled and started to let out a gasp. She wiggled her hips, squeezed her thighs around Ron's hand, and shuddered.
"Why, you hot bitch..." commented Ron.
Linda, even more humiliated, jumped out of her seat and walked quickly but unsteadily to the bathroom. She found the ladies room down the hall and around the corner from the banquet hall. She locked herself in a stall, and had a silent cry as she tried to wipe off her crotch and panties.
3. THE JANITOR'S CLOSET
Linda composed herself enough to exit the washroom, determined to put up more resistance to Ron's advances. Maybe if she were firmer with him, he would stop these unwanted gropes. Still, she feared angering him. Just as Linda turned the corner in the empty hallway, she practically ran right into Ron. Ron grabbed her hand. Linda started to object, but Ron just put his finger to his lips and said, "Shhh."
Ron led her back around the corner, and opened a door. It was a janitor's closet. He pulled her in, turned on the light, and closed the door behind them. Before Linda had time to say anything, Ron pushed her back up against the door, and pressed his lips onto hers. He kissed her, working his tongue into her mouth, and Linda half-heartedly met his tongue with hers.
Ron placed his right hand on her breast and groped it over her dress and thin bra. Linda's bra had an under wire, but the cup itself was just a sheet of flimsy material, hardly anything at all. Ron squeezed and jiggled the huge mammary. Linda could hear people talking out in the hallway, and feared that someone would open the door. She wanted to verbally object, but feared any noise would give them away. Ron reached behind her neck with his free hand, and unzipped her dress, down to her waist. Gently but quickly, he pulled the dress forward off of her shoulders, off of her arms, down to her waist. Linda stood topless except for her large white bra. Ron pulled her bra straps down off of her shoulders. He reached into her bra cups, pulled her big tits out of them, and rested them on top of her cups.
Ron quickly admired Linda's big round white tits, covered with huge dark areola, capped with hard inch-long nipples. He grabbed both of them, kneading, lifting, squeezing and jiggling them. He kissed her again as he fondled her. Ron kissed down her neck, and ran his tongue between her tits, until he finally captured her lift nipple in his mouth. Linda's chest heaved up and down as her nipple was licked and sucked. Linda could hear the sucking noises in the quiet closet. Ron quickly moved from one nipple to the other.
Ron's right hand slid down Linda's hip, and found the hem of her dress. He moved his hand under the dress and up her outer thigh. He grabbed her ass cheek over her hose and panties, and squeezed it. Linda was forced to balance herself against the door and spread her legs as Ron rubbed her pussy over her hose. With some effort, Ron moved his hand into her waistbands, inside her hose and panties, and rubbed her furry pussy mound. He worked a finger in her, and both were surprised how lubricated her pussy was. Linda put her hands on Ron's shoulders. She wanted to push him away, but couldn't bring herself to do it. She heard familiar voices just on the other side of the door.
Ron reached under her dress with both hands, grabbed the waistbands of both her hose and her panties, and started to tug them down her ass. He slowly pulled them down her thighs, past her knees, to her ankles, and made her lift her right foot to take them off. He left them bunched up around her left ankle. Ron moved his head down her stomach, and lifted her skirt in front. He got on his knees in front of her, and for the first time saw her bare pussy, covered in a bushy triangle of untrimmed hair. Ron let the skirt fall over his head behind him as he buried his face in Linda's muff. With his hands squeezing her bare ass cheeks, his tongue found her slit, and he licked her quickly, deeply and deftly.
Linda tried to breathe quietly as Ron's head disappeared under her dress and licked her. Linda was fighting back tears, but at the same time, spread her legs and thrust her hips forward to meet the probing tongue. She could still hear voices passing by in the hall and dared not object or fight him.
Ron came up for air and stood up. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and dropped them to his ankles. Linda couldn't help but stare at his hard swollen cock, the biggest that she had ever personally seen, certainly bigger then Glenn's. Ron took her right had and placed it on the shaft, and made her stroke it. As she jerked him off, it even felt different in her hand because of the size.
Soon Ron lifted her dress again, aimed his cock at her pussy, and began working it in. Linda suppressed gasps as he slid into her. Ron pressed against her and thrust into her, slowly at first, but then faster and faster. Linda braced herself against the door, her long legs spread wide, trying not to make any noise. Ron thrust upwards, and the tall woman put her right foot up on a box to help the angle. She could hear the rustling of clothes and the squishy sounds of the penis sloshing in and out of her dripping pussy. She could hear people's voices right outside the door, just inches away it seemed. Despite all of her fears and anxieties, Linda felt another orgasm building. She breathed unevenly, trying not to cry out.
Ron was in heaven, fucking the tall wife that he had dreamed about for so long. He watched her bare tits, still resting on her bra cups, bobble and jiggle as he thrust into her. He loved the feeling of his bare groin rubbing against her naked thighs and hips. And he loved the helpless look on her face. He grabbed her hips and thrust hard.
Linda recognized Glenn's voice in the hallway. He was talking shop with some clients, just on the other side of the door where Linda was having sex with is boss. Linda literally stopped breathing until his voice faded down the hall.
Linda lost control and had her second orgasm of the evening, biting her lip so not to make noise. Ron gave her several last long hard thrusts, and came in her pussy, sending gushes of warm sperm into her.
When both had stopped panting, Ron pulled up his pants. Ron watched Linda place her tits back into her bra cups, pull her bra straps back into place, and pull the top of her dress back on. Ron reached around and zipped up her dress. Linda pulled up her panties and her hose. Ron snuck out first, and when he was sure that there was no one in the hall, motioned for Linda to come out.
4. THE GAP IN THE CURTAIN
After Linda again returned from cleaning and composing herself in the bathroom, Ron caught her in the hall.
"I want you to do one more thing for me tonight,"
"I'm not having sex with you again," Linda boldly told him.
Ron smiled. "No, you aren't. I want you to have sex with your husband."
Linda looked at him with a puzzled look.
"I want you to take Glenn back to your room, and insist on making passionate love to him."
"Why?" Linda asked.
"There's a gap in the curtains leading to your balcony. And I'm in the next room."
Linda figured it out. "You want to watch us?"
"That's right. So here's what you have to do. No matter what, insist that Glenn have sex with you, no matter how tired he is, do whatever it takes to seduce him."
Linda looked at him with a shocked expression on her face, but said nothing.
"Just a few more details you have to remember. You must undress facing the window. You have to leave a light on. And maybe you should be on top, don't hide anything."



"Please, I'm very private about these..."
Ron just shook his head at her. "Put on a good show for us."
As Ron walked away, leaving Linda in shock yet again, it hit her. He said, "us." Who would be out there watching her have sex? The idea was so humiliating. She considered shutting the blinds and going to bed as soon as she got to her room. But as she felt Ron's cum dripping out of her pussy, she decided that she was beyond the point of no return with this, that she must endure one more humiliation to assure that her and Glenn's lives didn't crumble.
She found Glenn, drinking and talking with his co-workers James and Larry. She still naively missed the way that they ran their eyes over her body. She convinced Glenn that it was time to go back to the room.
Upon entering their room, Linda knew that she would have to work hard at seducing her tired and intoxicated husband. "Don't go to sleep yet, Honey," she said. "I want to fool around."
"I'm pretty tired," Glenn replied.
"I really, really need it!" begged Linda. She kissed him with the lips that had kissed his boss earlier tonight. Over her shoulder, she looked at the curtains, and in fact could see a sizable gap in them in the corner. She could see some slight movement in the darkness, possibly a reflection off of someone's glasses. She knew that somebody was out there watching her. But she had to put that out of her mind long enough to seduce her husband before he got too tired and she chickened out. She reached down and rubbed his crotch. His dick was limp.
"Oh, I'm really tired," Glenn moaned. He broke away from her grasp, and fell back onto the bed. The bed was on the wall opposite of Ron's balcony.
Linda knelt on the bed and unbuckled and unzipped his pants. She pulled out his still-limp dick, and began stroking it. "You just lay back and I'll do all the work." Linda wrapped her long fingers around her husband's dick, and as she stroked it quickly, it began to grow.
On the balcony, Ron was having a drink with Karl, his boss. Karl was sixty, with gray hair and glasses. While Ron had hatched his plan on blackmailing Linda into sex, he intertwined the plot into improving his own position in the company. Ron knew that Karl was a dirty lecherous pervert, and the two have had conversations about Linda's hot body at prior company parties. So while Ron didn't tell Karl that he had sex with Linda, he told him about Linda being in the adjoining room, about the gap in the curtains, about seeing Linda parading around in her bra and panties. It didn't take much coaxing to get Karl to stop by Ron's room for a drink. Now Ron and Karl were seated on the balcony, silently watching Linda giving her husband a hand job. Standing right behind them were James and Larry, Glenn's two co-workers.
When her husband's cock refused to get completely hard, Linda knew what she had to do. She leaned over and rapped her lips around it and began to suck it. She was tempted to turn her back to the balcony and hide her actions, but she obediently allowed whoever was on the balcony to see her lips sucking cock. Her husband not only got harder, but he reached up and grabbed her tit over her dress. Ron and Karl watched Linda's head bobbing up and down on her husband. "C'mon, sweetheart, strip," Karl whispered. "Show us those tits."
As if she could hear them, Linda stood up, facing her husband and the balcony, reached behind her, and unzipped her dress. She pulled down the top, revealing her white bra. Linda realized that she had a strange mixture of emotions. She was extremely humiliated by having to strip in front of Ron and whoever was on the balcony. But she also felt an involuntary arousal in her groin, doing a strip tease for several men, something that she had never done before.
Linda dropped the dress and stepped out. Standing in her bra, hose and panties, she tried not to look out at the balcony. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panty hose, and tugged them down. As she bent over, Ron and Karl and the others were treated to some serious cleavage spilling out of her bra, causing Larry to quietly groan.
Linda arched her back, reached behind her, and unhooked her bra. She pulled the straps down, and pulled the bra off of her chest. Linda stood straight up, trying to make her big tits look as firm as possible. Karl and the others silently admired her big tits, with just the right type of sag, white as could be, with her surprisingly large, round dark areola. Karl whispered to Ron, "You have great judgment in employees. Those are the nicest tits I've seen in a long time." Ron, enjoying the view too, was proud of himself for hatching this plot that impressed is boss.
Linda grabbed the sides of her panty waistband, and slowly tugged down on her white panties. As she leaned over to pull them off, her big tits hung down, swaying and bobbling. When she stood up, naked, Ron again enjoyed her very hairy pussy. But to his disappointment, his boss didn't. "Honey, trim that thing," whispered Karl.
Ron whispered, "I like her hairy pussy,"
"I don't," Karl replied. "She should at least trim it, or shave it completely. I like a bald pussy."
Before Linda could climb back into bed, Glenn said, "Do that thing I like with your nipple."
"Oh, honey, not tonight." Linda knew what he wanted. She had reluctantly done it on few special occasions, but found it degrading.
"C'mon, just for a minute." Linda lifted her left breast with both hands, lowered her head, stretched her neck, and put her tongue on her own nipple.
The men on the balcony really got off watching this particularly personal trick. None of them had ever seen a woman suck on her own nipple. But now they watched the conservative housewife wrap her lips on her own hard nipples and suck on one, then the other, back and forth.
Linda climbed in bed next to Glenn, and propped herself up on one elbow, facing the balcony. She stroked Glenn's cock again. She had always found Glenn's penis size satisfactory, but after taking Ron's bigger cock this evening, she was slightly embarrassed by Glenn's inferior unit. Glenn reached over and groped her tit. He clamped his mouth over one of her hard nipples. Linda feared that Glenn would be able to tell that another man had had her tonight, but Glenn was too intoxicated to notice those details.
Glenn ran his hand down to Linda's pussy, and Linda raised one knee and spread her legs for her husband. As he inserted his middle finger into her pussy, Linda again feared that he would notice Ron's sperm, but Glenn didn't say a word. Linda lay on her side, knowing that men were watching her stroke her husband as he fingered her pussy. Linda wanted to get the whole ordeal done quickly, but she was also getting aroused as she put herself on display. Glenn diddled her clit just the way he knew his wife liked it.
"C'mon, fuck her good," whispered James. The four men sat silently with erections watching the buxom housewife's sex show.
Linda pulled Glenn's pants and underwear completely off of him, climbed on top and straddled him. She lowered her pussy down onto his hard cock, and wiggled her hips to get it just right. Linda sat upright as she slowly started pumping up and down on her husband.
The men on the balcony stared intently at the wife's long thighs spread wide around her husband's body. As she humped him, her massive tits bobbled all over. "Look at those big jugs shake," chuckled Karl.
Glenn's hands roamed over his wife's bare thighs and hips, then squeezed her ass cheeks as she thrust her hips in and out. He reached up and grabbed her tits, massaging them and pulling on her nipples. Linda was panting loudly. She fucked as animatedly as she could. She was self-conscious of her movements, but didn't want to look like a lousy lover to whoever was watching her. She leaned forward and supported herself with her hands. The big tits of the tall woman hung down in her husband's face, swinging all over as she humped him.
The men on the balcony watched Linda's flesh shaking and rippling as she thrust her hips in and out. Her ass shook and jiggled, but it was her swaying, hanging tits that freely bobbled in all directions, sometimes in unison, sometimes independently of each other, that got the most attention.
As he likes to do, Glenn raised his head just slightly and grabbed one of the swinging tits, catching a nipple with his mouth. His tongue went back and forth from one tit to the other as he squeezed them together. Glenn reached down between his wife's legs, found her clit just above his cock, and diddled it. This was enough to send Linda over the edge. She gyrated her hips, squeezed her thighs around Glenn, and shook and shuddered. Her eyes were closed, her face contorted, her head thrown back. Nobody had to tell the men on the balcony that she was coming, but Larry said, "Here she comes." Linda felt her husband shoot his load up into her, causing her to gyrate even more, and crying out. The men on the balcony could hear her cries through the glass.
"Geez!" exclaimed Glenn. "That's as noisy as I've ever heard you!"
When her orgasm subsided, Linda remembered the men on the balcony. She had just gone though her most personal moment, the throes of on orgasm, while they watched. She was so ashamed. She had to climb out of bed, giving the men one last show of her naked body, including her jiggling ass, as she turned out the lights. She climbed into bed in the darkness, and peered through the curtain as at least three or four men got up and left the balcony.
End of Part I
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5. THE BIKINI
Linda got little sleep that night. In the morning, Glenn had to go to a seminar. Feeling safe that Ron was going to the same seminar, Linda slept late, and then took a long shower. She made sure that she closed the curtains tightly before she did.
As she showered, Ron used his pass card to get into the door. Fortunately, Linda hadn't locked the inside lock after Glenn had left. When Linda emerged from the bathroom with a towel in her hand, she saw Ron. She gasped and held the towel in front of her body.
"You can drop the towel, I've seen you naked," Ron chuckled.
"How... What... why aren't you at the seminar?" Linda stammered.
"It was a mandatory meeting for Glenn, but not for me. Glenn will be tied up for several hours." Ron was holding a plastic bag. "I brought you a gift." Linda stood holding the towel in front of her as Ron placed the bag on the dresser, and pulled something out of it. He held up what looked like tiny white bikini bottoms. "I got you a new bathing suit. I liked the one you wore yesterday, but I think this one will look even better. Put it on," he ordered.
Down in the pool area, James and Larry, Glenn's two co-workers, were sitting in the Jacuzzi with several of their employees. Also present were the three young men that reported to Glenn: Will, Brett, and Mick.
"Where's Ron?" asked James. "He said he was going to meet us here."
"He said he was bringing a guest," answered Larry. While they waited, they couldn't help but brag about watching Glenn and his wife fucking the night before. Glenn's three subordinates had all had the hots for the older Linda since they met her, and eagerly pushed for details of her body and sexual techniques.
Ron entered the pool area with Linda. Ron quickly stripped off his shirt and joined them in the Jacuzzi. All eyes were on Linda again, as she pulled off her shorts. Under the shorts she wore white thong bikini bottoms. Ron chuckled at the sight of his employees' eyes popping out of their heads. Not only did Ron enjoy showing off his prize to other men, from a business standpoint he liked to keep up the morale of his employees. James, Larry, and the others were certainly on their way up.
Linda had her back to the men. Her completely bare white ass was shining at them. She still had some tan lines from the previous summer, and her two cheeks were pale and contrasted with her tan legs. She bent over at the waist to remove her shorts, revealing the thin piece of cloth between her legs covering her pussy.
Linda kept her back to the group as she shyly and carefully pulled her tee shirt off. When she reluctantly turned toward the Jacuzzi, the men couldn't believe what they saw. Linda was wearing the tiniest string bikini top imaginable. The two little pieces of white triangles were made for A cup titties, not Linda's massive globes. The strings stretched them tight over what little bit of her tits that they covered. Her tits were hanging out everywhere; the sides, the top, even under the triangles. Linda was a mature mother and housewife, not a nineteen-year-old silicone-enhanced model, and she was insecure of what she thought of as flaws in her figure. But the horny men saw the slightly sloping breasts as magnificent, and the less-than- washboard-hard tummy didn't bother them in the least. Somehow her imperfections made her exposure even more erotic.
When Linda walked closer to the Jacuzzi to join Ron, she saw her husband's co-workers staring at her. The tight little bottom was pulled up into her pussy lips, and covered little else. Ron made her climb into the hot tub between him and Larry. Ron whispered to Linda to get her bathing suit top wet. Linda did as she was told, ducking into the water to get her whole suit wet, then sitting on the bench waist-deep in water. Her suit was one that Ron had purchased from a specialty store. When dry, it looked like a normal bathing suit. But when wet, it became sheer, even more than a normal t-shirt. When Linda emerged from the water, the top had virtually disappeared.
Linda looked at all of the men leering at her chest. Her large, dark areolas were clearly visible through the transparent material, almost as if she were topless. The top barely covered her areolas, and her hard nipples poked through the material. Outside of the material, the men stared down her cleavage. There was a wide gap between the two pieces of triangle. The way Linda was leaning forward, her two large breasts were pressed together. With every move, her jugs jiggled and bobbled for the men.
Linda looked down in horror at her transparent top, and saw the way her husband's boss, co-workers, and the three young men that reported to her husband, were staring at her chest. She was mortified being seen by them in this manner. It was like a nightmare, being naked in a crowd, trying to pretend nothing's wrong.
Just moments before, the younger men were skeptical when James said that Linda's areolas were larger than some women's whole tits, but now they could see close-up that this was true. Linda continually adjusted her top and tried to keep at least her areolas covered, but they occasionally peeked out the edges of her suit. Realizing that the top was transparent anyway, she gave up.
All conversations were directed at Linda, and most of it was sexually charged with double meanings. Linda tried to act like nothing was wrong, and spoke little, shyly emitting one-word replies. She looked at the leering men and wondered which ones had watched her have sex with her husband last night.
Ron put his hand on her thigh under the water. Through the sporadic bubbles, Larry and James could see Ron move his hand over her pussy. Linda felt Ron's hand slide into the tiny bottom and rub her hairy pussy, even inserting a finger. Linda forced a smile and tried not to squirm.
Ron asked Linda to join him in the pool. Linda stood up with Ron. Ron put his arm around her and made her stand before the men for a few moments. Her bottom was also totally transparent. Linda looked down and saw her thick patch of pubic hair exposed like she wasn't wearing anything over it. As Ron held her arm and continued conversing with his employees, Linda saw every one of them staring at her exposed bush. Some of her pubic hairs even stuck out of the sides of the tiny bikini triangle.
As Linda walked away from the men, they watched her bare ass cheeks rise and fall, jiggling and shaking as they did. "I'm sure they're enjoying your ass cheeks," Ron commented. Linda could only blush and keep walking.
Ron and Linda got into the empty pool. He considered fucking Linda, but there was a family on the other side of the pool deck. Ron settled for groping Linda's ass, pussy and tits under the water. When the family finally left, he sat on the edge of the pool in three and a half feet of water. Ron made Linda stand between his legs. The men in the Jacuzzi got a side view of Ron subtly lifting Linda's top up over her bare tits. "Wrap them around my cock," he ordered. Linda reluctantly arched her back, and held her tits on either side of Ron's hard cock. Linda slid her chest up and down, letting Ron fuck her tits. The men in the Jacuzzi couldn't believe it. They couldn't see much of Linda's tits or Ron's cock, but it was pretty clear what they were doing. Linda tried not to splash too much. She looked down as the dick head disappeared and reappeared from her pushed-together tits, inches from her face.
To Linda's relief, Ron told her to stop and cover up her tits. But then he said, "Suck it." Linda lowered her head between his legs, and wrapped her lips over his large, chlorine-scented dick head. The men in the pool were moaning as they watched Linda's head bobbing between Ron's legs. Linda sucked it slow at first, as Ron looked over at the Jacuzzi, smirking. It seemed to Linda like she sucked for hours as Ron quietly encouraged her. Linda gave the best blowjob she could, hoping that Ron would complete it soon. She went down on the shaft as deep as she could, sliding her lips quickly over the saliva-covered cock. She moved faster and faster, risking being more obvious. She wanted to finish before anybody else came into the pool area and saw her.
"Here it comes," grunted Ron, and Linda caught the load in the back of her throat. She managed not to choke, and swallowed the load rather than spitting it out in the pool. Ron told her to clean the cock off good, and she licked it clean.
6. SHAVING CREEM
After her pool session, Linda returned to her room, showered again, hid the bikini, and changed, before Glenn returned from his seminar. They were free until a cocktail party in a hospitality room downstairs at 8:00 PM. When Glenn returned, he and Linda left the hotel and had dinner together. Neither had much to say.
Linda just kept thinking that she had to get through the next few hours, until their plane trip home tomorrow morning, and her nightmare would be over. She was comforted that Glenn would be accompanying her to the party tonight.
But when they returned to their hotel room, there was a message for Glenn from Ron. Glenn returned the call. When he hung up, he told Linda, "A couple of new clients want to go out on the town, and Ron wants me to take them."
Linda's heart sank. "But what about me? Do I get to go, too?"
"No. Ron said that you're still invited to the cocktail party. He said that he'd look after you."
Glenn left a few minutes later. Linda sat on the bed in her robe. She decided that she wasn't going to go to the party. To hell with Ron! It had been the two most humiliating days of her life, he's had sex with her twice, and he should be satisfied with that. But she feared that it was no coincidence that Ron got rid of Glenn for the evening.
Linda heard the door unlock. She hoped that it was Glenn returning, but it was Ron that walked through the door. She was so disappointed that she didn't even notice the paper bag in his hand.
"You looked so sexy in that bikini!" were Ron's first words. The tired, depressed Linda just grunted.
"And you were so hot last night with Glenn!"
But there's one thing about the way you look that I want to change." Ron reached in the bag, and pulled out a disposable hand razor and a can of shaving cream. He held them up in the air, smiling. "Let's go back to the bathroom. Time for a little trim down there!"
"Oh, no, please," pleaded Linda. But when Ron walked into the bathroom, she followed him. Ron started the water running in the bathtub. He gently dropped her robe and pulled her panties off, leaving her naked again. And then he stripped off his own clothes, revealing a hard cock. He climbed into the tub, and placed a towel on the edge of the tub. He motioned for Linda to sit on the edge of the tub, with her feet in the water. Ron sat between her spread-out legs, took a washcloth, and got Linda's pussy soaking wet. He shook the can of shaving cream, squirted a good handful of the cream into his hands, and rubbed it over her wet pubic hair.
"Relax, I'm very good with a razor," Ron said as he put the blade between her legs. Despite Ron's assurances, Linda was nervous having a razor so close to her sensitive areas. Not to mention the humiliation of having this naked man in the tub with her. Linda spread her legs wide, hung her crotch over the edge of the tub, and held perfectly still as Ron began shaving her pussy hair.
"What will Glenn say when he sees this?" Linda asked.
"Tell him you did it to surprise him. Hasn't he ever asked you to do this before?"
"The subject has never come up."
Ron started on the outside, but to Linda's shock, didn't stop at making a "bikini cut." He shaved the whole patch off. He slowly and gently shaved over and over, making sure he got every stubble.
"Who was on the balcony last night?" asked Linda.
"Oh, just me, Karl, James, and Larry."
Linda got goose bumps thinking of her husband's boss's boss and two co-workers watching them have sex. "Oh, God," she moaned.
Ron made her squat in the tub to wash her whole bottom clean. He made her sit on the edge again for one last inspection.
"Ah, that's beautiful. I'm going t have to christen it," Ron said has he rubbed his hand over her bald pussy mound. He lowered his face between Linda's legs, and began to lick her hairless pussy. Linda held onto the edge of the tub as Ron ate her. As small as Linda was feeling, the sensation was too much for her, and she began to breathe heavily.
But Ron wasn't satisfied just eating her. He had her sit in the tub with him. He made her sit with her back to him, his legs wrapped around her. He picked up a bar of soap and began soaping her back. His soapy hands ran around to her front, sliding his slippery hands over her big soapy tits. The lubricated feel of the massive mammaries was wonderful, Ron thought.
"Yea, everybody loved seeing your big tits", he said as he groped them. "Your HUGE dark areolas were a nice surprise. And your nipples get so hard and long!" He tugged on her soapy nipples.
He had her kneel in the tub, and soaped her ass and pussy, his slippery hands gliding over her flesh. "The way your ass shook as you fucked Glenn. Your long fingers stroking his cock. Your head bobbing up and down on his pud."
Ron made Linda get on all fours. He pressed his hard cock into her bald pussy from behind. He thrust it into the wet, lubricated tunnel, and began fucking her doggie style.
"I loved your hairy pussy, but Karl likes them shaved," Ron grunted as he rubbed his crotch against her hairless puss, his crotch saddled between her butt cheeks.
The tub floor had a rough slip-proof surface that scraped his knees, but he got good traction from it. Her tits hung down and swayed and dangled. He spoke louder, over the splashing water echoing around the bathroom.
"Your big tits looked so good shaking and jiggling all over. And the way you thrust your hips so hard with your long legs spread wide! You have terrific thighs!"
He reached around and felt her hanging, still-soapy jugs. He watched her ass cheeks ripple and shake as he banged into them from behind. Tiny sprays of water splashed up from between his crotch and her ass when he slammed into her. "Your ass cheeks rose and fell as you walked to the light switch. The way he diddled your clit to make you cum!" Ron reached under her, found her clit just above his cock shaft, and toyed with the swollen, lubricated button.
Linda listened to every word he said, with mixed feelings of deep humiliation and eroticism. No one had ever talked to her like that. "Oh, oh," she moaned as he thrust hard into her. Her voice echoed around the tile room, over the sound of the sloshing water and the squishy pussy. Linda was getting close to on orgasm. "Don't stop!"
Ron pumped faster and faster, and shot his load in her pussy, as Linda gyrated all over, splashing and squealing, and had her own orgasm.
7. THE COCKTAIL PARTY
Ron and Linda arrived at the party at a little after 8:30. The room was just a large suite, with a few chairs, a couch, and a wet bar, and a separate bedroom with a single queen-sized bed.
Linda turned to see who was there. It was all of the people who were at the pool earlier, plus Karl, a few of her husband's clients that she had met before, and others that she didn't know. She was the only woman. And most of the men seemed to be looking at her.
Back in her hotel room, Ron had watched her dress for the evening. She pulled a pair of black panties up over her bald pussy. But when she picked up her bra, Ron grabbed it and said, "The black panties are OK. But you don't need a bra tonight."
At the party, Linda got a look at herself in a mirror above the dresser. Even with a bra, her white scooping sweater-blouse was tighter and thinner than the conservative dressing wife is normally comfortable with. She had planned on wearing it under a blazer, but Ron made her leave the blazer in her room. It was very obvious that the woman in the mirror was going braless. Her black denim pants looked tight, too. A blazer would have covered them better also.
Ron excused himself to go network with clients, leaving Linda to deal with the horny men that approached her. She talked to some of the men that had seen her virtually naked in the pool today, as well as the ones that spied on her having sex last night. Several of her husband's clients re-introduced themselves to her, and mostly stared at her tits as they talked.
Ron then found her again and led her past a number of smiling men standing around the bar, to the middle of the suite, where Karl was standing. Ron whispered, "You know Karl is my boss. Nothing makes me happier then when he's happy."
"Karl," Ron said, "You remember Glenn's wife Linda?"
Karl leered at her. "How could I forget? Hello, Linda!"
"We spoke briefly at the banquet last night," said Linda.
Karl, not aware that Linda knew of his voyeurism event, joked, "Yeah, I saw you last night. I saw quite a lot of you last night." Karl sidled up next to Linda and began making small talk. He put his right arm around her waist, holding his drink in his other hand. He held her tight while he made veiled flirtatious comments.
Karl moved his hand up under her armpit, and reached around enough for his fingers to touch the sides of her breasts. He reached under them slightly and jiggled her braless tit. Linda just endured the grope, aware of what Ron had said about keeping Karl happy. "Just a few more hours of this," thought Linda. Karl moved his hand down her back, and gently patted her butt over her slacks.
"Can I have everyone's attention please?" Ron loudly yelled. When everyone quieted down, he continued. He took a chair from the desk against the wall, and turned it around. "Karl, can you come over here please?" Karl walked over to Ron, and Ron motioned him to sit in the chair. "I don't know how many of you are aware of it, but this is Karl's twenty-fifth year with the company."
Everyone gave a quick round of polite applause before Ron spoke again. "We wanted to give you a nice gift, but since we're on a tight budget this year, we're not giving you anything." After polite laughter, Ron said, "But I know how much you enjoy the arts, so Glenn's wife Linda has agreed to do a little dance for you."
Linda looked at Ron with surprise as everyone else hollered and whistled. Ron turned on a cheap CD player. Ron was thinking he shouldn't have trusted one of James' young subordinates with bringing the music when a medium-tempo rap song began playing. But he whispered in Linda's ear, "Do a little dance in front of him. He'll love it."
Linda was on the spot. How humiliating! To dance in front of a dirty old man while other men watched! But Linda had too much to lose, and had already lost enough dignity, to justifying publicly refusing Ron now. Ron led her by the hand to the square coffee table in the middle of the room. She slipped off her shoes and climbed onto the low table. Standing over Karl's chair, surrounded by others sitting in the couch and chairs, she began to dance to the plodding hip-hop track. The crowd whistled as Linda began to move her feet and hips. She looked around the room, and down at Karl. Everyone was watching her dance.
Linda was a pretty average suburban white woman as far as dancing. But as self-conscious as she felt, she knew Ron expected her to put effort into it. She knew she was supposed to look sexy, too. She wracked her brain to think of any dance move she knew, even from long-ago aerobics classes. She raised her arms in the air, and shook. She could see herself in the mirror on the wall in front of her. Her big breasts bounced wildly in her braless shirt. This is what Ron wanted to see.



Ron and others began getting crude, yelling "Shake that thing. Shake your butt." It was then that she realized the track playing was called "Take Off All of your Clothes."
Ron stepped onto the table from behind and began dancing with her. It wasn't so much dancing as simulating a goosing. He rubbed his cock into the tall woman's ass crack, with his hands on her hips, making Linda thrust her pelvis in and out. Linda looked down and saw Karl's obvious pleasure.
Ron put his hand on the bottom of Linda's blouse, and started to pull it up. She could see in the mirror that her midriff was exposed. She instinctively put her hands on Ron's to stop him from pulling her blouse up further. "C'mon, Linda, take it off. Give the boss a really memorable show. It's not like half the guys here haven't seen them already."
Ron climbed off, and Linda more-than-reluctantly crossed her arms, and grabbed her shirt hem. She slowly raised the blouse up further and further, until her large breasts fell out of it. Linda pulled the blouse over her head and dropped it, as the crowd erupted in hollers and whistles. She watched her mirrored reflection's breasts bobble free as she danced topless in front of so many men who knew her.
Unlike last evening, when she didn't have to face the men she was stripping for, or this morning at the pool, when she could at least pretend that she was dressed, there was no pretense that she wasn't deliberately exposing herself, or that the grinning, hollering men weren't staring at her nakedness.
"Take off your pants," yelled Ron. Others yelled "Take it off," and other encouragements. Linda unsnapped her tight black denims. She unzipped them, and slowly wiggled them down her butt. Her tits hung down and bobbled as she bent over to pull them off her feet. She continued dancing topless in her black panties before the increasingly loud and raucous crowd.
It wasn't until men called for her to remove her panties that she remembered her shaved pussy. Ron said that Karl would prefer her shaved. He had this all planned out, the bastard!
Linda hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties, and slowly worked them down. Her most shameful moment yet came when she felt a slight breeze on her bald pussy, and heard the crowd erupt in both cheers and laughter. She looked at Karl in his chair. Karl looked at Ron, and gave him a thumbs-up signal. Linda looked at her closed slit and hairless pussy mound in the mirror. She had not seen herself bald since she was twelve. It made her feel even more exposed. She heard someone say, "She shaved it!" and someone else reply, "She was hairy this morning!"
The CD changed to a track Linda had heard before called "Whoop! There It Is." She picked up her dancing tempo. "What did I do to deserve this?" Linda wondered. "Oh, God," she prayed, "Get me out of this!" But despite her genuine humiliation and reluctance, there was a part of her that undeniably reacted in a sexual way to the attention of these men. Her body seemed to have a mind of its own. She watched the woman in the mirror, completely naked save for her dangling earrings, bouncing necklace, and her wedding band; thrusting her hips, throwing her chest out, bouncing up and down. She had never seen human flesh jiggle the way hers did. Her thighs and stomach even shook. Her breasts flew up and crashed down again, sometimes in unison, sometimes flying in different directions, up and down, left and right. She didn't look like a reluctant victim. She looked like a stripper, or a shameless slut.
Some men made remarks like she wasn't there. "Jesus, look at those tits shake!" "Those are some hooters!" Others called out to her to do things. "Spread Your Legs!" "Shake your ass!" No mater how disgusted she was with the request, her body automatically accommodated.
Linda turned around and shook her bare ass in Karl's face. She looked back at the mirror, and watched her thirty-six-year-old ass jiggle as she wiggled her hips back and forth. "If only I worked out more!" she thought.
"Give him a lap dance!" yelled Ron. Linda had only seen lap dances in one or two movies. All she knew about them was you were supposed to stand over a guy and literally sit on his lap and wiggle. She stepped off the coffee table and moved closer to the leering gray-haired man, and planted her feet on either side of his legs. She leaned over and shook her dangling tits in his face. Karl laughed and put his hands on her hips. He pulled Linda down onto his lap.
The tall woman sat looking down at the smiling old man whose face was even with her breasts. She arched her back to keep away from him, and bounced up and down on his lap, as Karl held her hips. He ran his hands up and down her thighs as her tits jiggled in front of him. "Oh, man, these are lovely!" he exclaimed. He moved his hands around to her ass and squeezed her bare cheeks. With the others cheering them on, Karl pulled her closer. Linda wrapped her thighs around him, and could feel his hard on poking into her crotch.
Karl slid his hands up her waist, and grabbed hold of both of her swaying tits. Linda looked at Ron for help, but Ron was smiling and laughing with the others. She could do nothing but dry hump the old man as he publicly kneaded her breasts. He jiggled and squeezed her large mammary glands, and tugged on her long nipples while thrusting his hips in and out. Then he leaned forward and planted his lips on her left breast.
With no sleep the previous night, and all of the horrible things that had happened to her in the past twenty-four hours, Linda was having a difficult time thinking. She wanted to end this humiliating experience, but couldn't think of a way out that wouldn't upset Ron. So she just continued letting Karl paw at her and suck on her breasts while she gyrated. However, having Karl's hard penis rubbing against her crotch while he suckled her sensitive nipples was having significant arousing effects on her, no matter how hard she tried not to think of it.
Karl moved his lips off of her nipples, grabbed the back of Linda's head, and kissed her full on the lips. The older man slid his tongue into her mouth, and Linda felt obligated to return his passionate French kissing. Ron tugged hard on her nipples.
Linda felt herself getting closer to orgasm. She was having troubles controlling her breathing and movements. Her body was begging her to continue, but she would die if she had an orgasm in front of all these men. In one final stab at resistance, Linda stood up.
She looked at Ron, who had a momentary look of concern on his face. It told Linda that she wasn't done yet. Linda covered by turning around and straddling Karl backwards. She stood over him and shook her ass in his face. Karl squeezed her right ass cheek firmly, and spanked her left cheek a few times, and then Linda felt his hands drop off her. She kept her back to him and danced, not realizing that Karl was pulling down his pants and whipping out his hard cock.
Karl grabbed Linda's hips and pulled her down onto his lap. Linda felt her skin touching warm flesh, and then realized that the warm dull stick prodding her bottom was Karl's penis. Before she had time to react, Karl was sliding his dick head along her hairless pussy slit. "No, he wouldn't," she hoped, but Karl thrust up and slid his cock into her wet pussy. The men in front of her cheered when they saw the red cock slide into the open, pink, glistening twat. Linda's eyes opened wide, and her jaw dropped, and she emitted a high-pitched squeal.
Karl held her hips and thrust hard into his employee's wife, making the tall woman bounce up and down on his lap. Linda continued to let out little squeals and whimpers. Karl moved his hands up to her tits and groped them.
The orgasm that Linda feared was getting closer. She closed her eyes and tried to think of something else. But it was no use. In the middle of a roomful of her husband's closest business associates, she was naked, getting screwed, and was about to have a whopper of an orgasm. Then Karl put one hand on her pussy above his cock, and diddled her clit.
"OooooooOOOOOOEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE! OOOHH! Ooooooh! EeeeEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!"
The others laughed and cheered their grunting boss and their wailing coworker's wife on.
"Ohh! AaaaaHHHH! Whooooo!"
Linda wrapped her ankles around the chair legs and bounced furiously on Karl's engorged cock. Her left tit was held in a vise-like grip by Karl, her right one bobbled freely in all directions. Karl's finger rapidly rubbed her clit.
"Ho! Huh! WaaaaaahhhhoooOOOOOOOOOOOO!"
Hanging on to the statuesque woman for dear file, Karl shot sperm into Linda's pussy. Linda felt it, causing another round of orgasmic shudders and squeals. She held Karl's hand tightly over her clit, and finished the loudest, longest orgasm of her life.
End of Part II
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8. THE GANG'S ALL HERE
Linda lay back on Karl's lap, panting and gasping for air, tears smearing her makeup. When Karl had sufficiently recovered, he had to push Linda off of his lap to get up. Linda stood up, dizzy and wobbly-kneed, and quickly collapsed on the couch between Larry and James.
Her husband's two closest co-workers each reached up and grabbed a tit. Linda was offended, but in no physical or mental condition to object. She sat back and allowed them to feel her at will. Larry took her hand and placed it on his crotch over his slacks. Linda obediently cupped the protruding mound and rubbed it. Larry stopped her long enough to unzip his pants and pull them halfway down his thighs, allowing his hard cock to pop up. Linda put her hand over the warm shaft and stroked it. James also unveiled his hard on, and soon Linda was giving dual hand jobs to the men who were fondling her breasts. James and Larry each put both of their hands on a tit, as it took two hands to cover Linda's monsters. They shook and jiggled them, squeezed and massaged them, and rolled her big nipples between their thumb and forefingers, while the other employees and clients watched in continued amazement and arousal. They took turns pressing their lips against hers and engaging in long, wet tongue kisses.
James and Larry both leaned over and planted their lips on her tits, licking, nibbling and sucking them all over. James reached between her legs and rubbed her hairless pussy, then inserted two fingers and spread them wide.
Linda was going through her cycles of shame and arousal. She was whimpering and rotating her hips. No matter how ashamed she was of her actions, she couldn't help her building moans and gyrations. Her eyes were alternately wide open, and scrunched shut.
Larry whispered to her, "Suck it like you sucked Ron's in the pool." Linda obediently got on her knees on the carpet between Larry's knees, and lowered her lips down over his shaft. As she sucked on his cock, she reached over and continued to stroke James' member.
Will, one of Glenn's ambitious young employees right out of college, kneeled behind Linda. Will was not particularly good looking, and was kind of short, but had an aggressive personality. Fairly drunk, he wasn't going to pass up an opportunity, even if it was to fuck his boss's wife. Whenever he saw Linda, he thought that his boss was a lucky guy. Linda was always friendly to him at company outings, but he thought of her as a fairly boring and conservative churchgoer. When he heard the story of how the others watched her fuck his boss he was skeptical. Then this morning he saw her in that sleazy bikini. He watched her give head to her husband's boss. So that was how Glenn kept his job. And now she was shamelessly fucking and sucking cock and letting several other guys feel her tits in a room full of her husband's closest business associates. He wondered how he could be so wrong about this slut.
Will kneeled directly behind Linda. He unzipped his pants and dropped them to his knees, letting his hard cock stick straight out. He looked at her bald pussy between her legs, aimed his cock head at it, and slowly slid it in. Linda instinctively moaned once, but didn't stop her fucking and sucking. She was able to look back just long enough the see that she was about to be fucked by Will, thirteen years her junior. But she felt helpless to stop him. Will slid his cock in and out of Linda's warm, slippery pussy, doggie style.
Mick, one of her husband's other young employees, sat next to Larry on the other side of James. He brazenly whipped out his cock, and put her free hand on it.
Linda instinctively, gave Larry a fast, hard and juicy cocksucking. It became second nature to stroke James and Mick at the same time. And she was unable to ignore the young man repeatedly lancing her wet puss with his slippery saber, slamming his hips into her ass and pussy.
The other men not directly involved in the carnal scene stood around with drinks in their hands. They watched Linda's stretched-out lips glide up and down on James' wet cock, her long fingers stroking James' and Mick's hard cocks, her hanging tits swinging, and her ass shaking and rippling as Will repeatedly crashed into it.
"How could they do this to me?" Linda wondered. She was still hoping that someone would show her some respect and put a stop to this. "These men had all been friendly to me, seemingly respecting me. But the minute they got an opportunity, they treat me like some blow-up doll for their own gratification. They don't care about me as a person one bit. They're treating me as a… SEX OBJECT!" Linda had never really thought about the phrase before. "How could I be blind for so long? Any time a man showed any respect or consideration, all they every really wanted was to have my body. To men, that really is my only purpose in life."
Larry could hold back no longer. He grunted a couple of times, but his first squirt caught Linda off guard. When it hit her throat, she recoiled back, releasing the cock from her mouth. Larry's next several squirts shot onto Linda's face. She closed her eyes as the shots hit her nose, cheeks, hair, and eyes.
Linda just kept stroking James and accepting Will's cock in her pussy, with her head up, her face covered in sticky cum, her eyes closed due to the cum hanging off of her eyebrow. Will pulled his cock out of her pussy, and shot load of jism onto Linda's ass and back.
Linda collapsed on Larry's lap momentarily. But soon Larry got up, and James slid over to his place. Linda looked up at James, then down to his cock, and began sucking it. One of Glenn's clients took Will's place behind Linda. Soon Linda was again sucking on a cock while getting fucked doggie style. This time, before the men could fill her with more sperm, Linda reluctantly emitted moans and gyrations, and had her own powerful orgasm.
After several more blowjobs and doggie style fucks, Linda looked up to see Brett with his hands around her. Brett was another of her husband's young employees. Linda was secretly attracted to Brett. Not that she ever expected anything to happen between herself and the younger man. But Brett was good looking, tall, and very charming. Secretly, she looked forward to seeing him at company gatherings.
Linda was hoping the gallant young man would stop all of the humiliating sex she was being forced to endure. But instead of leading her away, he grabbed her and laid her down on the carpet. The cum-covered housewife was on her back on the floor as Brett slid his hands down her long thighs, and onto her sloppy bald pussy. He inserted a finger, then two, then three, wiggling them around while he looked at her and laughed. Linda moaned as Brett's digits stretched her pussy. She looked up to see the others watching her, but it appeared that it was Brett's turn to do her. She spread her legs, awaiting Brett. But Brett wasn't interested in fucking the older woman. Instead, he pulled off his pants, stood over Linda, and lowered himself down on her chest. He straddled Linda's chest, and laid his long cock between her fat tits. He took her hands, and had her press her own tits around his cock, as he slid the unit between them.
Linda was mortified that the young man didn't find her worth fucking, that he was only using her for a kinky sex toy. He thrust his hips in and out, as his cock slid in and out of her cleavage. Linda looked down to see the cock head disappearing and reappearing from her cleavage, inches from her face. The others cheered Brett on, and someone reached between her legs and fingered her pussy. Linda held her breasts in place for him, wrapping the big jugs completely around his cock. When Brett came, he shot cum all over Linda's tits, chest, neck, and face.
9. LINDA AND THE HOOKER
Clients were continuing to arrive at the hotel suite. Ron heard a knock o the door, and peered through the peephole. Damn, he almost forgot about his backup plan. He opened the door, and an African-American woman in a long coat entered the room. Ron, fearing that Linda might not work out, had hired a hooker to entertain. The black chick appeared to be in her early 30's although it was hard to tell. She had thick processed hair, a very dark complexion, and was fairly pretty.
She smiled and introduced herself as Marva. Ron immediately paid her, but said that there may be a bonus and tips if things go well. Marva said that she was very experienced at stag parties and other groups. Ron explained what he wanted from her as she surveyed the group of men around the naked white woman. Linda was getting fucked by a client, on her back on a coffee table, her tits bobbling all over. Marva presumed that Linda was another working girl like herself.
When the client finished and pulled out, Marva went into action. "You, slut!" she shouted. This got everybody's attention. Linda looked at the black women with confusion. "You two-bit whore, you fucking cunt! You will pay for your slutty perversion."
Linda looked at Ron, who just stood by watching Marva. "Get on your knees!" Marva ordered. Linda climbed off of the table, and kneeled on the floor several feet away from Marva. Marva untied her coat belt, and quickly threw off her coat. She was wearing a black push-up bra, lacy black thong panties, and high heels, nothing else. She stood before Linda, unhooked that front clasp of her bra, and removed it. Her tits were not nearly as big as Linda's, but they were firm and pointed straight out, capped with black puffy nipples. "Suck my titties!" she commanded to Linda. Linda, confused, looked over at Ron. When Ron just stood there ginning, she started to realize that this was something that he had cooked up. When Linda didn't immediately obey, Marva reached around and spanked Linda's ass one time. Marva held back, but it still stung, and Linda squealed. Marva again ordered, "Suck me!" and this time Linda obeyed. Kneeling before the black woman, Linda put her hands on Marva's hips to steady herself, and pressed her lips over the left breast. The hooker continued barking out instructions, making Linda suck and lick and fondle both nipples. Linda was forced to grope her bare, firm ass jutting out. In turn, Marva reached down and fondled Linda's breast in a very experienced way.
"Take off my panties!" Marva barked, and Linda slid them down the woman's thighs. Marva's black pussy was also shaved, and her pink slit could be seen. "Eat me! Lick me!" Linda, for the first time in her life, leaned down and began licking another woman's labia. The foul-mouthed hooker continually berated the white woman with obscene insults. She drove her tongue deeply into the hooker's twat, licking all over.
"That's not good enough, let me show you how it's done." Marva made Linda lay on her back on the floor. Marva stood above Linda's head, and dropped her twat down on Linda's face. Marva fell on to the taller woman, and managed to find Linda's pussy with her lips. Linda was forced to engage in the 69 activity for the benefit of the cheering men. Linda was grossed out at licking another woman's pussy, but did the best job that she could. Marva was an expert at it, and Linda did to Marva whatever Marva did to her. The woman's licking was arousing Linda. Marva clamped her black thighs around Linda's head. The men could hear Linda's muffled moans.
Marva was realizing that Linda was not a pro, probably just some slut that the men had picked up. Linda wiggled her hips and clamped her thighs around Marva's head. They gyrated on the floor together, licking and panting. Marva could tell the difference between a real orgasm and a fake one, and as Linda gyrated and squealed, Marva knew that she had given Linda a real orgasm.
Marva climbed off of Linda. She lied down next to Linda, who was still in a daze. Now Marva changed personalities, from a dominatrix, to a lover. "That was wonderful, honey, you must have done that lots of times," teased Marva. Marva then planted her lips onto Linda's. Marva worked her tongue inside Linda's mouth. Linda kissed the thick-lipped black woman, and tasted her own cum. The men roared watching the two women lying on their sides, Marva swirling her tongue around Linda's. Marva touched Linda's tit. Linda looked down at the small black hand caressing her large pale breast, the fingers circling her nipples. Marva grabbed her own tit and pressed her nipple against Linda's. The two nipples had sort of a sword fight as they circled and jabbed each other. Marva emitted fake moans, and Linda answered with real ones.
Marva's hand roamed down and found Linda's pussy. Marva tickled her lips quickly and toyed with her clit. Linda again moaned, spread her legs wide and humped Marva's hand. Marva took Linda's hand, placed it on Marva's pussy, and whispered,"Finger me, honey." The women passionately kissed and fingered each other on the floor in front of the crowd.
Marva took Linda's hand away from her pussy, and made Linda lick and suck on her own finger. Soon Linda was in the throes of another orgasm. She bucked her hips around Marva's hand, let out an unusual wail, and shuddered.
10. THE FINISHING TOUCHES
Marva retired to the bedroom and serviced as many men as her allotted time allowed. Someone figured out that the couch was a sleeper-sofa, and opened it up. Linda was led into the sofa bed by Karl to continue the fun. Karl had studied the way that Linda fucked her husband the night before, and wanted to recreate it. He lied on his back on the bed, and had Linda climb on top of him. Linda lowered herself onto Karl's cock as Karl told her just what he was doing. "I want it just the way that you gave it to Glenn last night."
Linda, embarrassed at being reminded that Karl watched her personal moments with her husband last night, thrust her hips just like she had twenty-four hours ago. Karl leered up at the tall woman as she sat fairly upright. Karl rubbed her hips and thighs before grabbing her thrusting ass cheeks the way he saw Glenn do it. Then he grabbed her bobbling tits and tugged on her nipples. Linda leaned over and let her tits hang in Karl's face. She looked down at him as he grabbed her swinging pendulums and stuffed a nipple in his mouth. She fucked fast, as she did the night before, and got hot again.
Ron, who had come in Linda's holes three times in the past twenty- four hours, had paced himself this evening. He had one more thing that he wanted to do to his employee's wife, and now he saw his chance. He climbed onto the bed where Linda was on top of Karl. He got behind Linda, between Karl's legs. Karl saw Ron, knew what he was doing, and nodded in approval. Ron pushed Linda down on top of Karl's chest. As Linda kept fucking Karl, Ron could see Karl's dick going up into Linda's twat, just below her little asshole.
Ron had a tube of lubricating jelly in his hand. He put some on his middle finger, and touched the outside of her asshole. The startled Linda turned around, but Karl held her down. Ron slowly worked his lubricated finger up into Linda's asshole. Linda let out a sharp, "Oh!" It was a strange, uncomfortable sensation having something inserted into her butt.
Ron ran his finger in and out until he was satisfied that she was well lubed. Then he dropped some jelly on his cock, and aimed the head at Linda's ass. Karl held Linda still as Ron began to slowly work his cock in. Linda figured out what he was doing, and squealed, "No, I don't do that, I don't know how!" As Ron had guessed, he was entering a virgin asshole. "No, Ron, yours is too big!"
Ron slowly worked his cock in, inch by inch, as Linda squealed and squirmed. Karl whispered, "Relax, relax your muscles, it'll fit." Linda did as she was told, but trembled as the rod proceeded into her. Ron slowly pumped his cock in and out of her, and Karl resumed his pumping. The two men chuckled as they worked at getting a rhythm going.
Linda felt more degraded than ever. It was a strange feeling to have the two cocks in her in close proximity, stretching her holes. She pretty much lied still as the two men pumped into her from above and below her. She looked around at her husband's coworkers on either side of the bed, grinning and cheering their bosses on.
"Oh, Oh!" Linda moaned. Her moans turned to groans as she felt another orgasm approaching. Soon she was sweating profusely, grunting in a very unladylike manner. The guttural sound emitting from her throat sounded like nothing that had ever come out of her. She puffed like a freight train, and the men chimed in. The three-way grunt-fest had the bed rocking and shaking.
"UH! UH! UH! UH! HUUUGGGGGG!!!" croaked the wife and mother.
The volume and the speed increased. Linda's grunts could be slightly distinguished by the lower-voiced men, but generally mixed in. Linda's grunting became once long, loud wail, as she thrashed and gyrated. Karl came in her pussy, and then Linda felt the unusual gush of Ron cummning in her ass. Linda's wailing continued long after the other two were silent. As Ron popped his cock out of her ass and Linda allowed Karl to get up, all of the men crowded around the sleeper sofa broke out in applause. Linda fell onto her back on the bed, and looked at the clients and employees, lining up with their erect cocks out.
11. BACK AT THE OFFICE
On a weekday two months after the convention, Ron was sitting in his office just before noon. He heard a quiet knock on the door, and saw Linda peeking her head into the open doorway. Ron had not seen her since the convention.
"Well, hi!" Ron said.
"Uh, Hi, Ron," Linda quietly replied. She stood silently by the door.
"Linda, come in," said Ron. Linda walked into the office and quietly closed the door behind her. She stood in front of Ron, across from his desk. Ron couldn't help but check her out. She looked hot in a tight blue tee shirt, and a very short, tight, blue denim skirt showing off her bare thighs.
"I was looking for Glenn. I thought I'd see if he could go to lunch with me."
Ron paused. "Glenn's at an all-day meeting at a client's. I don't expect him back today."
"Oh, I, uh, didn't know that." Linda didn't move from her spot before Ron.
"I thought you did. In fact I was in Glenn's office when he called you this morning. I heard him tell you he would be out of the office the rest of the day."
Caught in her lie, Linda looked at her feet for a moment. "I, uh, wanted to thank you for getting Glenn out of that jam."
"Oh, don't mention it." Ron was wondering why she would thank him for that after all that he put her through. "Glenn is a good employee. I'm glad that everything worked out for you both."
Linda hemmed and hawed for minute. Ron pushed his chair back from his desk, leaned back, and broke the silence. "Did Glenn learn anything about what went on at the convention?"
"Oh, no, not at all," replied Linda.
"Can I ask you one question?"
"Yes."
Ron was hesitant to ask, but he was dying to know. "What did Glenn think of your, uh, shaved bottom?"
Linda tried to suppress an embarrassed smile. "Oh, he thought it was a nice surprise, but he didn't show any interest in having me keep it that way."
Now Ron smiled, bolstered by that frank discussion with Linda. "So are you letting it grow back?"
"Uh, yes."
Ron was surprised by Linda's appearance here, but he knew that she would be a changed woman after the convention. She had way too many obvious, wild orgasms not to admit to herself the she enjoyed some aspects of the weekend.



"Come here," ordered Ron.
Linda moved around the desk to where Ron was sitting. She leaned against the desk directly in front of him.
Ron looked up at the housewife. Her bare legs were tan, her skirt was rising up her thighs, and her legs were slightly spread. He reached out and started to slowly lift the skirt. Linda let out a quiet gasp, but when she offered no other resistance, he lifted it past her hips, and bunched it up around her waist. Inches away from Ron's face was Linda's naked pussy, covered with a new growth of brown hair, nearly an inch long already.
Ron pushed her back, and Linda sat her bare ass down on Ron's cold Formica desktop. Ron pushed her knees apart, rolled his chair closer, and buried his face in the furry mound. Linda inhaled, put her hands on the back of Ron's head, and threw her head back as Ron licked her pussy. She wrapped her smooth, tan thighs around his ears.
James had seen Linda enter the office. He snuck over to see Ron's door closed. He went down the hall to Larry's office, and told him that Linda was in the building. Word spread to the other employees that Linda was here. Several of them crept down the hall and put an ear to Ron's door. Upon hearing Linda's voice, James slowly and silently cracked the door. He peered inside and saw Linda up on Ron's desk, and Ron's face buried between her spread thighs.
Ron looked up at Linda. "Show me your tits," he ordered. Linda crossed her arms, grabbed the bottom of her shirt, and pulled it off, over her head. She revealed a black bra. She unhooked the front clasp, and opened the bra. Her white tits spilled out. She leaned back as Ron ate her and fondled her tits.
Ron stood up, dropped his pants, and thrust his cock between her legs. Linda sat on the edge of the desk as Ron pumped into her.
Larry, James, and the other employees took turns peeking through the door. They had all missed Linda since they fucked her two months ago. They watched Ron pump into her. Linda lay down on the top of the desk, and they watched her tits bobble all over as Ron pumped into her.
While attempting to deal with her emotions in the aftermath of her weekend of abuse, Linda could not deny to herself the intense eroticism and extreme physical pleasure she felt during every incident. Upon continuing normal sexual relations with Glenn, she felt herself unsatisfied, after experiencing both strong-willed men forcing themselves upon her, and the emotional satisfaction she felt by having so many men wanting her and giving her sexual attention, as well as performing sexual positions and acts she never enjoyed at home. She couldn't logically explain it to herself, but she felt totally compelled to come to her husband's office when he wasn't there, and do whatever it took to get sexual satisfaction from Ron and the other heartless co-workers again. Like a rapist that stalks his victims, performs vile acts upon them, feels remorse later, but continues the cycle over and over, Linda felt out of control to stop herself. She was, in effect, raping herself.
Ron made Linda get up and turn around. He leaned her over the desk, and fucked her doggie style. As he slammed into her hard, her tits went flying forward, straight out ahead of her, almost even with her chin, then came crashing back down again. The peeking employees watched her ass cheeks ripple and roll with each slam.
Linda squealed and moaned with her most intense orgasm in two months, and came just as Ron shot his load in her. Linda laid forward on the desk. Just then the door squeaked, and Linda and Ron both noticed the others looking in on them. Linda looked down with an embarrassed smile. Ron just said, "Well, you might as well come in."
Linda stood up, naked except for her shoes and her skirt bunched up around her waist. Larry and James said "Hi" to Linda. Larry French-kissed her while James felt her tits. Brett, Will, Mick, and the others took turns feeling and fingering her. Soon Larry was sitting in Ron's chair, and Linda was on his lap with her back to him, with his cock up inside her pussy. James was sitting on the edge of the desk, directly in front of her, getting a blowjob. The others either felt her tits, got hand jobs, or just stood back and watched, waiting their turn. This time, even the young, handsome Brett kissed her and fucked her.
For the rest of the afternoon, Linda was taken to various offices and cubicles to be fondled and fucked. Few of the men did much work the rest of the day, but they each had scheduled phone calls to make and sales calls to take. Between calls, they might walk by whichever desk Linda was being fucked on, and grab a handful of tit to massage, or offer their cock for her to suck. Larry talked on the phone while squeezing Linda's tits.
Pizza was ordered, and Linda was forced to go into the lobby area, alone and naked, to accept the pizza from the obviously delighted delivery guy. She also signed for a UPS package this way, and was forced to ask the guy, "Would you like a quick feel?" The UPS man eagerly groped her big tits. And when the mail was delivered, the mailman was treated to the view of Mick getting head from a naked Linda at the front desk.
Before being allowed to leave, Linda was taken to the copy machine by Mick. Her right breast was pressed against the glass and copied, so the men would have souvenirs of her large areola. Will even tacked a copy up on his office wall, next to Linda's black bra, .The next day Glenn told him to take them down, unaware that he was looking at souvenirs of his own wife's fuck-fest with his entire office.
The end.
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"God, Kevin, your mom gave me a serious boner!"
Lying on the upstairs carpet with her ear to the air vent, eavesdropping on the group of teen boys in her downstairs family room, Jackie Stuffer's heart jumped when she heard Chuck say that. "Was he really talking about me?" She wondered. She was hoping to overhear one or more of the boys talk dirty, but she really wasn't expecting a frank discussion about herself. Her hand moved down below her nightshirt to her panties, and she gently rubbed her crotch as she continued to listen.
"Yeah," said Barry, "You sure could tell she wasn't wearing a bra!"
"That nightgown was so short! Was she wearing panties under it?" asked Chuck.
"Yeah, I could see her panty lines," replied Steve.
"That's what she always wears to bed," said Kevin. "It's just a long t shirt, but I like watching her tits jiggle in it. Last night she was wearing it when she was helping me with my homework, and she kept rubbing her tit against my
shoulder!"
When Jackie Stuffer first started having what she
considered harmless sex fantasies of her son Kevin and his group of eighteen-year-old friends, she felt just a slight twinge of guilt following her orgasms. But over time, those guilty feelings completely disappeared, as the fantasies increased in frequency, and the scenes that she
played out in her mind became more debauched. Now her thoughts of the young teens occupied more and more of what little time wasn't taken up with her job, marriage, housework, and other increasingly monotonous chores. Maybe if there were more good looking men where she worked, maybe if her husband were home more, maybe if she had some fulfilling hobbies instead of the same mundane tasks, they wouldn't have even started. But they did, and now the fantasies of being involved with her son, as well as his friends, became Jackie's favorite source of escape from her dull life.
Jackie had been looking forward to the boys' sleepover for some time. She didn't really expect anything to happen, but she held out hope for any activity that would fuel further fantasies: a little flirting on her part, maybe one of the boys will stare at her body a little too long, a little insight into their sexual interests, a glimpse of one of the boys in pajamas or underwear. Little tests and games, similar to the ones that she had been developing
with Kevin.
When she became sexually interested in Kevin, she started out giving him longer hugs. This progressed into kisses on the cheek, and, recently a little peck on the lips. At the
same time, the normally modest mom started revealing more of herself to Kevin. Letting him see more of her in her nightshirt, for example. When the tall brunette caught her son staring at her large breasts swaying freely in the cotton sleeping attire, she then increased the stakes,
letting him see her in her bedroom in her bra and panties, complimenting Kevin on his maturing body, and, yes, pressing her breasts against him. Quite harmless at first, she reasoned, but now the sexual tension between them was taking a predominant role in their relationship.
And things were working out well with his friends, too. She thought she had caught a couple of them looking at her breasts a little too long on a few occasions the past couple of months, as well as admiring her long legs in her
shorts this past summer. She recalled the time that Steve phoned when Kevin wasn't home, and she stayed on the phone quite a while talking about his personal life. Once she got alone with Reggie long enough to tell him he had grown into an attractive young man, and she was rewarded with a blush. Actually, none of the boys would likely to be considered strikingly handsome. They were a group of quiet, average, maybe a little nerdy, high school seniors. As much as one heard about kids being sexually active at a
younger age these days, she saw no indication that any of these boys were dating or being chased by the girls. But at the age of forty-one, Jackie, would be thrilled to fuck any of them!
Besides her son Kevin, there was the blonde-haired Steve, who was Kevin's best friend, and the most outgoing one of the group. Jackie had known him most of his life. Barry, with long bangs and a cute, almost girlish face, has lived
just two doors down for a number of years. The dark-haired Chuck was once in a Sunday school class that Jackie taught. Reggie was a little heavy and wore glasses, but was a nice, polite kid.
The sleepover was already a success in some ways. Her husband was out of town on business until late tomorrow, and her younger son found his own sleepover to go to. A heavy snowstorm was raging, making surprise visitors unlikely. This allowed Jackie the freedom of showering and
slipping into her tight pink nightshirt early. She made a point to be in the kitchen in her nightshirt when some boys came up for drinks, which is when Barry, Steve, and Chuck stared at her body. At the same time, Jackie got some good
looks at Barry and Steve in tight tee shirts and skimpy cotton jogging shorts. And now the comments about her breasts!
"Her legs are about a mile long!" exclaimed Barry. Listening through the vent, Jackie slid her hand inside of her panties.
"Barry, did you bring your dad's porn video?" asked Kevin.
"Yeah," replied Barry. Want to watch it now?"
"Let's wait a while, until we're sure Mom's asleep," Kevin said. "We can get on the web and find some porn sites later, too."
Why, those horny, naughty teens, thought Jackie. Her parental side told her she should put a stop to any porn watching, but she decided to let it go. When the conversation switched to other subjects, Jackie rose from the floor and crept into her own bed.
She could think of no other excuse to go down to check on them, so it was time to wrap it up for the night. One more fantasy. This should be a real powerful orgasm! Under the covers, Jackie slid her panties down off of her ankles, and
encircled her clit with her middle finger. Now, which teen to fantasize about?
Suddenly, her bedroom nightlight went out, and there was an alarming silence in the dark. A slight uproar from the boys downstairs told Jackie that the power was out all over the house! Damn!
Jackie found her panties and pulled them up in the dark. She felt her way to the bedroom door, and down the hall into the kitchen, where she found the flashlight. Some of the boys were stumbling through the house, looking out the
windows. "Wow, look at all that snow!" exclaimed Chuck from an upstairs living room window. Jackie approached him from behind, and looked out the curtain with him. In the darkness, there appeared to be a good foot of wet snow on the ground, as well as all over the trees and electric lines. Jackie's face was right next to Chuck's as they peered out the window. She felt his warmth, and took the opportunity to press her left breast firmly into his right shoulder. Chuck didn't move or speak.
From somewhere else in the house, someone yelled, "The lights are out all over the neighborhood!" Jackie could see that in fact the power was out throughout the block, including the streetlights. But what she noticed even more
was that Chuck was rubbing his shoulder back and forth against her breast. The contact shot a wave of adrenalin through her.
When other teens entered the living room, Jackie broke away from Chuck, and went downstairs. In a box in the storage area, she found another flashlight, and a battery-operated lamp that they used for camping. Fortunately, the battery was still good, and it gave off adequate light in the
family room.
The teens were gathering in the family room again, and Jackie wondered how much they could see of her thin short nightshirt in the dim light. She could clearly see Barry and Steve's tight cotton jogging shorts.
"Well, it's too late for anyone to leave, and the street hasn't been plowed, so no one can drive anywhere safely. So everyone is going to have to sit tight and wait for the power to come back on," announced Jackie, once again assuming a parent and guardian role. Then she found an old
battery operated radio and listened through the static upstairs. The news reported that there were power outages all over. She made her way back downstairs and told the boys that it didn't look like the power would be on any time soon.
It was already getting cold in the house. Jackie didn't have to look down to know that her nipples were rock hard in front of the boys. The looks she got from the boys only made them harder. "Lets get the fireplace going," she
ordered. Kevin helped Jackie stack wood in the fireplace. As Jackie moved about gathering firewood and finding newspapers and matches, she was aware of her braless breasts jiggling, and was confident that the horny teens were watching them. As she leaned into the fireplace to stack the wood and kindling, she felt her short nightshirt rise, and knew her white panties were exposed to the boys. Aroused by the thought, she leaned in farther, bending at the waist, and made sure that a good percentage of her panty-clad butt was on display.
Soon they had a good fire roaring. There were two problems remaining. One was that without TV, video games, CD players, or computers, the boys were bored. The second problem was that it was too cold for Jackie to spend the night in her bedroom. "Boys, guess what? This is the only
room with heat, so you're stuck with me until the power comes on." Jackie stood between the boys and the fire, and she hoped they could see her braless silhouette through her thin nightshirt. They were certainly staring at her. Although they didn't say it, after what she heard earlier,
the horny mom was confident that the guys didn't mind having her around as long as she was dressed provocatively.
As the boys discussed what to do now, Jackie sat on the edge of the fireplace, in amazement at her good fortune being marooned with "her boys." First, my husband and other son are gone, we get snowed in, I overhear the boys lusting for me, and then the power outage forces me to virtually spend the night alone with the boys. This is
like... divine intervention! Fate! My dreams coming true!
Jackie's lust overpowered responsible logic and good judgment. She decided to throw all caution to the wind, and take every advantage of her stunningly fortunate situation.
While the boys were coming up blank on activities, Jackie was searching through her experiences for fun party games that teens would enjoy. She saw a rubber ball belonging to
her younger son, on the floor. She picked it up. "Ever played 'Pass the Grapefruit?'"
Most of the boys shrugged, but Steve said, "Yeah, a long time ago. Is that where you put the grapefruit under your chin and try to pass it to another person without using your hands?"
"That's it!" said Jackie. "It's supposed to go boy-girl-boy-girl. But since I'm the only girl, everyone has to pass it to me. Let's try it with this ball." Jackie stood up, and placed the rubber ball under her chin. She walked up to Steve, and stood just inches from him. Steve leaned forward, and pressed his body against his friend's tall mom. As Steve and Jackie rubbed up against each other in an attempt to pass the ball from Jackie's neck to Steve's without the use of hands, the other boys saw the benefits of playing this game with the large-breasted, sparsely-clad
woman. They watched silently as Jackie pressed her breasts into Steve's chest, their cheeks rubbing together. When Steve finally got the ball under his chin, he repeated the process, passing it back to Jackie.
Jackie turned to Chuck, who was eagerly waiting to be next. Chuck, like most of the teens, was shorter than Jackie, and she bent her knees slightly to meet him. The others watched as Jackie's and Chuck's whole torsos were pressed
against each other. Jackie felt her breasts rubbing against Chuck's chest. She took the opportunity to grind her hips into Chuck's crotch. While they fumbled with the ball, Jackie was amazed and thrilled to feel Chuck's hard
penis rubbing into her. Jackie placed her hands on Chuck's sides, and hugged the slender teen as she rubbed against him.
After Chuck, all of the boys eagerly lined up to play the game. Each in turn pressed their hard cocks into Jackie as she rubbed her breasts against their chests, and wrapped her arms around them. The game pretty much became a big hug-fest, the ball not even being passed back and forth.
Kevin was the last boy. Jackie tried not to be too anxious to rub against her son, particularly in front of his friends. But when they pressed together, Jackie felt his hardon also, and he pulled her towards him. Kevin was the only teen that was as tall as Jackie, and the best looking
in Jackie's biased mind. Kevin pressed his cock firmly into his mom's pussy mound, and Jackie couldn't help but emit a little moan into his ear. She ran her hands up and down his back, and Kevin did the same to her.
When each boy had two turns, a flushed Jackie reluctantly broke off the game and sat on the edge of the fireplace. She bounced her knees up and down, causing her thighs to jiggle. As the boys sat around her on a couch and some chairs, Jackie asked, "What should we do now?" While the
boys debated what was next, Jackie spotted several of them looking at her long bare legs, and staring at her crotch, trying to look up her nightshirt. Jackie subtly obliged them by opening her legs a little so they were sure to see the "V" of her white panties over her crotch. She leaned forward and crossed her arms, causing her cleavage to heave up out of the top of her nightshirt. Encouraged by the gawking of all of the boys, including Kevin, she spread her
knees apart even farther, her nightshirt creeping up high, her panties in full view.
"Here's an old game!" said Jackie. "How about 'Spin the Bottle?'"
Several boys smiled. Steve said, "Uh, I'm not sure how you play it."
"I don't either, really," admitted Jackie. "I guess you just spin a bottle, and you have to kiss whoever it's pointed at when it stops." The boys nodded their approval, and Jackie added, "Since I'm the only girl, I'll spin every
time, ok?" When the boys agreed, Jackie grabbed an empty plastic coke bottle that one of the boys had finished, and knelt in front of the coffee table. All of the boys, including Kevin, eagerly sat around the table.
"Uh, let's make a pact that whatever happens tonight stays within the group. In other words, it's our secret. OK?"
"OK," the boys all echoed in unison.
Jackie took a deep breath, and spun the bottle on the table. When it stopped spinning, the boy closest to where it pointed to was Reggie.
Reggie gave a nervous smile. When Jackie stood up, Reggie also stood up, walked around the table, and stood in front of Jackie. Jackie puckered her lips, leaned forward, and gave the round-faced teen a peck on the lips. The others
cheered as Reggie blushed and sat down. Jackie couldn't stop smiling.
Still standing, Jackie leaned over and gave the bottle a spin. This time it pointed right at Steve. Steve stood up, smiling, and quickly moved towards Jackie. Jackie wasn't going to waste her opportunity with her blonde fantasy boy. She put her arms around him tightly, pressed her lips on his with her mouth open, and slid her tongue into his mouth. Steve kissed back, and entwined Jackie's tongue with his.
Finally, Jackie released her embrace, and spun the bottle again. It was Chuck's turn, and he was ready. His tongue immediately met his former Sunday school teacher's, and he ran his hands all over her waist and back. They enjoyed a passionate French kiss.
The next spin pointed at Kevin. Jackie wasn't sure what his reaction would be. But Kevin smiled, eagerly embraced his mother, and gave her a long wet kiss. Jackie, thrilled with her son's response, flitted her tongue around his, while massaging his shoulders. Kevin squeezed his mom's waist tightly. Jackie wanted to hold him all night, but remembered that his friends were watching, and released her beloved son.
The game continued for quite a while longer, with all of the boys getting multiple turns, and each giving and receiving a good French kissing and a long hug. All of the boys pressed their erections into Jackie's thigh, crotch, or stomach, depending on their height. On his fourth turn, Barry accidentally brushed his hand over Jackie's right breast. Jackie thought it was deliberate, and subtlety ran her hand over his hard cock as she released him.
While holding on to Barry a little too long, Jackie had another brainstorm. "Who wants to dance with me?" No one volunteered at first. Jackie picked up the battery-operated radio, turned it on, and scanned the FM frequency
until she found an easy listening station. "C'mon, someone slow dance with me. Steve, how about it?"
"I, uh, don't know how to dance," mumbled Steve.
"Oh, it's easy," countered Jackie. "Come here, and I'll show you." Jackie grabbed Steve by the hand and hauled him upright. She grabbed his left hand with her right, put her left arm around his slender torso, and proceeded to give him a dance lesson. As soon as he got into a rhythm with her, Jackie drew him closer, pressing her body against his as they rocked. Steve responded by pressing his erection into her leg.
The other teens watched for a while, and then began talking amongst themselves. Jackie and Steve danced away from the fire, and into the darkness. Jackie slid both of her hands down Steve's back, and rested her hands on his two firm butt cheeks. Slowly, Steve moved his hands down Jackie's back, and allowed the tips of his fingers to touch the top of the older woman's ass. With no objections from Jackie, the fingers slid further down over her mounds, and squeezed her ass cheeks through her cotton nightshirt and panties.
The other boys noticed the dual ass groping as Jackie rested her head on Steve's shoulder. When the song ended, and the dancers released their grasp of each other, there were now plenty of other volunteers to dance with Jackie. Chuck was her next partner, and soon his palms were massaging the older woman's fleshy pillows. The horny teen slid his right hand down farther, over the back of her bare thigh. He slowly slid the hand up under her nightshirt and felt the exposed bottom of her bare ass cheek. When Jackie
responded with a quiet moan, Chuck slid the hand up under her panties, and squeezed her bare ass flesh. The others watched their friend groping the older woman's bare ass in the semi-darkness for the rest of the song.
The next song was Reggie's, and he eagerly slid both of his hands up under Jackie's nightshirt and panties, and massaged her warm ass flesh. Jackie felt his hardon pressing into her crotch, and rubbed herself against it.
Kevin volunteered to dance with his mother next. He followed his friends' "lead," and wasted no time getting his hands on his mom's bare ass flesh. He squeezed her cheeks firmly, the slowly massaged them, his hand circling
the mounds, his finger flitting over her ass crack. He slid his hand as far down as he could, and the tips of his fingers grazed over the beginnings of her pubic hair between her legs. Kevin then slid his right hand up her side over her nightshirt, and under her arm. He pressed
his palm and thumb against the side of his mom's left breast. Still getting no resistance, he tried to subtly move his hand frontward, until his thumb found Jackie's erect nipple. He flitted his thumb over the hard nipple for a minute, and squeezed his whole palm over the large tit. Jackie sighed as her son massaged her breast in the presence of his friends. She turned her head and kissed him on the lips. She moved her left hand down to his side, and slid it over his hard cock. She slowly stroked it though his cotton shorts.



When the song ended, an up-tempo track with a Latin beat blared though the tiny speaker. Jackie released her son, and started dancing by herself. "Who wants to dance with me fast?" None of the boys took the opportunity. They
were satisfied to sit back and watch Jackie dance before them. Jackie couldn't resist putting on a show for her teen audience. She wiggled her hips as much as she could, bouncing high. Jackie's large braless breasts flopped noticeably under her tight cotton nightshirt, her nipples still sticking out. Her bare thighs jiggled as Jackie
spread her legs and lifted her knees. Jackie felt her breasts heaving up and down, and flopping from side to side, as the boys stared at them. Several of the boys were sitting on the floor, and appeared to be trying to stare up
her nightshirt. Jackie allowed the sleepwear to ride up high, and in no time part of her white panty crotch was exposed.
Jackie turned her back to the boys, and wiggled her hips back and forth as fast as she could. Her ass flesh rippled and shook under her panty lines. Her nightshirt had ridden up in back also, and the boys could see part of her white
panties, and even some bare ass flesh. With all of the boys having previously put their hands under her panties, they had bunched up nearly to her crack, and now much of her bare ass was exposed. Even though it was winter, her
mounds were still noticeably whiter than her legs. Jackie looked back at the boys, smiling while watching them stare at her shaking butt. She put her hands on her sides, and slowly slid her nightshirt up farther, and soon it was bunched up almost to her waist. She stuck her ass out at the boys, causing her panties to ride up even further. Her ass flesh shook and rippled as she did everything she could to make it move.
Chuck and Steve couldn't help cheering Jackie on, yelling "Alright," and "Go, Mrs. Stuffer!" Others joined in, whistling and shouting, "Yeah!"
Jackie turned around and faced the boys again. Her moist crotch had caused her panties to stick to her pussy mound, and slid right up into her pussy lips, giving her crotch a "camel toe" appearance. Little tufts of brown pubic hair
stuck out on both sides of her panty crotch. Jackie grabbed the hem of her nightshirt with both hands and lifted it up to her navel, allowing view of her entire panties. She continued to dance with a big smile on her
face, throwing in every sexy little move that she could think of. She slowly rolled her hem up higher, exposing her midriff. Dancing with her hem nearly up to her breasts, holding the material out, she was starting to expose the bottom of her breasts. Steve and Barry were
yelling, "More!"
"You want to see more?" the dancing mom asked.
"Yeah, MORE!" all of the boys, even the smiling Kevin, hollered.
Jackie slowly lifted the hem more, exposing more of the bottoms of her shaking tits. Her fists were under her tits, and she massaged her dancing breasts. Finally, with a big smile on her face, she lifted the garment higher, and showed the smiling teens her naked, jiggling, tits. The
boys erupted which cheers and whistles as their friend's mom held her nightshirt up to her armpits, shaking her chest at them. The milky white bags were capped with very large, and very dark areolas. Jackie's hard nipples stuck
out nearly a full inch. Jackie pulled the nightshirt up over her head, dropped it, and continued to dance topless. She leaned forward to let her tits dangle in the boys' faces. Then she stood upright, and bounced as high as she
could. She could see her own breasts fly upward nearly to her chin, then crash down again almost to hear waist, dancing from side to side. Jackie enjoyed shaking them around as much as she could, having little control as to which direction each breast would take.
The teens loudly cheered the older woman on.
"Go, Mrs. Stuffer!" hollered Chuck.
"Yea, shake 'em, Mrs. Stuffer!" bellowed Reggie.
"More, Mom, More!' added Kevin.
Jackie put her hands on her panty hem, and teased the boys by tugging on the sides, exposing most of her front, then pulling it up again quickly, sometimes exposing a blink of pubic hair. She slowly wiggled the panties down, and slid
them down her hips, exposing a thick triangle of brown pubic hair to her son and his friends. Amid more cheers, she thrust her hips in and out, grinding her crotch at them. Jackie turned around, and shook her bare ass in the boys' faces.
Jackie faced the leering, cheering boys, her legs spread, knees bent, fists in the air, elbows bent. She heaved her chest at the boys, alternately gyrating and thrusting her pelvis. Jackie's chin was up in the air, a big, open-
mouthed grin on her face. The flickering firelight cast a reddish glow on her jiggling flesh. The ecstatic woman looked into the teens eyes, overjoyed at their uninhibited looks of lust at her forty-one-year-old body.
When the fast song ended and a slow one began, Jackie stopped dancing and caught her breath. The boys cheered her and gave her a loud round of applause. "Whew!" said Jackie. "Well, should I get dressed now?"
"No!" the boys simultaneously shouted.
"Well, if I'm going to be naked, then everybody has to be naked. C'mon, guys, strip down!"
Steve and Chuck quickly ripped off their t-shirts. Kevin, Barry, and a reluctant Reggie soon followed. "That's it, keep going," coaxed Jackie. The four shirtless, slender boys looked at each other, then all simultaneously pulled
off their shorts, standing naked with raging hardons. "You, too, Reggie, please!" The chunky Reggie pulled off his shorts, and he, too, exposed a full erection.
Jackie emitted a genuine gasp at the impressive, naked teens. With an open-mouth gape, she marveled at the four slender boys' firm bodies that made their erect penises appear even larger than they were. And Reggie's unit was also a respectable size.
It was the most erotic moment of Jackie Stuffer's life: naked, posing for five virile teen boys, who ware naked and presenting their erect, hairy cocks, with big grins on each of their beaming faces, leering at her naked body, showing
their obvious pleasure in seeing the grown woman's nude form.
"My God, you are all real men! Oh, I HAVE to touch all of you! I'll let you feel me up, if I can touch you!"
The lads eagerly gathered around the naked matriarch. Steve was the first to put his right hand on Jackie's hip, and quickly run it up her waist, and over her left breast. Chuck grabbed her right breast. Reggie and Kevin each squeezed a butt cheek, and Barry rubbed his neighbor's
hairy pussy mound. Jackie reached down and grabbed the first two cocks she could get her hands on, which belonged to Steve and Chuck. She slowly stroked the firm shafts as the teens felt and jostled her.
While Chuck squeezed and massaged Jackie's breast, Steve played with her long nipple, pulling and pinching it. "Does that hurt?" he asked.
"No, you can be pretty rough with them," cooed Jackie. Steve yanked her nipple harder, stretching her areola. Chuck did the same thing. Soon both of the boys were lifting Jackie's big jugs by her nipples, shaking them up
and down. It did start to hurt just a little, but Jackie was thoroughly aroused by their attention and manipulation. Barry pinched her pussy meat and combed his finger through her long pubic hair. His index finger grazed her wet slit, causing Jackie to sigh. When Barry slid his middle finger into her lubricated lips, Jackie spread her legs, and grabbed Steve and Chuck's dicks harder. Steve and Chuck
each leaned over and sucked on her nipples and licked her breasts. Jackie took turns stroking all five cocks.
Jackie noticed that Barry was doing something strange. He held his dick in his free hand, and was rubbing the head along her naked hips and thighs. As the boys started taking turns with her body parts, Barry moved behind his mature neighbor, and rubbed his dick head over her bare
ass. Then he slid the head up and down the taller woman's ass crack, pressing his groin into her buns. Jackie wondered if he wanted to enter her from behind, but he seemed content to rub it over her body. "Barry, if you want to stick that somewhere, I've got a good place." Jackie slowly turned around and pressed her groin against
Barry's cock head. Barry grinned at her as he slid his purple helmet through her pubic hair, up and down over her dripping wet pussy lips. Jackie lowered her hips, and pressed the dick head against her swollen clit. Barry pressed forward more, and the tip of his cock disappeared
inside of her pussy lips. Thus Barry became the first teen to penetrate Mrs. Stuffer.
The other teens continued to feel Jackie all over, not even aware that Barry was inside of her. Jackie pressed forward, and felt the teen shaft slide into her lubricated slit. She looked over at her son Kevin, who was sucking on her right nipple. She put her hand over his head and held him to her breast, while his friend slowly slid his cock in and out of her. Jackie reached down and played with her son's balls and stroked his long shaft.
The other teens were realizing that Barry was fucking Mrs. Stuffer right in front of them. Barry was thrusting his hips in and out. Jackie had her legs spread as far as she could, and was meeting his thrusts. The angle wasn't quite
ideal, and Barry's cock wasn't in deep, but his shaft was making contact with her clit as it went in and out. Jackie was starting to pant and squirm. "Ohhh! Haaa!" The others kept feeling Jackie, but her attention was on her clit. "Ooooooh, Ohhhhhhh!"
Jackie suddenly felt Barry's cock squirt its warm jism into her pussy. "Ooh Oooh OOOH!" Jackie shuddered with her own orgasm, hanging onto Barry and the others for support, her eyes closed, her head spinning.
When Barry pulled out, Jackie sat down, panting. Once she had regained some composure from her orgasm, she looked up at the remaining four boys with their still-erect cocks. Jackie grabbed a sleeping bag that had been loosely stuffed
in the corner, and quickly rolled it out in the middle of the carpet. She lay on top of it on her back. She spread her legs wide, and smiled up at the boys. "Who wants to fuck me?" She never used the word "fuck" in public, but it
just naturally flowed from her lips.
The four boys looked down at Kevin's smiling mom on her back, her legs spread wide, her pink pussy glistening through the forest of hair, her big tits sloping slightly to her sides, but mostly piled up high on her chest. All four boys raised their hands and said, "I do!" But Steve was the first to kneel in between her legs. Jackie grabbed his cock and guided it to her pussy lips. With a few instructions, Steve moved forward, and slid the full length of his cock inside his best friend's mom. He got down on
his elbows as Jackie whispered, "A little higher, honey." Steve got into the saddle, and pumped the older woman at a medium pace.
"OH, is this GREAT!" he grunted as he fucked Jackie. His friends encouraged him and cheered him on as Jackie wrapped her thighs around him, stroked his back and butt, and whimpered. As Steve got more comfortable, he stroked faster and harder, as Jackie's whimpers turned to moans,
then squeals.
Feeling the slippery cock penetrating deep inside her, Jackie was quickly reaching another climax. "Uh! Uh! Uh! Oooooww!" She clamped her long thighs around Steve, gyrating her hips back and forth. She dug her fingers into his back. "UGG UUUUHHHHH! STEVE!" She had never had sex in front of anyone else before. Opening her eyes to see Kevin and his friends watching her, she lost all control, thrashing back and forth, almost throwing Steve off of her. "WOOOOO! FUCCCKKKKKK!" She felt Steve shoot his load
deep into her pussy. "UGGGGGG!"
Steve climbed off of Jackie and rested on the couch. Jackie lay on her back panting. She looked over at Chuck, who was sitting next to her staring at her naked body, his cock still stiff. Jackie reached over and stroked him. Chuck lay back on the carpet, and Jackie knelt between his
legs. She lowered her head down, opened her mouth, and took her former Sunday school pupil's stiff cock between her lips. Chuck moaned and laughed as Jackie slid her lips up and down on him. "God, what a feeling!"
Barry and Steve now sat on either side of Jackie on the carpet, reached under her, and played with her tits. "I can't keep my hands off of these!" explained Steve. Reggie knelt behind Jackie, and massaged Jackie's two ass cheeks sticking up in the air. He reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy before inserting a finger inside of it.
Jackie lifted her head, smiled back at Reggie, and said, "Reggie, why don't you fuck me from behind?" Reggie knelt upright, presented his stiff cock between her legs, and slid it into her pussy from behind.
"Ohhh!" moaned Reggie as he slid his cock in and out of his friend's mom doggie-style. He started to hump faster, slamming his full weight into Mrs. Stuffer, causing her thighs and ass cheeks to ripple and shake like Jell-O. Jackie moaned her approval as she sucked Chuck's cock, and
felt Steve and Barry groping her tits.
"Mmmphhhh! Mummmpphhh!" moaned Jackie as she got jostled around. She licked and sucked on Chuck passionately while getting her pussy slammed from behind. She started to squeal and convulse again.
Chuck mumbled something about cumming, and Jackie felt his warm jizm squirt into her mouth. The dick momentarily slipped from her mouth, and the next shot of cum splashed onto her nose and cheek. She regained the head in her mouth and sucked down the rest of Chuck's cum.
Jackie pressed her butt back at Reggie, and contracted her cunt muscles around his sliding cock. "OWWWWWOH!" she squealed, and thrashed around in the midst of another orgasm. She felt Reggie's hot jism spitting into her pussy as she thrashed about. Reggie pulled out of Jackie, and
she curled up on the floor.
Jackie pulled herself up from the floor, and sat on the couch next to Kevin. Kevin's cock was still hard. "Honey, are you OK?"
"Yea," Kevin said.
"Are you cool with all of this?"
"Sure, I'm enjoying it," Kevin told his naked mom while looking down at her tits.
Jackie put her left arm around her son, and put her right hand on his naked thigh. She gently stroked his balls with the tips of her fingers, causing his dick to spasm. Jackie wrapped her long fingers around Kevin's cock.
"You didn't mind me having sex with your friends?"
"No, it was cool watching it!"
Kevin reached up and massaged his mom's left tit. Jackie responded by stroking his cock.
"Did you want to have sex with me, too?" Cooed Jackie. Kevin looked up at his watching friends. "They won't tell anyone. Everything that happens tonight stays among us, right guys?"
The four other teens nodded an affirmative. Jackie got off the couch, and straddled her son. She lowered her torso down onto his lap. She aimed her pink pussy over his cock head, and let the shaft slide into her as she dropped down on him. Jackie wiggled into position, and kissed her son. Kevin reached around her, and put his hands on her ass cheeks. He moaned and smiled as he thrust up into his mom's pussy.
Jackie whimpered as she bucked her hips on him. She took his head, and held it between her breasts. Kevin buried his face in his mom's cleavage, then wrapped his lips around his mom's right nipple and sucked it. "OoooOOOHH!"
cried Jackie. Her moans blended with the creaking of the couch and the squishy noises made by the cock in and out of
her already-used pussy.
"Oh, Mom!" groaned Kevin.
"Uh, Uh, Oh, Kevin!" responded his mother.
Kevin leaned back and admired his mom's jiggling tits in his face as she bounced up and down on him. He toyed with her ass, thighs and hips, before he resumed suckling on his moaning mother's dark nipple. He had a hard time keeping
it in his mouth as his mom thrashed about, nearing another orgasm. Kevin couldn't hold out any longer, either. The two of them gyrated and bounced all over the couch, Jackie squealing, and Kevin sucking. Kevin shot his load up into
his mother's canal, as she collapsed on top of him.
After resting in her son's arms for a few minutes, Jackie looked back at the other teens. All were hard again. And Jackie was getting aroused again looking at them. "Did everyone get to fuck me?"
"I didn't," exclaimed Chuck.
"But you got a blow job," countered Reggie. "I'm ready again!" The others all announced their desire for more sex from their friend's mom.
Jackie pondered which one to take again. "OK, Chuck, lay on your back on the sleeping bag." The dark-haired teen did as he as told. Jackie straddled the lad, and slid her pussy down over his cock. While slowly humping Chuck, Jackie asked Steve to stand on one side of them. She
turned her head, and wrapped her lips over Steve's cock. She told Barry and Reggie to stand on either side of her, and she stroked their cocks and played with their balls.
Jackie moaned through Steve's cock as she sucked him, fucked Chuck, and jerked off Barry and Reggie. All were smiling and chuckling. Jackie glanced back at her son, who was sitting on the couch, his red, glistening cock still stiff, jacking himself off as he watched his mom and his
four friends. He was staring right down at his mom's asshole as she humped Reggie.
Kevin stood up, and knelt behind his mom. He slid his cock along her ass crack. The goosey feeling further aroused Jackie. She stopped humping Chuck for a minute, and temporarily took her mouth off of Steve's dick. "Kevin, can you put it in my hole?" she asked her son.
"Uh, I don't know. It looks so small." Kevin mumbled.
"Oh, try, honey, I've never had it that way!"
Kevin jabbed his slippery dick head at his mom's asshole. He worked it in circles, trying to force it in. As his mom grunted, Kevin managed to stuff his cock head inside her anus. From there, Jackie felt the shaft slowly work its
way into her anal scabbard. "UHHGG UGGG! It's tight!" she groaned, as her son took her virgin asshole.
Kevin also grunted, but once inside her, slowly humped her ass. Jackie felt like she was being split in two. It was a tight fit, tighter than any of the cocks she'd had in her pussy, but there was something about the cock pressing into
her that aroused her.
Jackie resumed her attention to the others. She again sucked Steve, stroked Barry and Reggie, and tried to get into a rhythm with Chuck and Kevin. It was awkward, her neck and back hurt, she had a hard time raising her arms to get to the cocks in her hand, but she was in ecstasy. Sweating between the five teen's bodies, she humped and
sucked and stroked as fast as she could. Barry and Reggie and Steve were all trying to feel her hanging tits. The cock in her mouth muffled Jackie's moans, squeals, and grunts.
Steve came first, spilling his jism all over Jackie's nose, eyes, and hair. As he pulled away, Jackie was able to get into a slightly more comfortable position. She emitted a series of loud, unladylike grunts. "UHHH! URRGHHH!
RRARRGGH!"
Reggie's cock shot cum onto her right tit, and dribbled onto her hand. Almost simultaneously, Barry's cock spit on her left tit and chest. Jackie released the two cocks from her hands, and fell on top of Chuck. Chuck and Kevin were
in a good rhythm as they fucked her pussy and ass. Kevin leaned over his mom's back. Though in some pain, Jackie loved to feeling of the two cocks inside her in close proximity. She felt like their two dick heads were almost touching. "UH, UH, UH, UH! HAARRGGGH!"
Jackie's long orgasm was dizzying. She gyrated and thrashed as much as the two lancing cocks would allow. "WWHHHOOOOOUUUG!" She felt Chuck shoot a load into her. And then she felt the new sensation of Kevin's warm cum shooting up her asshole. "HHHHHHAAARRRGGGGG!"



As Kevin slowly slid out of her, Jackie collapsed on top of Chuck, crying and laughing at the same time.
The boys slowly got up and took breaks, went to the bathroom, got drinks, and retuned to the warm family room, as Jackie lied on her side, watching the still naked boys. She had never had so many orgasms in one day. Yet as she looked at the boys, most of who were semi-hard, their cocks
hanging down, she grew horny again.
She took each of the boys one more time, one at a time. She allowed each to choose to do whatever they wanted. Ultimately, they each chose to lie on top of her and fuck her in missionary position. Several, including Kevin, did
request a little cock sucking as foreplay.
When they were finished, it was nearly dawn. A wobbly Jackie stood up, grabbed her nightshirt and panties, and slowly made her way upstairs to take a shower. Just as she turned on the water, the lights came back on. By the time she dried her hair and returned downstairs in a clean robe,
most of the boys were asleep on the floor. She lied down next to her beloved son Kevin, crawled inside his sleeping bag, and fell asleep in his arms.
The End.
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WARNING! The following story contains explicit descriptions of mature wives and mothers doing slutty things in front of horny college boys!
It had been Val's idea to get together with the "girls" for a weekend at their old college campus. Besides checking out a few old haunts, it was centrally located for the four women, who were now in their late thirties and early forties. Val, a middle school teacher, was pissed at her husband. Nothing really marriage threatening, but she felt she needed to get away from him and let loose a little. Linda and Gail, both grade school teachers, were doing relatively well in their marriage, but were more than happy
to relieve the stress of their families and jobs for a weekend with their old college friends. Kim, the only one to forego teaching and enter the business world, did have some serious problems with her husband, and was glad to get away for a weekend.
The four women checked into their off-campus hotel room, and immediately met in the lounge for drinks. Soon the conversation became sex-charged, as the four wives, mothers, and career women checked out the bartender, other male patrons, and college-aged hotel employees. Led by Val and Kim, always the two wildest ones, the drinks were strong and kept coming.
"Hey, we could still get guys, we look pretty damned good!" Val proclaimed, pumping up the others' egos. And she was correct. All four women were still attractive. Each had taken care to get their hair, makeup, jewelry, and casual clothes right. And each had something different visually to offer.
Linda was the most striking of the group, a tall brunette, who didn't have the Vegas showgirl-type figure she did before she had children, but with her pretty face, stylishly teased hair that fell several inches short of her shoulders, incredibly long legs, and 40C tits that got larger after she had kids, a less-than-prefect stomach and butt could be forgiven. She wore a tight, thin clinging sweater tucked into her tight jeans that gave her crotch a "camel toe" appearance.
Val was nearly as busty as Linda, although not as tall. Her blonde hair was long and thick. And her jeans and turtleneck sweater were also tight.
Kim was also a blonde, but a little more slender than Val. Her hair was cut short, and her b-cup breasts capped a trim figure. Kim now wore oval wire-rimmed glasses all of the time. Her top scooped down nearly to her bra, and her pre-faded jeans capped a nice butt.
Gail had long dark-brown hair that curled under at her shoulders. She was the same height as Kim, and had small breasts, a fact she had always been insecure about. But Gail was the one that worked out the most, and her slender, firm figure was not all that different from her college days. She also wore tight denim, and her padded bra could be seen through her white sweater.
"Let's go downtown," ordered Val loudly. "There's no action here."
"What do you want to do?" Asked Linda.
"Go somewhere where there's some young college guys!" Answered Val. "But Kim has to drive. The rest of us have minivans, and I'm not riding in a minivan tonight!"
The four tipsy ladies climbed into Kim's SUV and started driving toward the downtown section. On the way, they detoured through their old campus. It was the first warm evening of the spring, and Kim had her window rolled down a few inches, when she spotted a carload of college boys in the lane to her left. As they pulled up to a read light, Kim saw one boy looking at her, and yelled, "Hi, boys," through the window. All four boys looked over at the smiling Kim.
"Flash them, Kim!" Val ordered from the rear passenger side. Without giving it a second thought, Kim grabbed the top of her cotton blouse, and with one yank, pulled down both her top and her left bra cup, exposing her whole left breast. The tipsy wife pressed her bare breast against the widow, as the teens in the next car gawked at her tit smashed flat against the glass. The boys erupted in cheers, as the women erupted in squeals and laughter. The light turned green, and with traffic approaching from the rear, Kim pulled up her top and drove away, losing the boys. Gail and Linda couldn't believe Kim had done that, but Val laughed and hollered.
Several blocks away, Val spotted some cute college boys congregated on the sidewalk. "Go around the block, I'm gonna flash those guys," commanded Val. Kim made a series of right-hand turns, and was slowly approaching the group again. Val lowered her window two-thirds of the way down, and pulled her sweater up to expose her midriff. When the SUV was within a few feet of the boys, Kim brought it to a stop. Val yelled out, "Hey guys, how're ya doing?" When the boys looked up at Val, she hooked her fingers around her sweater hem as well as the bottoms of her bra cups, and yanked up. Her large while breasts fell out, and Val arched her back and pushed them out the window. Her tits hung out and over the window as she shook them. The boys first stared wide-eyed, then smiled and hollered at the smiling older blonde woman's tits hanging over the glass.
BAR SCENE
The women arrived and parked downtown with no further events. They headed for a large bar that used to be one of their hangouts. It was still there, but it was now a sports bar called "Victory Lounge." The bar had been expanded, and was packed with hundreds of patrons, mostly college-aged boys. Val had wondered why she had so much trouble booking a hotel room, and she finally found out why: There was a basketball tournament in town, and the
local college's team was playing for first place at this very moment. A dozen large and small TV monitors showed the game. The girls bought some drinks, and found a corner near the bar to stand and drink.
While guzzling their drinks, the girls loudly laughed and discussed Kim and Val's wild flashes from the drive over. Within earshot was a man in his thirties named Frank Joseph. With him was a man in his mid-twenties named Tony. Frank and Tony had come to the bar to scout the location.
The following night, there was to be a wet t-shirt contest, and they were going to videotape it for inclusion in the next release of their successful video series, "Girls Gone Slutty." Frank was the owner of the production company, and Tony was his cameraman. Tony had his video camera resting on the floor next to him. Later he was going to take some shots for some test lighting and crowd scenes, and if some local college slut wanted to flash for him, he would be ready for that, too.
Frank overheard the women telling their flashing stories, and checked them out. Nope, too old for his video, was his first thought. But the more he looked them over, he realized that these were attractive older women. While the rest of the crowd was busy watching the game, why not approach them, the fearless businessman thought.
Frank bought four beers, and carried them over the women. "Hi, I'm Frank. I couldn't help overhearing your stories. My friend Tony here are and I are making a little video for our own pleasure, and I was thinking that it would be great to get you to contribute your talents to it."
"What talents?" Asked Kim.
"He means your flashing," answered Gail.
"Oh," said Kim, laughing. "I don't think so."
"How about you?" Frank asked Val. You just did it for free, would you do it for a hundred dollars?"
"Let's see the money," was Val's answer.
Frank pulled five twenties from his wallet. Val just smiled and started to grab her sweater. "No, just a minute," said Frank.
Tony quickly got his camera ready. Val told her friends to gather around her, so the other bar patrons wouldn't see her and start a commotion. When the red light on the camera lit, Frank asked, "What's your name?"
"Valerie."
"Do I have your permission to videotape this?"
"Yea," laughed Val.
"How about you other girls. Can I videotape you?"
"Sure," the girls giggled.
"OK, honey," said Frank. With that Val once again lifted her sweater and her bra cups, and the camera captured her large round white breasts falling out of her bra. Val squealed and shook her tits at the camera with a big drunken grin on her face. The other girls laughed at her as she threw her chest out. When she finally pulled her sweater back down, Tony turned off the camera.
Frank thanked the women and gave Val her cash. Then he bought two rounds of shots for each lady, and kept them coming.
Frank faded into the crowd, as the women pointed out good-looking college jocks to each other. Finally, the basketball game ended with the home team victorious. The crowd was jubilant and boisterous. Music played loudly, and the girls started dancing with themselves. A handful of drunken college boys began noticing the women, and started to dance with them. All four ladies were dancing wildly, jumping up and down, and throwing their hips out. After some time, and some more shots, a slow song played, and several boys grabbed the women and danced slow with them. Val laid her head on her partner's shoulder, and didn't object when he ran his hands down over her ass and squeezed it as they danced. In fact, Val reached down and groped the young jock's chiseled butt.
Frank approached Val and the others again, and held up a small white shirt that said, "Victory Lounge" in small letters along the top. "Would you girls each like to get one of these?"
"Oh, yeah, I like that!" said Kim. "How much are they?"
"You can't buy them. But you can earn them. You see, there's going to be a wet t-shirt contest here tomorrow, but I just talked to the bartender, and he said if you want to you can put these on tonight."
"A wet t-shirt contest?" Asked Linda.
Some of the college boys heard the proposition. "Yeah, do it, do it." Soon a dozen boys were surrounding the four women, chanting and hollering for them to get on the bar in the white t-shirts."
"C'mon, let's go," yelled Val to the others. Kim agreed, but Linda and Gail were reluctant. "C'mon, we're all gonna do it!" Val commanded. Frank produced three more t-shirts
and handed them to each girl. Val got the other three girls to surround her, and she knelt on the floor, quickly peeled off her sweater and bra, and put on the skimpy white cotton shirt with spaghetti straps. Kim changed next, and then the small-titted Gail, followed by the big-titted Linda.
Frank retrieved their clothes and purses for safekeeping, and some burly college kids helped lift the four braless t-shirt-wearing mothers onto the bar. The bartender turned up the house lights, and handed out pitchers of water, and a few large soaker water guns, to some of the guys. The drunken college boys were soon dousing the four women with cold water, and the bartender kept refilling the guns and pitchers. The women squealed and put their hands up to protect their hair and makeup. Soon the four gals were soaked from shoulder to knees.
The crowd began to cheer as soon as the girls got doused, and as Val and Kim started dancing to the music, the boys started hollering more. The t-shirts were purchased specifically for wet t-shirt contests, and became transparent as soon as they were wet. Val's shirt clung tightly to her big tits, her pink areola clearly visible, her cold, rock-hard nipples protruding. Val put her hands up in the air, and thrust her chest in and out, causing her tits to jump up and down. Kim, still wearing her glasses, had ripped her shirt at the neck, down to he cleavage, and tied the waist up, displaying her bare midriff, and as she danced, her tits hopped up and down. Her tits, smaller and firmer versions of Val's, were also on display in her see-thru shirt.
Gail also started dancing to the music. Her breasts were the smallest, but her nipples protruded out almost as far as her tits did, and she wiggled her hips more to compete for attention. Linda's jugs were not only the biggest, but her areolas were large and dark, and could be seen clearly from the far side of the room. In fact, her areolas were as big as Gail's whole tits. Linda was the least boisterous dancer, but her tits sagged down nicely and bobbled back and forth. Being the largest, her shirt was the tightest, and her tits hung out the sides and top of the shirt.
The women looked out at the large crowd of smiling, hollering teens, giving the long-married women sexual attention like they'd never had before. Each woman had a handful of boys standing right below her, giving her personal attention. Each woman in turn leaned over and shook their tits for their personal crowd.
Hearing the boys yelling, "More!" and "Take it off!" encouraged them more. Being a little uncomfortable in wet blue jeans anyway, Val and Kim both started to unsnap and unzip theirs, and slowly tug them down, teasing the boys all the way. Soon Kim was dancing in a pair of silk lavender panties displaying her smooth calves and thighs, and Val was sporting red cotton panties with a white waistband, her slightly meatier thighs jiggling. Linda and Gail, the two with the best legs, followed. Gail displayed tight pink panties, supported by gorgeous calves and thighs that were rock hard from years of running and exercising. Linda was the only woman wearing plain white cotton panties. But her panties were pulled tight over her crotch, and as the girls continued to get soaked with water, her panties became almost as transparent as her t-shirt, and a dark "V" appeared as her pubic hair could be seen through the wet panties. Linda danced with her dark pubic hair matching her dark areolas, her long thighs shaking, her big tits bobbling.
None of the girls noticed that Tony had his camera running, videotaping every bit of the married ladies' strip tease. His camera followed each of them, zooming in close on their jiggling tits.
Kim's shirt, which she had ripped up, was showing more and more cleavage. Again with crowd encouragement, she pulled it down more, and let her right nipple peek out. Val saw what she was doing, and Val started lifting up on her shirt, baring her midriff, and giving glimpses of the bottoms of her big jugs. Kim competed by pulling her shirt up, over her glasses, and completely off, to the crowd's approval. Val responded to the challenge, and pulled her shirt completely off over her head. The loudest cheer yet greeted Val's heavy, pale globes, capped with pink areola. Val and Kim spread their legs, bent their knees, and shook their tits wildly for the grinning boys.
Gail and Linda were still keeping their tops on, but Val and Kim yelled over at them to take them off. Gail relented, and with a shy grin, crossed her arms, grabbed her shirt hem, and lifted it off. Her crowd response wasn't as loud as Val's, but the crowd still cheered and stared at her small white tittes. Her dark-pink nipples were erect and long and pointing out.
Val and Kim approached Linda, and started pulling up on her shirt. Finally Linda shooed them away, and started pulling up on the shirt by herself. The crowd erupted again as the mature statuesque woman's big bags fell out of her shirt and danced around, seemingly on their own accord. Her heavy mammaries were milky-white but topped with her large dark areolas. With more crude prodding and encouraging from the boys below her, Linda bounced wildly, causing her hooters to fly up high and crash down again, and dance from side to side, sometimes in unison with each other, sometimes going their separate ways. Like the other three wives, she couldn't suppress the big smile on her face.
Kim turned her back to the crowd and shook her ass at them. With more crowd encouragement, she pulled up on her panties and bunched them up into her crack, giving the impression that she was wearing a thong. The crowd cheered as her bare white butt cheeks shook and rippled. She faced the crowd again, pulled her panties inside of her pussy lips, and exposed a large patch of dark-blonde pussy hair.
Gail, generally considered the shyest of the group, couldn't compete with the other girls' big tits. So she turned around and shook her panty-clad ass at the crowd. She heard more calls to "take it off," and hooked her thumbs into her waistband. She slowly pulled them down, just barely exposing the top of her crack at first. With more hollering, she pulled them all the way down her thighs. As Gail bent over to pull her panties off of her feet, she displayed her dark brown pubic hair between her legs. She stood up, and ground and shook her firm but still-jiggling bare ass.
Kim, Val, and Linda quickly tugged down their respective panties. Val exposed a wide, thick blonde triangle of pubic hair. Linda's was just as untamed and thick, but a brown color. These mamas didn't have bikini cuts. Gail turned around and let the throng see her pussy hair, a full dark brown patch, but it looked a little more manicured than the others, giving the impression that some trimming may have been done.
The four women danced naked, except for earrings, necklaces, wedding bands, and Kim's glasses. In the dim light and smoky bar, the younger men clearly forgave the mother's physical imperfections. Particularly from a distance, the extra jiggling and bobbling that their flesh did was a real turn-on for the guys. The women were grabbing each other's tits, grinding their pussies into each other's asses, squatting and spreading for the boys, and generally having a wonderful erotic time.
When fatigue started to set in, the women climbed off of the bar and began looking for their clothes. As they pulled up their still-wet jeans and threw on their bras and shirts, a number of college boys reached over and grabbed their tits, and the women sometimes threw their chests out to oblige, but stopped them when too many hands reached in.
The women stayed in the bar for a while, making out with some of the more aggressive boys, and letting them feel the women up in dark corners. The women kept pouring down drinks supplied by the college boys as well as Frank, who kept his eye on his new video stars.
CAUSING A RIOT
Word spread that thousands of kids had poured into the street outside in celebration of their team's victory. The women worked their way outside. Nearly the entire city block was jammed with shouting, drinking college students, most of them male. Val led the other women a few feet into the crowd, and joined them in hollering and celebrating. The women felt a couple of stray hands land on their asses and tits, but mostly enjoyed the mild gropes. Some of the boys who recognized them from their nude dancing started talking to them. Soon each of the women found themselves surrounded by two or more college boys giving them individual attention, leering at them and hitting on them.
One of Val's "suitors" suggested to Val that she should flash the crowd. Val jumped at the idea, and yelled over at her three old classmates that they should do the same. The college boys around them heard the talk of flashing, and started to cheer and move in. Val climbed onto her "suitor's" shoulders, not an easy feat for a drunken woman. Once up on his shoulders, above the crowd, the nearer boys chanted, "Flash, flash, flash!" and "Show us your tits!" Hundreds more boys looked Val's way, and joined in the noise.
Val looked out over the crowd, and realized that she was the center of attention as far as she could see. She crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her sweater, and pulled it up to reveal her midriff. She grabbed her bra cups with her bunched-up sweater, and lifted. Val's tits fell out of their cups, and she held her sweater up under her armpits as thousands of cheering boys looked at the smiling teacher's bare tits. Val loved the response as she looked out over the huge crowd.
Frank and Tony had followed the women out into the street, and as soon as Val climbed up on the boy's shoulder, Tony started videotaping Val. Fortunately, the girls were under a streetlight, and Tony was able to get in good position to tape Val's latest flash.



The boys around the other three women didn't wait to ask, they began to pick up the ladies and put them on guy's shoulders. The smiling women squealed a little, but didn't exactly fight off the boys. Above the crowd, each woman got aroused watching Val get all the attention. Kim teased the crowd by puller her shirt off and posing in her bra. Then she arched her back, unhooked her bra, and unleashed her tits to more thunderous cheers.
Linda's tight sweater caused plenty more anticipation to the frothing crowd. Hands started reaching up and grabbing her shirt. Finally she got her shirt up, pulled up on her bra cups, and exposed her large white tits to the mob. Hands immediately came out of the crowd, reached up, and started to grope her swaying melons. At first there were just a few gentle squeezes, but the hands multiplied, and completely covered the large tits, pinching and kneading them.
Hands also reached up to Val and Kim's tits, and groped them, as the boys holding them up got jostled around.
The mob didn't wait for Gail to flash. Hands reached up and began to rip at her shirt. In a matter of seconds, her blouse and bra were ripped clean away, leaving the teacher to try to cover her breasts and repel the attack, as she tried to retain her balance.
The crowd surged toward the women, and the boys holding them struggled to stay up. The four topless ladies reeled from side to side as the teens circled and moved in like piranhas. Gail and Kim were pulled down, and were crowd-surfed in different directions, multiple hands grabbing their bare breasts as well as their asses and pussies and every other inch of their body.
Linda managed to somehow stay on her feet when she landed, but she also was felt and groped over her entire body. Hands pulled down her jeans and grabbed her bare ass and pussy. Val was on the ground, her pants also pulled of as her tits were abused.
As the surging crowd got knocked around, fights began to break out all over. Others threw bottles, and a parked car was overturned. The police moved in from the opposite side of the crowd, spraying water cannons at the mob. In a matter of minutes, most of the crowd scattered in all directions. As soon as they were free, the four women managed to find each other near the area where they were separated. All four were completely naked, and they hurried down the street away from the commotion and police.
Frank and Tony tried to keep up with them.
MAMAS AND FRAT BOYS
The nude mamas ran down the block, and hid in the darkness next to Delta Felta, a frat house that had been there since they were in college. The still-drunken women huddled in the dark, panting, hugging, and laughing a little bit, too. They were unhurt, except for a few minor welts and bruises, and dirt on Val's back and ass.
"Well, we have to go somewhere. We might as well go into Delta Felta and see if they'll give us some clothes," said Val. Frank and Tony spotted them sneaking into the frat house nude.
A group of drunken frat brothers were just settling into their living room after attending the riot down the street. Gulping plastic cups of beer, they looked up in shock at the four naked older women who walked unannounced into their house.
"Hey, it's those old women that flashed on the street!" Announced one young frat boy.
"Yeah, and I saw them stripping in Victory Lounge," added another.
The four women walked into the center of the room as the frat boy sat around on couches and chairs and stared at their naked bodies.
"Wow! What are you doing here?" Asked one boy.
"We kinda lost our clothes, and you were the closest building," replied Linda. "We were wondering if we could find anything at all to wear here."
Laughing, one boy answered, "Well, we probably don't have anything real flattering for you to wear, but we might find something you can fit into."
"Thanks, we'd appreciate it," said a naked Gail.
"What'll ya do to earn it?" Said one boy.
"How about you dance a little like you did at Victory Lounge," suggested another. Other boys liked that idea.
"OK, a little bit, if you give us some beer," said Val.
In no time each woman had a cup of beer in their hand, and a CD player played heavy metal music fairly quietly. The four women started dancing naked with each other in front of the twenty or so young males. The slow tempo kept things subdued, but when Val approached Gail from behind and started fondling her breasts, the mood heated up. Nobody was more surprised than Val when Gail turned her head and planted her lips onto Val's. Val and Gail's tongues danced around each other within view of some of the boys. The women faced each other, pressed their chests together, and let their nipples rub against each other.
They caressed each other sensually, and both of their hands found the other's pussy.
The boys were so focused on the nude women that no one noticed Tony's video camera taping them through a window. "What are we going to do with this footage? These women are too old and flabby for our viewers," he asked Frank.
"They're pretty hot and slutty, though," replied Frank. "In our next video we'll add a special section for older women. All night long these broads have been turning on younger guys. All boys have some fantasies of seeing their teachers or friend's moms or neighbors nude."
"How about some lap dances?" asked a drunken frat boy. Kim stood in front of the boy, straddled the chair he was sitting on, and lowered her butt onto his lap. She shook her tits inches from his face as she rubbed her crotch back and forth over his. The boy latched his hands onto Kim's bare ass.
Linda straddled a small young boy sitting in the middle of a couch, and sat on his lap. She played with his hair while sliding her hips in and out over the bulge in his pants. The kid looked closely at her face, noting the small wrinkles around her eyes, and several others around her mouth. She still looked beautiful to the drunken coed. The kid buried his face between the tall woman's two big tits.
Gail and Val were drawing plenty of attention with their moaning and whimpering as they pleasured each other with their lips and fingers. Their actions got more passionate and frantic, until they both shuddered with orgasms. Despite enjoying their experiment with lesbianism, Gail and Val decided they wanted pieces of the young male meat. They looked at the boys sitting around them to pick a lap partner. Val settled in on a large, muscular lad.
As Gail eyeballed several boys on a couch, one of them said, "Hi, Mrs. Daniels."
Gail stared at the boy for a moment, "Billy?" Billy was a neighbor of hers back home. Realizing she was naked in front of a young neighbor of hers, Gail almost started to cover her body with her hands, but realized that was ridiculous to do now. She stood in front of him as he ran his eyes up and down her naked front. "I didn't know you went to school here."
"Yeah, I'm a junior. You sure do have a great body."
"Oh, uh, thanks, Billy. Would you me to, um sit on your lap?"
"Oh, sure," said Billy, and lowered her torso onto her neighbor's lap. She wrapped her hard thighs around the boy, and he put his arms around her waist. "I used to watch you play with your kids in the yard. I thought you were hot! I never thought I'd get to hold you naked," whispered Billy. He moved his hands over her bare ass.
Gail responded by rubbing her pussy over his hard dick through his pants. " Billy, I used to watch you wash your car in just your skimpy cutoffs. You have a real nice body, too." Gail ran her hands over Billy's chest. Billy mirrored her movements, and ran his hands over his mature
neighbor's chest, squeezing her little tits and gently pinching her nipples, making her whimper. They French kissed as they groped each other.
Val was the first to unzip her partner's pants and unleash his hard cock. She continued her lap dance, except now the exposed dick was rubbing over her hair-engulfed pussy lips. Her lad sucked her big tits as he kneaded them.
Linda was being felt by the boy under her, as well as the two on either side of her on the couch. They all squeezed her tits and rubbed her ass and long thighs. The boy under her managed to pull his hard cock out of his pants, and started to slide it up into her slippery pussy. Linda moaned as the unit entered her.
Gail was now fucking her neighbor Billy. The sounds of panting boys, moaning women, and the squishy sounds of cocks sliding in and out of pussies filled the room. The girls were numb from alcohol, but still sensitive enough to be totally aroused being fucked by such young studs.
"Oooh!" "Huuggg!" "Aaaah!" "Unnggggh!"
The four women came to a near-simultaneous climax, along with their four partners.
Kim looked around at the eager boys, lining up to take her next. "Oh, we're going to have to get creative to satisfy this crowd." The perky blonde kneeled in front on one young man's cock as he sat on a couch. She stuck her white ass up in the air behind her, and said, "Who wants to take me from behind?" A line started to form behind her. Kim lowered her head down onto the lap in front of her, and slid her lips down the hard cock. The guy behind her was working a big stiffy into her wet pussy. As drunk as everyone was, a good rhythm was difficult, but not as impossible. Kim moaned as her fucker slammed into her from behind, causing her ass to ripple and shake.
Val and Gail knelt in front of boys on either side of Kim, and Linda knelt in front of a kid sitting on a chair next to the couch. All four women had their heads bobbling on young coed cocks, with their asses up into the air, and soon, all four had college dicks sliding in and out of their pussies from behind.
The couch shook with all of the humping and slamming. Some guys were able to reach over and feel the hanging tit of the woman next to them. The boys got into a humping rhythm, all four slamming into their ladies' pussy at the same time, The flesh meeting flesh sounded like four people clapping simultaneously.
The boys announced a contest as to who could cum first. It was a pretty close race, with very little distance between the four orgasms. The four boys pulled their cocks out and shot jism onto the women's backs to prove they came.
Meanwhile the women were seeing who could give the best blowjob. They bobbed their heads as quickly as they could until their partner came in their mouths.
After the simultaneous cumming, the fucking and sucking became general.
Val grabbed the hand of another boy and led him down to the carpet. "Is that you, Mrs. Arnold?" the lad asked. "It's me, Mike Ball!"
Val stared at the boys' face, then her eyes widened when she belatedly recognized the boy that was her middle-school student about six years earlier. "Oh, my God, Mike!" Val looked down at her nakedness. "You don't want to do your old teacher, do you?"
"Yeah, I sure do!" Exclaimed the eager college student. "I used to have all sorts of fantasies about you then. All the guys did. You were the teacher with the biggest tits!"
"Well, come on, let's do it, Mike," said a flattered Val. She got Mike to lay on the carpet on his back, with his pants off. Val straddled him, and lowered her pussy down over his meaty cock. Mike reached up and played with the hanging tits as his former teacher fucked him. Guys gathered around to watch, and Val groped their crotches. Guys whipped out their cocks, and Val jerked two guys off while fucking Mike. One boy stood in front of her, presenting his cock to her face, and Val took it into her mouth.
Linda was laying on the dirty carpet with two guys sucking on her tits. A third guy was kneeling between her legs and eating her pussy, not caring that she'd just been fucked. Linda moaned as he licked her labia and clit. A guy climbed onto Linda's chest, laid his cock between her tits, and wrapped the whoppers around his cock. He tit-fucked her rapidly, as Linda looked down at the disappearing and reappearing cock between her tits, the head inches from her face. In no time, the tit-fucker shot his white cum all over Linda's tits, chest, and neck. After he climbed off, Linda continued to be the tit-fuck attraction, taking on numerous cocks until her chest was nearly solid white with cum.
Gail ended up on a bed, in an adjacent bedroom. On her back with her legs spread wide, she let one boy enter her as several others lined up to wait their turn. As soon as one was done, another entered her parted legs. As the boys climbed on her, they each looked at the glazed expression in her eyes, then down to her pink hair-covered pussy that they were about to poke.
For a time, Kim became The Woman Whose Ass Got Fucked. It started when one of the boys stuck his finger up her ass while she took a cock in her pussy. She said, "Oooh, that feels GOOD!" Soon she got a cock shoved up her ass, and then another, and then another. But after that, she was sore, and begged off, returning to pussy fucking and cock sucking. Eventually, all four girls had cocks up their asses, Gail and Linda for the first time ever.
When Frank and Tony ran low on batteries, they snuck away and walked back through the debris-strewn street where four mothers had caused a riot a few hours before. Under the streetlights, Frank spotted four women's purses. In the general vicinity, they were able to find four pairs of dirty wet jeans, and a few pairs of shoes, but the bras and blouses were ripped to shreds. As a small token for all of the money he hoped to make from their videos, Frank took the articles back to the house, opened the door, and dropped them just inside.
After dawn, when the still-slightly-drunk women had satisfied countless coed cocks, they looked around for something to wear. To their surprise, they saw the purses and jeans and shoes in the hallway. They scrounged around to find whatever t-shirts that the boys had left laying around, got dressed, and walked, slowly and bow-legged, to Kim's SUV. On ride back to their hotel room, the exhausted girls smiled and exchanged stories on their gangbangs and all of the young cock they had.
"All I can say," said Val, "it that I'm glad none of our husbands know about this."
THE VIDEO WE'D LIKE TO SEE
Several months later, Frank Joseph released his latest "Girls Gone Slutty" video. A large portion of the video featured his usual array of young drunk girls flashing their tits for crowds and cameras. But also included were edited images of Val, Kim, Gail, and Linda stripping at the bar, flashing for thousands of kids in the street, and engaging in sex with college frat boys. The voice-over for this section said, "And if you think only young girls get wild, think again! These wives, moms, and businesswomen get wild for guys less than half their age!"
THE END
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I find wedding ceremonies excruciatingly boring. About the only thing that helps pass the time is checking out the women, particularly the bride and bridesmaids. So when I turned towards the back of the church to watch my niece, Carol, walk up the aisle, my cock started to tingle. I love low-cut wedding dresses. And Carol's dress scooped way down her tan chest, practically down to her tits.
Carol is a beautiful, slender young blonde. At twenty-two, she was almost exactly half of my age. But neither the age difference nor the fact that she was my sister's daughter kept me from silently lusting for her as she stood at the altar. I just stared at her chest, and wondered if the minister was checking out her cleavage as she knelt in front of him.
What is it with low-cut wedding gowns? A woman's wedding is supposed to be so formal, and the bride is up there supposedly so virginal and dressed in a long formal gown, white being the symbol of virginity. And she's parading around exposing her young chest to everyone in church! Did someone start this fashion just to give the uncles and ministers and other horny guys in attendance something to look at? And the bridesmaids' dresses are worse! Carol's four bridesmaids, her two teenaged sisters and two cousins in their early twenties, were wearing identical red dresses. The long gowns were off their shoulders, plunging down right down between their tits. As they stood facing the altar with their backs to the congregation, I stared at their dresses that exposed half of their backs. Were they wearing any underwear under there? Yes, I could see the back of Nancy's white bra peeking out of her dress. All four bridesmaids must be wearing strapless bras. Front-hook or back, I wondered.
Looking back at Carol, I wondered if her bra was strapless. Her gown was pretty far off her shoulders. God, I hope I get to see her leaning over later at the reception. Her dress pulled tight at the waist accentuated the way her tits stuck out. B-cup bra, I'm guessing. Nice tits, but not huge. I'd heard family rumors that Carol was no virgin. In fact, it sounded like she may have slept around quite a bit in her college days before meeting Shawn. I started singing to my self, "I knew the bride when she used to rock and roll." I wish I HAD known Carol better when she used to rock and roll. I didn't see her too often, but when I did, she had a flirty kind of attitude sometimes. A physical flirt, she was the kind that would press her shoulder into you while looking at family photos, or press her knee against yours when you sat next to her on the couch.
I sat back in my pew, with my wife on my left and my kids on my right, and looked around the congregation. How many other guys were thinking impure thoughts about the bride? It certainly wasn't a subject I was going to bring up with anyone. I looked at my Uncle Bud, who looked like he was about to nod off. And my cousins, Teddy and Mitch, with their families. At least they seemed to be looking in the direction of the altar. Were any of them mentally undressing their niece?
At the end of the ceremony, the wedding party formed a line at the back of the church to greet the departing guests. I congratulated Carol's parents, met Shawn's parents, and got quick hellos from the bridesmaids. Then came my favorite part. When Carol turned towards me, I put my arms around her low on her slender waist, and gave her a kiss on the cheek. I wish it had been on the lips, but at least I got my arms around her, smelled her perfume, and got to put my lips on her lovely young face.
My wife and I had a room at the same hotel where the reception was taking place. I rested in the room briefly, waiting for the cocktail hour to start. As I walked into the reception hall, I saw Uncle Bud, Mitch, and Teddy sipping beers near the bar. At the reception, I helped my kids with their meals, and again checked out the wedding party sitting at tables on risers facing us. They looked like they were knocking down quite a few bottles of Champaign. Carol's sisters, Pamela and Nancy, weren't even old enough to drink, and they were pouring multiple glasses of bubbly.
After the dinner and the usual toasts, the bar re-opened and the dancing began. I spent some time with my wife and kids mingling with relatives. Eventually my kids found cousins their age to sit with, and my wife sat with my parents. I ambled over to a round table on the aisle near the bar where Uncle Bud, Teddy, and Mitch were sitting, and sat next to Mitch as they continued an ongoing conversation.
"See if you can get her over here," said Teddy to Uncle Bud. "Pretend you're hard of hearing and get her to lean way over."
"You call her over here, and I'll get her to lean over," replied Uncle Bud. All three were looking in Carol's direction.
Carol was mingling with guests at a nearby table, a Champaign glass in her hand. When she turned away and walked by our table, Teddy grabbed her arm. Carol said "hi," and stood between Uncle Bud and Teddy's chairs.
Teddy grabbed a Champaign bottle off the table. "You're empty," he told Carol, and when he held the bottle up, Carol held out her empty glass and leaned over to accept the beverage. I glanced around, and Bud's, Teddy's, and Mitch's eyes all peered down at Carol's chest as she leaned forward. So did mine.
Straps. The white bra had straps, clearly visible as she leaned forward. I could see the tops of her young tits hanging out of her lacy cups.
When Teddy finished pouring her drink, Uncle Bud said something to Carol that I couldn't hear above the music. She replied back, but Bud indicated that he couldn't hear her. Carol leaned over and repeated herself. Uncle Bud grabbed her elbow and pulled her down closer to his ear. Carol was now bent forward, her lips near Bud's ear. I could see Uncle Bud glimpse into the bride's gown at her chest. Teddy was also leaning in from the other side, quite obvious in his effort to look down his niece's dress. Mitch was practically standing up to get a better look. And I also stared down her gown.
I could see her lacy bra cups hanging, and most of her tits came into view. Beyond her tan line, her pale, smooth tits hung down. She put her glass down on the table and crouched down, her chest at table level, as Bud and Teddy continued looking inside her gown. From my angle I could see the full shape of her tits, almost to her nipple, as her bra hung open. I wondered if Teddy or Bud could see her nipple.
Uncle Bud said something to Carol about her dress. I heard the word "cleavage." Carol looked down at her dress hanging open, and then at her Uncle Bud and Uncle Teddy leering at her chest. "Uncle Bud!" she said, but said it with an embarrassed smile, and pretended to hit him on the shoulder. But she made no attempt to cover her exposed cleavage.
When another relative got Carol's attention and led her away, the other three uncles grinned at each other. "Pink," a grinning Teddy said. "Very light pink, small areola, eraser-sized nipple, not erect."
"I didn't see 'em," replied Uncle Bud. "But I wanted to lean over and put one in my mouth." I couldn't believe these dirty old men were openly talking about their niece that way. Uncle Bud was about sixty-eight. Teddy was maybe fifty-two, Mitch fifty. "I'd love to be Shawn tonight in the bridal suite, banging the hell out of that."
Uncle Bud, Teddy, and Mitch continued commenting on their niece's body and what they'd like to do to her as the evening wore on. When they weren't watching Carol, they were looking at the bridesmaids and other young girls on the dance floor.
My wife and kids eventually got bored and tired and went back to the hotel room, as did Uncle Bud's wife, and Teddy and Mitch's families. I decided to stay a while longer. Usually I'm one of the first to bug out of a wedding reception, but I was enjoying the free booze, the view of the young girls dancing, and listening to my uncle and cousins' frank and crude comments on the girls.
Late in the evening, I could tell that Carol and Shawn were pretty drunk. Their dancing was sloppy, and Shawn fell down once. Uncle Bud managed to snag Carol and get in a slow dance. He was holding her pretty tight, leaning his head down and whispering something. Uncle Bud was a big guy; well over six feet tall, with combed back hair that was partially brown but mostly gray. He danced in the far corner in semi-darkness. When he returned to the table, Mitch asked him, "Did you get in any good feels?"
"I got a little side action on her tits," replied Bud. "Brought my hand up under her arm and squeezed the side of her bra."
"What was her reaction?" asked Teddy.
"I think she moaned," said Teddy. "She's pretty drunk." Here I was worried that someone would see me staring at my niece, and Uncle Bud is bragging about taking advantage of his drunken niece and copping a feel of her tit.
A fast song was playing, and I was watching Carol dance. Her left shoulder strap kept falling off her shoulder, exposing her bra strap. Carol repeatedly pulled it back up, but eventually gave up and let it fall. Now the top half of her bra cup was exposed to all of her guests. Her tits jiggled in and out of her bra as she jumped around. On the higher jumps, I could see the exposure of her tit south of her tan line, her white puppies popping out. Finally, her left nipple popped out several times. It was hard to see from this distance, but it did appear to be a very light pink, almost invisible. There was a relative from the other family with a camcorder taping Carol as she danced. I wondered if he caught her nipple popping out.
Carol was dancing with her equally drunk bridesmaids, who were also exposing the tops of their bras. They were dancing wildly in an ever-widening circle, to the song "Shout." There's the part where everyone lays on their backs and kicks their feet up in the air like dying bugs. Carol was facing us when she went down on her back. As she kicked her legs up into the air, her bridal gown and petticoats slid down her legs. Carol's legs were spread wide, her knees bent. I could see her white stockings over her curvy calves, and the white garters that held them. I could also see her bare thighs beyond her stockings, and a glimpse of her white panties at her crotch.
When she got up, Uncle Bud pointed to the guy videotaping and laughed, "I wonder if he'll sell me a copy of that video!"
The bride and groom disappeared from the banquet hall for a while, and the hall started thinning out. The four of us decided to call it a night, and all headed for the hallway bathroom to drain our bladders. When we exited the bathroom, Carol was standing alone in the nearly empty hallway.
"Can you guys help me?" she asked. She led us around the corner to a lounge area. Her groom Shawn was passed out on a couch. "I can't wake him up," said Carol. Bud and Mitch attempted to pull Shawn upright, but Shawn slumped back down. "Can you help me get him back to our room?" the helpless bride asked.
Mitch and Teddy, both big guys at well over six feet, picked Shawn up under his arms half-led, half-dragged Shawn down the hallway. Uncle Bud and I helped in case the dead weight fell, but mostly I trailed behind, as Carol lead the way to the bridal suite.
THE SUITE
Arriving at the bridal suite, Carol struggled with her key, and finally got the door open and the light on. My big cousins dragged Shawn through the suite's outer room, followed Carol into the bedroom, and dropped Shawn on the bed.
"Oh, I hope he's alright," fretted the bride.
"He's ok, but it looks like he'll be out for the rest of the night," said Uncle Bud, while the rest of us got Shawn's jacket, tie and shoes off, and rolled him over onto his stomach. When there was nothing else to do with him, I wandered out into the suite, along with Carol. My niece spotted a bottle of Champaign in ice by the wet bar.
"Do you guys want to have a drink with me? I'm not ready to go to sleep, and I'd hate to waste the Champaign. It's my wedding night, and I don't want to be all alone."
"Sure," said Teddy and Mitch. Carol found two water glasses to go with the two Champaign glasses, and poured us a drink. Carol swigged right out of the bottle.
Carol looked at me with her dreamy drunken eyes, and said, "Uncle Jim, you didn't dance with me."
"I don't dance," I said, staring at her youthful face.
"Oh, you can't say no to the bride, c'mon," Carol said, and grabbed my hands. We started slow dancing in place to imaginary music, while the others drank and talked. Without anyone else's eyes on us but my dirty cousins and uncle, I felt freer to let my hands wander and take advantage of Carol's drunkenness. First I put my hands under her head veil and on her bare back, and then on her slender waist. She was average sized for her age, but I'd forgotten how slender and petite that young girls were. She felt almost fragile in my arms. I wanted to pick her up.
Carol laid her head on my shoulders. I lowered my hands down further, to her tailbone. When I heard no objection, I lowered them further, over her butt cheeks. I could just barely make out the shape of her ass globes through all of the layers of material. Carol in turn slid her hands down my back, and squeezed my ass. I pressed up against her, my hardon sliding against her tummy.
I tried Uncle Bud's handed-down trick, and ran my right hand up her side, under her arm. I moved my hand over the side of her bra, and pressed it against her tit. Carol emitted a pleasurable moan. So I moved my hand fully over my niece's tit, and squeezed it over her silky dress.
That was as far as I dared take it, especially with witnesses. I slowly released Carol, and grabbed my Champaign glass. Carol gave me a dirty smile and swigged her bottle. Then I stood back and watched her dance with Teddy and Mitch, and witnessed them getting their feels in.
Uncle Bud and I sat on each end of a small couch, and Carol squeezed in between us. Her full dress fell over my legs, her left arm pressing against my right shoulder.
Carol leaned forward to set her bottle on the coffee table. She stayed leaning forward as she talked to us. "Well, I guess Shawn and I won't be consummating the wedding tonight," Carol said straightforwardly.
"What a waste!" said Teddy while looking down at Carol. She giggled, her gown falling off of her left shoulder again. Uncle Bud put his arm around Carol, his meaty hand on her bare left shoulder. Her dress gapped open, and Bud and I got to stare down into her bra again. I could see right between her tits all the way down to the lower band of her bra. Carol crossed her legs and pulled up on her dress to get comfortable, bunching it up on her lap and exposing her knees. She put her right hand on Uncle Bud's thigh, and her left hand on my right thigh.
"I used to have crushes on all of you," blurted the intoxicated bride. "When I was real young." I put my right hand on my niece's leg, just above her knee, letting it hide under her dress. Carol moved her hand higher up on my thigh. I subtly rotated my palm over her thigh, feeling the coarse stocking. While talking, Carol uncrossed her legs, momentarily removed her hand from my thigh, and gently pushed my hand up higher on her thigh. I was now feeling the top of her stocking, and touched her garter belt.
Carol placed her hand way up on my thigh, near my crotch. Her other hand was near Uncle Bud's crotch. I slid my hand up higher, and felt her bare, smooth, warm thigh above her stocking. My hand was hidden under her bunched-up dress, but any of the other three could figure out where it was if they looked. Carol took another swig from her bottle, and then placed her hand directly over my hard cock, which was lying along my right thigh. She gently wiggled her fingers over it. I moved my hand higher, and grazed my little pinky over her silky panty. Carol responded by spreading her thighs wider and pressing her crotch forward. My heart pounded as my fingers slid up and down my niece's silk-covered pussy mound.
Teddy, the most drunk of us four men, said, "There's something I've always wanted to do to a woman in a wedding dress."
"What?" asked Carol.
"This." Teddy got on his knees in front of Carol between her legs. He lifted her dress up, and burrowed his head under the layers of material. I got my hand out of there, and Carol flinched and opened her eyes wide, but she didn't scream or push Teddy away.
Bud and Mitch and I laughed at the site of the large, drunken, fifty-something-year-old man with his head under the bride's wedding dress. Carol emitted a little squeal, and said, "Uncle Teddy, you're naughty!" I couldn't see exactly what Teddy was doing under there, but with his head up by her crotch, and Carol emitting little gasps and giggles, I had some idea.
Uncle Bud's arm was still wrapped around Carol, but under her arm now, his hand completely wrapped around her left side, and he was cupping her left tit over her gown, subtly squeezing it and stroking it with his fingers.
Carol attempted to converse like nothing was amiss. "Shawn's not even going to get to see me in the sexy underwear I bought for him. I'm wearing all these expensive undies under here just for him, and no one's going to see them."
"Well, why don't you show us, then?" asked Uncle Bud.
"Oh, Uncle Bud!" said Carol to a man that was born about forty-six years before her, that just asked to see her underwear.
"Shawn's not going to wake up. We'll tell you what we think of your lingerie."
Teddy came out from under her dress and said, "Yea, c'mon, Carol."
"Sure, no one's going to know," chimed in Mitch.
To my own surprise, I turned to my niece and said, "We'd all like to see your underwear."
The others continued coaxing their drunken niece to take off her dress for them. A dirty little smile formed on Carol's young mouth as she looked at us. Slowly she stood up. She reached back and tried to unclasp the back of her dress. Mitch was quick to get behind her and help her with the clasps. After he got a few undone, Carol climbed up on top of the coffee table in her high heels.
Carol faced the couch where Bud and I were sitting. Mitch now stood behind the couch, and Teddy was sitting in a chair to our left. Carol had dreamy eyelids that told me she was quite drunk. She started to slowly dance to some music in her head. She slowly swayed from side to side, sometimes humming something. She got a dirty smirk on her face as she dropped her gown off of her left shoulder again. She teased us with the right shoulder, pulling it up and down, wiggling her shoulder in our direction. Finally, she let the dress fall from her shoulders.
The drunken newlywed stood dancing above her four uncles as she pulled down the front of her dress. She tugged it down her waist, and exposed all of her lacy white bra. She worked at a few more buttons in the back as she danced, while we stared at her bare, tanned midriff, and bra. Then she tugged at the sides, and pulled it off of her hips. She bent over as she pushed the jumble of white silk and lace down her legs. As she leaned over, the top of her tits spilled over her bra cups.
I looked at my niece in her white hose, white garters and belt, skimpy white panties, white bra, veil, and white high-heeled shoes. She almost fell over stepping out of the dress, and then stood before us in her underwear, half- posing and half-dancing. I inspected her panties closely. They appeared to be silk, and very skimpy. They were tight over her crotch and flat stomach, and quite low, scooping down a little from the thin straps at the side. They were cut so low that I looked for pubic hair sticking out the top, but didn't see any. Her bra cups were cut real low, barely covering where I guessed her nipples would be. They were pushing her tits up, which is why they appeared to be ready to fall right out of her bra.



My relatives and I cheered and applauded our niece. She turned around and showed us the back of her undergarments. The back of her bra was thin and straight. There was no clasp, meaning it was a front-hook bra. Her panties weren't thongs, but they were cut very tiny. Her ass cheeks were hanging out of them quite a bit, beyond a noticeable bikini tan line. And they were even exposing the top of her ass crack, again falling below a tan line.
My niece has a fantastic body. Although she was only average in height, her legs were terrific, smooth, shapely and firm. Her ass looked amazing as well, two smooth, perfect young half-globes.
She faced us again, and said, "Well, what do you think?"
Mitch said, "We think you're a hot young babe!"
Carol giggled, "I mean the undies. Are they sexy enough?"
We all verbally agreed that they were indeed sexy.
Carol stepped off the table. She swigged the last of her bottle, and said, "Are we all out of Champaign?"
Mitch said, "I'll bet there's more in the refrigerator," and went to check. He said that the suite's refrigerator was well stocked with booze, including a bottle of Champaign. Carol stood in the middle of the room and waited as Mitch opened it.
Teddy stood next to Carol, and put his hand on her hip. "Silk panties?" he asked. He slid his hand behind her, and squeezed her left butt cheek over her silky panties.
"Yes, and they were expensive," giggled Carol, not commenting that her uncle was fondling her ass.
Uncle Bud strolled up behind Carol, and put his hands on her bare waist. "I gotta inspect the merchandise." He quickly ran his right hand up over her right tit, and squeezed it though her bra.
"Uncle Bud, you are so naughty!" Bud grinned and dropped his hand off her tit, and lowered it to the top of her panty. He ran his big hand along the top of her elastic waistband, teasing her, slowly lowering the waistband.
Mitch walked over and handed Carol the open bottle. She swigged it while Bud and Teddy fondled her. Mitch looked down at her. "A front-clasp bra." He observed. "Let's see if it works."
"It works," said Carol, giving her Uncle Mitch just a little bit of a stern expression.
"Oh, but a man has to test it," Mitch retorted, and quickly reached up and twisted the little clasp.
Carol gasped as Mitch let her bra fall open, exposing both of her bare breasts. All four of us stared at her flawless firm tits. They were a pale white compared to her tanned chest and waist. There was no discernable sag to them whatsoever. Her flesh was taut and smooth. Her nipples were indeed a very light pink, with smaller areolas, and now capped with hardened, pointy nipples.
Carol's mouth gaped open in surprise momentarily, but when her Uncle Mitch reached up and massaged her left tit, a dirty little closed-mouth smirk reappeared.
I approached and got my hand in on her ass, and slid it under her silk. I squeezed the nicest, most firm ass I've ever touched in my life. It was hard enough to crack an egg on, and covered with flesh nearly as smooth as her silk panties. It was a miracle of nature the way it would snap back into place when I squeezed or lifted it.
Mitch fondled Carol's left tit, Teddy fondled her right tit, and Bud's hand disappeared down the front of her panty. Teddy leaned in and planted his lips on Carol's open mouth. I could see his tongue sliding into her mouth. When Carol came up for air, Uncle Bud pressed against her lips and kissed her hard and long. Mitch somehow got his lips on hers too. When he broke off his kiss, Carol turned to me, and I pressed my lips against her soft lips. Her tongue met mine, and she gave me a long, passionate, wet kiss.
Carol's four uncles took turns grabbing her body parts and feeling her, and she took turns making out with each of us. I got on my knees in front of her, and slid her delicate panties down her hips and off her legs, and Carol stepped out of them. Her pussy was completely shaved. I've never even seen, much less touched, a bald pussy before. I rubbed her protruding mound jutting out from the valley of her thighs and flat stomach. It was very, very smooth. I ran my finger up and down her pink slit, and found it very wet. I slid my middle finger in her tight twat and fingered her as she slowly thrust her hips in and out, spreading her knees apart. Then I moved my face closer, and licked along her slit opening, causing her to shudder. I buried my tongue inside her. It was such a strange sensation eating out a woman with a bald pussy. Without hair to soak up the juice, her mound got wet and slippery.
"I've got to sit down," she said. She fell back into the couch behind her, spread her legs wide, and smiled at me, saying, "Do that more, Uncle Jim." I knelt between her legs again and gave her a tongue whipping. All Carol was wearing now were her veil, garter belt, garters, stockings, and shoes. Uncle Bud and Mitch sat on either side of her, and Teddy stood behind the couch, and all three continued groping her tits and making out with her. Carol grabbed Bud and Mitch's cocks in their pants and played with them. Mitch pulled out his hard cock, and then Bud pulled out his thick uncircumcised cock. Carol stroked both cocks while she was groped and eaten. Bud and Mitch leaned over and each sucked one of her tits.
Uncle Bud whispered something to Carol, and when she moaned affirmatively, he stood on the couch, and stuck his cock in her face. Carol leaned over and wrapped her lips over Uncle Bud's unit. "Hmm, I've never had an uncircumcised one before". She stretched her lips wide and took in as much as she could. Mitch was sucking her left tit, and Carol gave Teddy a hand job. Carol wrapped her firm young thighs around my head as I licked her clit.
"MMMMmmmpphhh. Mummhuuuuuuffff!" she moaned as she squirmed and thrust her thighs around me. She started bucking on the couch, gyrating one way and then the next, and then relaxed her body on the couch and pushed my head away.
Carol changed positions, sticking her ass up in the air on the couch, and continued sucking Uncle Bud. Mitch stood on the end of the couch, and began aiming his cock at Carol. He opened her labia and fingered her bald pussy, then put his hands on her hips, and led his unit between her legs, and slid it into her dripping snatch. While Mitch fucked her doggie style from behind, and Carol sucked Bud's old cock, Teddy and I each felt a hanging tit.
Old Bud grunted, "Here it comes!" He shot his cum into his niece's mouth, but it still caught her by surprise, and sprayed all over her cheek, nose, eye and veil, and dribbled down her chin. She laughed it off with one eye open, as Bud pulled his slippery cock out of her mouth. Teddy quickly replaced Bud, and Carol was once again sucking cock and getting banged.
I watched Carol's firm little ass shake like Jell-O as Mitch slammed into it. Carol grunted as she sucked, trying to keep a rhythm as Mitch humped her hard. I watched Mitch quickly pull his cock out of her, lay it on her ass, and shoot cum all over her back.
When Mitch fell back into a chair, I stood behind my niece, and looked at her puckered asshole and bald pussy between her legs, and juice running down her inner thighs. I held my cock in my hand, and slid it into Carol's slippery pussy. It was the tightest thing I'd been inside of in decades. I held her hips and slammed into her harder and faster. I reached down and played with her smooth tit and hard dangling nipple. I looked at the grin on Teddy's face as Carol sucked his cock.
Carol started moaning again, this time louder than before. "Ooohhhh!" "Uuuyyyyy!" "Ahhhhghhhh!" I could hear her voice echoing off the walls. "Ohh! Ohhh! OOOOHHHHH!" I had a hard time staying in her as she thrashed. I was holding on to her hips so tight I feared I might bruise her young body.
Teddy came just as Carol let out a scream. The cock fell out of her mouth and splattered jism all over her hair, veil, and forehead.
"Wooooooowowwwwww!" Wailed my niece. "HHHaauuunnnngggghhh!" She grunted. Her body shook and jerked in front of me.
I couldn't hold out any longer, and unloaded my cum right inside her pussy. Carol continued thrashing and hollering for another minute, then she relaxed her body as I pulled out and collapsed on a chair.
END OF PART 1
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Carol, my niece and a newly gangbanged bride, mumbled something about washing her face, and skipped out of the front room of the bridal suite, and into the bathroom, still wearing her veil. I looked around at her other three uncles. We were all sitting with our pants off, and were all grinning. My intention then was to clean my cock in the bathroom when Carol came out, and sneak back to my room.
"God, she's a hot piece of ass!" Said Mitch, referring to our niece.
"I don't think we took her virginity away from her," chuckled Teddy.
"I wonder if her sweet little ass is still virgin," said Uncle Bud.
I got up and checked on Carol's passed out groom Shawn. He was in his exact same position in his bed in the bedroom. Then I heard a noise out in the hallway. It sounded like a couple of female voices talking loudly and laughing, and the rustling of long dresses. Then there was silence for a minute. Then the female voices chanted, "Oh, Shawn and Carol!"
Carol came out of the bathroom. She had thrown a white sheer nightie over her garters and stockings. Her veil was now off. I could see right through the nightie and could easily see the detail of her tits, even in low light. Carol looked out the peephole and said, "It's my sisters and cousins." Before we could stop her, the drunken bride opened the door.
Teddy, Mitch and myself scrambled to get our underwear back on. I went and stood behind the door to hide, and hoped to get Carol in before my other nieces knew that we were there. Carol was standing in the doorway, half in the hall, talking to the girls in their red bridesmaid gowns. I couldn't hear what was being said, but the other girls sounded quite drunk.
I heard more footsteps, and peeked through the crack in the door to see two young hotel employees walking down the hall. The two men slowed when they got to Carol, and no doubt got a good look at her in her sheer top. "Hi, boys," she said, and the boys continued down the hall.
The bridesmaids drunkenly pushed into the room with Carol's tacit approval, and caught us with our pants down.
All four bridesmaids walked in on us. Carol's sister Pamela was nineteen. She normally had a reserved personality, but was quite nice, a Dean's List college student. Her blonde hair was long. Her face was cute, her body was more slender than Carol's, and her tits were smaller.
Carol's youngest sister Nancy was eighteen. She may have been the best looking of the bunch, her body just as nice as Carol's but her tits were slightly smaller. She had a gorgeous face surrounded by long blonde hair, and big bright blue eyes.
Carol's first cousin Sherry was twenty-four, and had gotten married just last year. She was about two inches taller than the rest, at about 5' 7", and blonde like Carol and her cousins. Like Carol, she got sort of a slutty reputation as a teen. Her tits were just slightly smaller than Carol's.
Another of Carol's first cousins was Tiffany, who at twenty-four was the same age as Sherry. Tiffany had been married for about two years. She was the only brunette in the group. She had long, dark, full hair, and like Pamela was a little slender, bordering on skinny, but the difference was that Tiffany had some pretty big tits for such a skinny girl. They weren't huge, maybe slightly larger than Carol's, but they looked big on her skinny frame.
Expecting to see Shawn, the bridesmaids gawked at Teddy and me in our briefs and shirttails, and their Uncle Bud in his shirttail covering his bare bottom. Mitch was wearing only his briefs, his chest thickly populated with black hair.
"What are you guys doing here?" asked Pamela.
"Oh, Shawn passed out, and they carried him to the room for me," replied Carol.
"Why are you in your underwear?" quizzed Sherri.
"The air conditioner broke down, so we got comfortable," quipped Mitch. It wasn't going to fly, but it paused the drunken girls for a minute.
Carol closed the door, and asked, "Anyone want a drink?" And held up an open bottle of Champaign.
"Yeah!" Said the drunken teen Nancy. She took a swig and passed the bottle around.
"No, really, why are your pants off, uncle Teddy?" Asked Tiffany.
"We're having an underwear party. You can't stay unless you're in your underwear," he said.
A drunken Pamela actually bought that one. "Oh, I've heard of those."
"OK," said Teddy, "Then strip down to your underwear, or you have to put our liquor down and leave."
Uncle Bud and Mitch echoed Teddy's order. I still don't think the girls were believing it, but they were drunk and in a party mood, and wanted the free booze. So Pamela started unzipping her bridesmaid dress in back. She giggled as she unzipped her dress, and let it fall from her chest, revealing her white strapless bra. The other three girls began following suit.
Uncle Bud went right for the youngest, Nancy, and started unzipping her dress from behind her. Teddy broke out more booze from the refrigerator, and Mitch unzipped Tiffany's dress. The married Sherri looked at me, and I got up and unhooked and unzipped her dress from behind. Just to be helpful, I pulled her dress down off of her chest.
Just like that, four more young nieces partying in their underwear, standing, drinking, and conversing like nothing was amiss, surrounded me. All four wore white strapless bras pushing up their young ta-tas. Pamela had beige pantyhose over her white panties. Younger sister Nancy had skimpy white cotton panties, and beige thigh-high stockings. The married blonde Sherri had white garters holding up beige stockings, and white lacy thong panties, exposing her nice bare young butt. And the brunette Tiffany wore beige pantyhose with no panties on underneath. I initially stared longest at her, because I could easily see a patch of dark brown pubic hair over her pussy through the near-transparent hose. Sherri stood next to Mitch, looked at his hairy chest, and said, "Uncle Mitch, you're hairy!" She placed her right palm onto his chest, and rubbed it in circles.
"Oh, can I do that to you?" asked Mitch, and immediately placed his hand on Sherri's chest, and quickly massaged her tit over her bra.
"Uncle Mitch!" exclaimed Sherri, but she didn't push him away.
I boldly stood in front of the slender Pamela as she looked down at my nearly erect cock pushing out my briefs. "Nice underwear, Uncle Jim," she said, smiling at me. She quickly grabbed my elastic waistband near my hip with her thumb and index finger, and gave it a snap.
"I like your underwear, too," I replied, and ran my index finger along the top of her bra, touching the exposed flesh above it. When there was no objection, just a little reserved smirk on her lips, I pulled out Pamela's strapless bra, and peered inside. I stared at her small pale titties capped with hard pink nipples. Pamela just smiled at me.
Uncle Bud stood behind the eighteen-year-old Nancy, fifty years his junior, and massaged her bare shoulders. Nancy turned around, looked down and exclaimed, "Uncle Bud!" Uncle Bud's long, dark, wet, semi-erect, uncircumcised cock was hanging down his leg, sticking out from his shirttail. The other girls all gawked at his manhood. "He was rubbing it against me," Nancy told them.
Carol the bride broke in, "You should see it when it's stiff!" The other girls looked at her, now knowing that Carol had seen it hard earlier. Carol stood next to Uncle Bud on the other side of Nancy, reached down, and grabbed Uncle Bud's cock. The other girls watched speechless as it quickly became erect, and stood perpendicular from his body.
I saw Teddy approach the married brunette Tiffany from behind. Tiffany so far had been silent. Teddy startled her when he put his hands on her bare shoulders, but she looked back, smiled, and leaned her shoulders back into his chest. Teddy ran his hands down her waist, and up her bare midriff.
Uncle Bud had one arm around Carol, and one on the teen Nancy, whose wide eyes stared down at his hardon. "Hey, watch this trick," Bud said. "One hand." He held up his hand, put it back behind Nancy, and in one movement unhooked her strapless bra. The bra seemed to fly off her chest and jump to the floor. Nancy squealed, and after a moment of shock, covered her tits with her hands, but not before I got a good look at them. They were gravity-defying beauties, sticking straight out; slightly smaller than Carol's, bigger than Pamela's, but all three sisters had the same light pink nipples. I had now seen all three sister's tits in less than an hour. We all chuckled at Uncle Bud's trick and the teen's embarrassed exposure. Nancy gave Uncle Bud a slightly dirty look, but she also had a little smirk. Uncle Bud put his arms around Nancy and Carol and pulled them close, and reached completely around their slender bodies under their arms, and felt their tits; Carol's through her sheer nightie, and Nancy's under her folded arms.
I looked over at Mitch and Sherri, the married blonde with the prior slutty reputation. Mitch now had his hand inside her bra, and massaged her tit. Sherri leaned over and French kissed her tall dark hairy uncle that was twice her age. Her hand went down to his briefs and disappeared inside the front. Mitch's other hand was on Sherri's bare ass exposed by her thong.
Teddy was still standing behind his brunette niece Tiffany, and had both hands over her bra. His big hands manipulated her tits through the fabric, her hard dark nipples protruding through the white material. He yanked down on the strapless bra with both hands, and the bra ended up halfway down her waist, completely freeing and exposing both of her large pale round tits. Her areolas were darker and slightly wider than her blonde cousins', and her hard nipples were fatter. Teddy massaged both of the exposed mammaries, squeezing and lifting them.
I looked back at Pamela, who was smirking at me. I put my left arm around her bare slender waist. She leaned forward and planted a kiss on my lips. I slid my tongue along her lips, and they parted and allowed me to meet her tongue with mine. I slid both hands down over her hose-covered ass cheeks and rubbed and squeezed them through the clinging hose. Then I slid my hands up her back and found her bra clasp. I quickly unhooked it, and pulled the bra off. I glanced down at my niece's little titties. Even more than Nancy's they defied gravity, sticking straight out from her body. They were small and cone shaped and very white. Her erect, pink nipples stuck way out from her body, and I reached up and took one between my thumb and index finger.
Teddy was still standing behind Tiffany, and his left hand still fondled a tit. But now Tiffany was leaning back and making out with her uncle, and her uncle's right hand had slid into the front of her pantyhose. With no panties to mar the view, I could see Teddy's finger sliding in and out of the married woman's hair-covered pussy inside the hose.
I slid my hand down to the front Pamela's pantyhose. She wore panties underneath, and I slid my hand inside the hose and panties. I felt some short pubic hair, trimmed away from her thighs, and found her slit. But before I slid a finger in, Pamela stopped kissing me, and pulled down her hose and panties. After she stepped out of them, she tugged down my briefs, exposing my erect cock. I looked down at her pussy, with just a tiny, trimmed patch of blonde pubic hair surrounding it. I slid a finger in the wetness as Pamela stroked my cock.
Mitch was standing straight up as Sherri knelt in front of him. Her lips were stretched wide over his throbbing red cock, her blonde head bobbing up and down on it.
Uncle Bud and Carol had somehow discovered that the couch was a sleeper sofa, and began tearing off cushions and opening the bed. Teen Nancy stood alone in her panties and thigh-highs, her arms folded across her topless chest. She looked over at me, and I smiled at her. She walked over to Pamela and me, and I put my right arm around Nancy. I slid a hand down to her panties and squeezed her teen ass. Pamela unbuttoned my shirt and removed it as her sister slid her panties and thigh-highs off. Nancy's pussy was nearly identical to her sister's trimmed blonde hair. All three of us were now virtually naked. I was leaning back on the wet bar, my right arm around Nancy, my left arm around her sister Pamela. I took turns making out with my two teen nieces.
Nancy put her hand on my cock and slowly stroked it. Pamela played with my balls. Pamela rubbed her pussy mound up and down my hip, and Nancy did the same. I took turns making out with them, and squeezed their two firm, smooth teen butts jutting out. I glanced down at their teen tits sticking straight out of their bodies, Pamela's tiny ones and Nancy's slightly bigger ones. I reached up and groped them and tweaked their long nipples. Both sisters were panting as they humped my legs like horny dogs, their silky pubic hair rubbing on my flesh, some moistness from their wet pussies smearing on my thighs.
I glanced over at the opened sleeper sofa. Uncle Bud was lying on his back with his legs dangling off the bed, his feet on the floor. Bride Carol was straddling him with her back to him. Her feet were also planted on the floor, her knees spread wide, and she was bouncing up and down with his cock in her pussy, using her legs to push off the floor for power. Her eyes were closed, and she had an open-mouth smile on her face. She was still wearing her transparent nightie, and Uncle Bud's right hand was under it, grabbing at her tit as it hopped up and down. His left hand was on her pussy, diddling her clit, I guessed.
Teddy and his brunette babe Tiffany were climbing onto the bed also. Uncle Bud grabbed Tiffany's leg, and pulled her down on top of him. Tiffany ended up sitting on Uncle Bud's face with her back to Carol. She fell forward onto the bed, her face landing between Teddy's legs. She took Teddy's cock in her mouth and gobbled it down, her flowing dark hair hanging down over her face. So Carol was fucking Uncle Bud's cock while he ate Tiffany's pussy, who was sucking her Uncle Teddy's cock.
I leaned over and took Pamela's hard nipple in my mouth. In fact, I got just about the whole little titty into my mouth, and sucked on it hard, my tongue flitting about the long hard nipple, and occasionally giving it a gentle bite. Then I turned and did the same to her sister Nancy's slightly larger tits. Nancy's tits were as hard as a rock. I don't know if I've ever felt a tit so firm. It just barely moved when I manipulated it. Both girls were moaning and panting as I reached down and fingered both of their pussies.
Mitch was now lying on the floor, and Sherri was lying on top of him, in a 69 position. Her thong was now off, and I looked at her bare ass as he licked up into her pussy, and she bobbed her head up and down on his cock. Sherri's pussy was shaved. So out of the five young nieces, two were bald, two were trimmed, and one had a fairly full bush.
Pamela fell on her knees and stuffed my cock in her mouth. I fingered Nancy furiously, and pinched her hard ass. I diddled her clit and stuck my index finger a quarter-inch into the entrance of her teen asshole. She then thrashed and squealed in a wild gyrating orgasm. She fell to her knees and panted for a moment, then began competing with her older sister for my cock. They took turns sucking and licking my shaft and balls.
Mitch was up on his feet. Sherri was bent over the back of the couch, wearing her high heels. Mitch stood behind her, and was sliding his cock into her doggie style. I saw her ass ripple and shake as he slammed into her. Teddy, who was leaning against the sofa back as Tiffany sucked his cock, reached over and felt Sherri's dangling tit.
I lay down on the carpet on my back. Pamela immediately straddled me and slid her wet pussy down onto my cock, becoming the second of my nieces that I fucked tonight. At my urging, her little sister Nancy straddled me and lowered her pussy down onto my face. I licked up into her pussy as she wrapped her firm smooth thighs around my head. Pamela's tits were pressed into Nancy's back. Pamela thrust her hips up and down, and Nancy tried to keep still as I licked her salty pussy. I reached up and grabbed one of Pamela's tits, and one of Nancy's. Then my hands roamed all over their teen flesh. I diddled Pamela's clit, played with their thighs, their butts, and pinched their nipples. Pamela reached around Nancy and played with one of her tits, massaging it and tugging her nipple. Nancy looked back, and the two sisters smiled at each other.
Pamela began grunting in a very unladylike fashion, practically bouncing off of me. She screamed and grunted and thrashed about. I diddled her clit to help her along, and with one final grunt, she relaxed and fell off of me.
Nancy immediately lifted herself off of my face, and lowered her torso down to my crotch. She didn't seem to know how to lower her pussy down over my cock, but I helped her aim it there. Little by little, she took more of my cock into her pussy.
"Nancy, are you still a virgin?" Pamela asked.
"Uh huh," her sister grunted affirmatively.
Nancy was the tightest of the three sisters. She leaned over me on her hands, and I reached up and played with her tits. After some awkward moments, we got into a rhythm, and she humped me faster, her long blonde hair hanging in my face.
In the back of my mind I had been hearing a lot of noise from over on the bed. Apparently just about everyone had had at least one orgasm. I glanced over, and the configuration was different. Now Carol was on her stomach on the bed, a cushion under her torso, her ass sticking up in the air. Uncle Bud was kneeling on the bed behind her, holding his glistening cock in his hand. He was attempting to work the member into the bride's asshole. "Relax," he told her.
"Wait, wait!" she yelled, and jumped off the bed. She ran from the room, and re-entered just as fast, carrying a tube of lubricating jelly. "Here, use lots of this," she told Uncle Bud, and resumed her position on the bed with her ass in the air.
I heard her grunting as I turned back to Nancy.
As I took my niece's virginity, I ran my hands all over her body, and even held my head up and sucked and licked her tits. She was breathing heavily and whimpering. "Huuh! Oohhh!" I was close to cumming again, so I wanted to hurry her along. I found her swollen clit with my index finger and rubbed it.
"Aahh! Hhhhhoooo!" the young teen said. She thrashed about and tightened her thighs around me. "Unnnc! Unc! Uncle Jim! UCNLE JIMMMM!"
I couldn't hold out any longer, and shot a load of jism into her teen twat. She let out a squeal, jiggled and thrashed wildly, then collapsed on my chest, her pussy still engulfing my cock.
By the time Nancy and I sat up, everyone else was sitting around drinking, and still playing with each other, but mostly watching Uncle Bud fuck Carol's ass on the bed. We grabbed some booze and watched, too. Carol was grunting as Uncle Bud had managed to get a couple of inches of his glistening cock in her ass.
I sat down on the carpet next to the brunette wife Tiffany. She smiled at me, and I gently reached around and squeezed her breast. Wow, such large tits on such a thin frame! She nuzzled her shoulder into mine, and we cuddled. Carol looked at us spectators. "Have any of you done this before?"
"I have," answered the blonde wife Sherri. "I like it."
Teddy turned to Sherri and said, "You want to do it now?"
"Sure," Sherri replied, and hopped up to her feet. She grabbed the tube of jelly, and got on her knees on the carpet.
"I've never done that," said the teen Pamela to no one in particular. She looked up at her Uncle Mitch, who was fondling her little tits. "You want to do that?"



"Sure," said Mitch, "Let's go. Soon they were on their knees, and passing the jelly around.
With Nancy having just lost her virginity and collapsed on the carpet, Tiffany looked at me. I didn't want to admit it, but I'd never had anal sex before. "Have you had anal?" I asked her.
"Uh, no," she replied. "Did you want to?"
I wasn't sure I wanted to try something new in a room full of relatives, but I didn't want to say no, and I was willing to stick my cock into any place that my naked niece with the long dark hair, skinny long legs, nice pert ass, and larger firm tits, wanted. I nodded, and got on my knees.
The other three couples were in a semicircle in the center of the room, the women facing the center, with Carol on the bed and Pamela and Sherri on the floor. Tiffany got on her knees and completed the circle, and I knelt behind her. I looked at the young wife's puckered, lubed-up asshole sticking up at me, and I aimed my lubed up cock at it. Her tiny white ass looked so nice sticking up, and I could see dark hairs leading to and surrounding her pussy. I started to slide it in.
"Relax, relax," Tiffany was telling herself. I managed to slide the head in. From there I just slowly went in and out, an extra quarter-inch at a time.
All four young women were grunting. Slowly, one by one, the uncles were getting inside of their nieces, and stroking deeper and faster. I looked at the women's scrunched-up faces, their asses in the air, their tits hanging down and swaying.
Soon the whole room was a series of grunts and groans. I held Tiffany by her hips and thrust in and out. It was tight, but pretty well lubed. Since all of us had just cum, it was going to take a while to reach another orgasm. I reached down and played with Tiffany's dangling tits. Later, I found her furry pussy under her and played with her clit. She started whimpering when I did that. Still, her grunts were not feminine at all, they were very crude.
I looked at our bride's face. She was almost screaming with each of her uncle's thrusts. Tears were falling down her nose, and her mascara was running. At one point, all four of us were thrusting in the same rhythm, but then it became general again. I was close to cumming again.
"Keep touching me, I'm going to cum!" grunted Tiffany. She started to writhe under me. I wondered if she was faking it to get me to stop, but she pleaded, "Don't stop yet!" I was only good for a few more thrusts, I thought, but when Tiffany begged me to "put it in my pussy, Uncle Jim," I pulled out of her asshole, aimed lower, and stuck it in her pussy. Getting to vaginally fuck another hot niece gave me renewed arousal and determination, and I stayed hard.
As the other uncle-niece couples collapsed on the floor, I pounded Tiffany's pussy hard. Then she stopped, mumbled something about changing positions, and pulled me up to an empty chair. I sat on the chair, and Tiffany straddled me, lowering her long slender thighs around me. I slipped it in her again as she wrapped her arms around me. I looked at her tits jiggling and bouncing in my face. I reached out and grabbed a nipple with my lips. I felt another tit, and thrust up into her hard. "Ahchh!" "OohhhhhhhhWwweee!" she shrieked. "I'm cumming, Uncle Jim!" I came too, up into her pussy, as she gyrated all over my lap, and then relaxed.
At that point my exhausted nieces and uncles and cousins started to get dressed and cleaned up. Several used the sink outside the bathroom. I seriously needed to wash my face and hands and crotch, but I was really sticky all over.
As I waited for the sink to be free, holding a pile of my clothes, Sherri said, "I'm going to shower before I crawl in with my husband." She collected her clothes and headed into the bathroom. I watched her jiggling ass as she walked away from me. Before she closed the bathroom door, she looked back at me and asked, "Uncle Jim, want to join me in the shower?"
Well, why not, I thought. I just smiled and followed her into the bathroom, and closed the door.
Sherri started the water in the large corner shower in the luxurious bathroom. I set my clothes down in the corner, followed Sherri into the stall, and closed the glass door.
"Don't get my hair wet," my niece warned me. While she rinsed off, I grabbed a bar of soap, and took off the paper wrapping. I lathered it up a little, and rubbed soap on Sherri's back. Then I worked my way down to her ass. I ran my hands all over the firm slippery butt, and up into her crack. She jutted her ass out in my direction, looking back at me and smiling.
When I was done with her backside, I reached around and soaped her firm tits. The feeling of a pair of soapy, slippery smooth breasts is one of my favorite things. I encircled my married niece's breasts, being sure to do a thorough job, lifting and squeezing them. I diddled her rock-hard cherry-colored nipples, giving them each a little tug. Sherri smiled and moaned.
I worked my way down her stomach, to her hips and sides, and bypassed her crotch for a minute. I lathered up some more (the soap, I mean), and did a thorough job rubbing every inch of her thighs, knees, and calves. I was on my knees when she raised her right knee to allow me to wash her feet, and I stared up and her crotch between her legs from inches away. I couldn't help but smile. Bathing with my nice, I thought, who would have thought?
I made my way back up to her crotch. I was now experiencing a new sensation; rubbing a soapy, super slippery, super smooth, hairless pussy mound. I took plenty of time with it, and made a point of cleaning the inside well, too, using multiple fingers. Sherri sighed and whimpered as I cleansed her labia and clit. I was still standing behind Sherri, and my hard cock poked into her butt.
"Mmmmm, don't stop, Uncle Jim. That feels soooo good!" Sherri had her eyes closed, and slowly ground her crotch against my hands as I simultaneously fingered her with three fingers on my right hand, and diddled her clit with my left hand.
Sherri squeezed shampoo on her hand, reached back for my cock, and stroked it. Her slippery hand went up and down my red throbbing, slightly raw shaft as I fingered her. I kissed her neck, and then she turned and French kissed me.
Sherri gently removed my hands from her pussy, thrust her butt out farther, and guided my cock between her legs. It found her lubricated pink twat, and I stuck the head into her. Sherri put her right foot on the stool that was built into the shower, so I could get a better angle. I thrust into her hard. "Oh, Umm," she moaned. I pounded her young pussy harder.
I looked out the glass door and saw a reflection of the two of us in the bathroom mirror. Sherri's hands were up on the wall, and mine alternated from her hips to her tits. I rubbed her long thighs, and then spanked her wet ass a couple of times, the sound of my spankings echoing off the shower walls. It didn't look like me in the mirror. I thought of it as some other lucky middle-aged guy fucking this twenty-something young blonde.
"Huh, Huh Huhhg!" grunted the young wife. "Oww! Ohhh!" she squealed. Her cries echoed through the room, as did the slaps of my crotch slamming into her jiggling wet ass.
Sherry thrust her pelvis back into me, and squeezed the walls of her pussy around my cock. My fifth niece that I fucked tonight was probably the best fuck. "uunnngg, Urrrggghhh! Owwwweeeeee!"
She shuddered her ass from side to side, pressed back into me hard, and captured my cock in her tight pussy. "I'm cccccummmminnnng!" she squealed. So was I.
I fell forward into her back, and we panted in unison. Slowly, I pulled out of her. Sherri smiled at me, and sat on the stool. She grabbed the soap, cleaned out her pussy and thighs, and then soaped me up and down.
When we dried off and got dressed, we opened the door to an empty suite. The room was mostly picked up, and the sleeper sofa was folded up. I kissed Sherri goodbye, and she snuck out the door. I took one last look around to see if there was more to clean up. Then I looked inside the bedroom door. Shawn was still on his stomach, still in his tuxedo pants and white shirt. It appeared that he hadn't moved an inch since we put him there. But he was breathing normally.
Lying next to Shawn was his new bride Carol. Carol was completely naked, lying on her side, asleep. I took one last look at her body in the semi-darkness. They made a nice young couple. The only thing amiss was that Carol was still practically covered, from head to toe, with dried sticky cum, hers as well as that of four of her uncles'.
THE END
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PART 01
CHAPTER 1 - INTRO: BAD COPS
Patrolmen Coleman and Sikowski sat in their squad car in the parking lot across the street from the bar. They watched the young wife exiting the bar alone after sharing a few happy hour drinks with her co-workers. The brunette woman was wearing a blue long-sleeve blouse with buttons up the front, and a navy skirt hemmed above her knees.
"Nice rack." Sikowski stated matter-of-factly.
"I think I'll give her a try," said Coleman, the man behind the wheel. When the woman drove out of the bar parking lot, Coleman followed her. Within two blocks, he turned on his lights. The woman pulled into an empty parking lot of a closed store, just off the road. Coleman exited the squad and approached the woman's driver-side door. The woman rolled down her window.
"Can I see your license, please?" Coleman asked. She was already looking scared. "How much you have to drink today?"
"Just two," answered the woman in a wavering voice.
"I think you had more than two. You were weaving quite a bit," Coleman lied. "Should I give you a sobriety test?"
The woman didn't answer. Coleman could see her fear growing. "You don't want me to, do you? Maybe I should just take you to jail and book you."
"Please, I don't have far to go. I'm alright, really."
Coleman decided not to waste time, to go for it. "Want to make a trade? I let you go, if you'll be nice to me?"
"Uh, how much do you want?" The scared woman asked.
Coleman gave her back her license. He grabbed the shoulder harness just above her shoulders, and pulled it away from her chest. The woman saw his eyes admiring her breasts. Coleman used the back of his hand to open her blouse a little. Sunlight illuminated her lacy white bra. "I don't want no money. Just a few minutes with these."
"Oh, please, no," the woman begged.
Coleman watched her heaving chest. "A few minutes with them, and I let you go, ok?"
The trembling woman said and did nothing. Coleman unbuttoned the top buttons of her blouse. He put his hand into the blouse, and gave her left breast a squeeze over her bra. Then he slid it into her right bra cup and felt her breast. "These are real nice. C cup? Huh?"
"Uh, huh," mumbled the teary woman.
While traffic whizzed by just a few feet away, Coleman pulled her tits out of their cups, and played with both of the firm beauties. The young wife sat in silence except for a few sniffles, and let the policeman feel her up, kneading and squeezing her breasts, playing with her hard nipples. Coleman reached down and put his hand on her thigh over her pantyhose. He pushed back her skirt, revealing white panties under her sheer hose. He reached between her legs and rubbed her crotch.
"Coleman! We got a call. Let's go!" called Sikowski from the squad car. Coleman let go of the teary woman, and said, "Use a designated driver next time." He returned to his squad car, climbed in, and drove away.
"How were her tits?" asked Sikowski.
"Great. White, firm, pink areolas, eraser-sized nipples. She let me rub her pussy over her pantyhose. I don't know what else she would have let me do. She was a little reluctant."
"Did she look scared?"
"Trembling like a puppy," Coleman said with glee.
"Miller might've tried for more," said Sikowski
"Yeah," said Coleman. "Miller always knows what he can get away with."
******
On the other side of town, Patrolmen Rapp and Crabbe were following a car that really was weaving. They followed the car until it turned onto a quiet street in a sparsely populated, wooded, residential neighborhood. Crabbe and Rapp both got out of the car and gave the woman a sobriety test; walking a straight line, touching her nose, and touching her toes. She didn't do too bad, but didn't do really well, either. Mostly the two cops enjoyed making the young Hispanic woman bend over in her short halter dress, revealing her red panties. Overall, she wasn't bad looking.
After threatening the woman with jail, Crabbe gave her an ultimatum similar to Coleman's. He told her he didn't want to send her to jail, but "You should be punished. Take off your dress."
"Why?" the woman asked.
"Don't ask questions, that's your punishment. Take off your dress."
"But I'm not wearing a bra," she protested.
"Just take the dress off!" Repeated Crabbe.
The woman slowly grabbed her dress by the hem, and lifted it up. Her red panties came into view. She crossed her arms and lifted up further, pulling the dress over her head and through her long black hair. She was now wearing only her shoes and her red panties. Crabbe and Rapp stared at the woman's cone-shaped, naked breasts, capped with dark areolas and hard nipples.
"You say you only live three blocks from here?" Crabbe asked.
"Yes," said the topless woman with her head down.
"Then start walking home. We'll follow you."
The woman gave the officers a confused look, but then they got in their car, she began walking down the street toward her home, holding her dress in her hand. The cops followed her as she walked. They stared at her ass cheeks as they alternately jiggled up and down in her red panties.
"Not a bad ass," commented Rapp. "Not great, but not bad."
"How did I do?" asked Crabbe.
"Good," answered Rapp.
"I was with Miller when he did that on this street. Not too many roads I'd do that on in daylight. Shit, I'd really like to feel up a woman tonight. Do ya think Miller would've made her take her panties off, or felt her tits?"
"Hard to say. Miller always knows what he can get away with."
"Yeah, he's got a real sense about how far he can go with broads."
"And a lot of experience. He's been pulling this shit since I was a rookie."
After following the topless woman for two blocks, the cops pulled around her and sped away, getting one more look at her jiggling tits as she walked.
******
In an alley in another part of town, rookie patrolman Graham sat behind his parked squad car, listening to the rapid-fire slurping sounds emanating from behind him. Sergeant Miller sat in the back seat in near-darkness. A slender black hooker was sucking his cock with a speed and agility that only an experienced whore could do. When Miller came in her mouth, the hooker opened the car door and spat on the ground. Miller zipped his uniform pants up, and held up the vial that he found in the hooker's bra.
"What's this, Shawana, coke?" Miller asked.
"Yeah," said Shawana.
"I think I'll be confiscating this," said Miller.
"Damn, not the whole thing! There's a lot there!"
"OK, I only take half." After dividing the white powder in two, Shawana exited the squad car, and Miller ordered Graham to drive out of the alley.
"Kid, you sure you didn't want some of Shawana?" Miller asked Graham.
"Nah, I'm not into hookers. Getting a blow job from a hooker just isn't the same as getting some pussy from a chick that's not getting paid for it," said Graham.
"I know that ya mean," said Miller. "But sometimes you gotta take what you can get. Sometimes there's no opportunities for days. And then, boom, some good piece of ass falls right in your lap. If you know how to handle it. But the shift is still young, and I'm still horny. So," said Miller as he inspected his cocaine. "We'll keep our eyes peeled for an opportunity."
CHAPTER 2 - A BIG BUST IN THE PARK
Originally my dad had volunteered to chauffer me and five other players on my baseball team to our game, but he had to go out of town on business, leaving my mom stuck with driving us. All the guys I knew well were going in other cars with their parents. The guys we were taking are the kids whose parents are never around to take them to anything. Kids I mostly didn't know well. I learned something about them at the first game. They like my mom's body. And they aren't too discreet when they say something about a woman without knowing that they're sitting with her son. As soon as I heard, "Check out the woman over there with the big tits and the long legs," I turned to look along with everyone else, only to realize that they were talking about Mom. I pretended that I wasn't paying attention, as they made a few more crude comments about her tits and legs and wondering if she liked to fuck teenaged baseball players. I was offended and felt like punching them, but I was also wondering why I was getting hard listening to them.
I'd gotten hard before looking at and thinking about my mom. At first it was only when she wore a braless nightgown in front of me, or when we went to the lake and I saw some cleavage and some stray pussy hairs sticking out of her bathing suit, stuff like that. Then I'd jerk off in my room, imagining that Mom came in wearing that sexy black negligee that I found buried away in her closet with other ancient and unworn garments, and said, "Oh, Randy, I really need you," and then pulled off her nightie and fucked me.
Then one time a couple of carpenters came over to repair a wall, and I caught them staring at her tits, giving each other smiles after she leaned over and showed some cleavage. Suddenly this fantasy popped into my head that I wasn't home, and these big strong nasty carpenters were home alone with her, and they grabbed her and started feeling her tits and stuff. And I snuck into my room and jacked off fantasizing about them raping Mom. I began to notice that although in her forties, Mom is still desired by a lot of men. And I also began to realize that the thought of men doing things to women against their will could get me aroused, even though I never considered doing anything like that in real life.
At tonight's game, Mom sat in the bleachers with a couple of the other moms, and about five of the dads, including one that lives across the street from us. I was especially horny for some reason, and watched the other dads talking to my mom and looking at her, and I was getting aroused. She looked good tonight in a tight orange tank top that clung a little to her big tits, and a blue denim skirt that was hemmed a little below mid-thigh level. Nothing risqué, really, for a warm summer night, but they complimented her figure just right. Right before the game started, a couple of the players walked by the bleachers and seemed to be trying to look up her skirt. By now they figured out that she was my mom, so they didn't say anything to me. Later, I saw the dad from across the street walk by her, and appear to try to look up her skirt. Throughout the game, I kept looking back at Mom. As mom leaned forward on the bleachers, a couple of the dads seemed to be looking into her tank top as they talked to her. At one point Mom had her arms crossed under her tits, and her cleavage was getting pushed up out of her bra, and I saw a couple of my teammates looking at her.
Right after we lost the game, the sun was lowering, but there was still plenty of light. We headed over near the bleachers where the parents were. My mom was anxious to leave, but two of the players we brought, Paul Wilder and Jesse Carmel, had disappeared. We looked around for them, and finally spotted them walking out from behind a clump of trees away from the field. Mom, Paul, Jesse, Dylan Brown, Mike Taylor, Rick Savich, and myself climbed into our minivan. While Mom got the car started, a funny odor wafted through the van. Almost like a campfire smell. I'd only smelled it one other time, but I thought it might be pot.
Mom had pulled the van out of the parking space, and had just put it into forward, when a police car pulled into the parking lot from the other direction and stopped in front of Mom. Not understanding that they were after her, Mom tried to go around the squad car, but they immediately turned on their lights and siren and blocked her exit. With the lights still on, two cops got out of the squad car and approached our van from either side.
Mom started to roll down her window, while Mike and Dylan traded derogatory comments about cops. Mom turned back to us and said in a hushed voice, "You guys just don't say anything!" When she turned her head back, a big cop with greasy blonde hair poked his head in the window and asked her for her driver's license. Mom gave it to him. He glanced at it, and then looked us over. "Is that pot I smell?"
I saw Mom sniff the air, and then get an alarmed look on her face. She just sort of stammered at the officer, "Uh, uh... I..."
"Turn off the car, please," he ordered. The cop talked into his radio that was attached to his shoulder, rattling off police jargon and numbers, then "seven suspects, request backup".
"Step out of the vehicle," he told Mom. Mom, with a confused, concerned expression, unbuckled her seat belt, unlocked the doors, and climbed out of the car. "Step over to the front of the squad car." Mom tentatively walked over to the side of the squad car. I saw the cop lower his eyes and stare down at her body as she walked past him. "Turn around and put your hands on the hood," he ordered. Mom looked back at him and us, and placed her hands on the hood of the squad car.
Our van and the squad car were blocking the parking lot entrance. No one else could leave. Some people sat in their cars, while others gathered around the van to see what was going down. I could see several of my teammates and their parents standing nearby, as well as other teens and adults, looking at Mom with her hands on the car. Just then a second squad car pulled up.
The greasy cop walked around to the passenger side of our van, opened the passenger door where I was sitting, and said, "Step out." I got out of the van, and he made me walk around to the other side of the van. "Put your hands on the side of the van." The other cop, the one with the crew cut, watched me. The greasy cop then opened the sliding side door, and said, "Everyone step out, one at a time." One by one, he had the other players standing along the driver's side of the van next to me, with their hands on the van. Soon all six of us were lined up.
The two cops in the second car approached and looked Mom and us over. One had sergeant stripes on his shoulder, was older, very tall and broad shouldered, and had a pretty big gut. He seemed to take charge. Without being asked, the greasy cop told him, "Six males and the female. I saw two of the males smoking a joint, and then they jumped in the van. The female driver tried to get away from me, and then ordered the males to keep quiet and not say anything. We just got them out of the van, we haven't searched the van or the suspects yet."
That part about Mom trying to get away was a bunch of crap, but maybe he was right about Paul and Jesse sharing a joint. It was beginning to look like a bad night.
The sergeant said, "You and Coleman search the males." The two original cops went down the line and frisked us, starting with me. The crew cut cop started his hand at my shoulders, felt along my arms, then under my armpits, down my sides, down the outside of my legs. Then he went up my inner thighs, and felt my crotch over my jock and cup. The two cops went down the line and frisked the other five the same way.
The sergeant had disappeared inside of our van, and then reappeared holding Mom's purse. He said, "I'll do a pat-down on the female." I'd swear the greasy cop gave the sergeant a little knowing smirk when he said that. I wasn't sure I heard right about giving Mom a pat-down, but suddenly she was the center of attention. The squad car's engine was nose-to-nose with the van's, so my teammates and me had a side view of Mom leaning over the squad car's hood. Her skirt was tight and rising, showing off her nice bare thighs, and her tits were hanging down nice. The older sergeant walked over to Mom and stood behind her. Without a word, he put his hands on her shoulders and ran them down her arms. Mom had a shocked look on her face as he slid his big palms down under her arms and around her waist. Then he quickly ran his hands up her waist, and over her tits on top of her shirt. Mom let out an involuntary gasp.
I was at the rear end of the van, the furthest away of us six teammates, about twelve feet away, and I could clearly see the sergeant get a good squeeze of my mom's big tits over her shirt and bra. He quickly circled them with his palms, and felt along the underside of them. Just as quickly, he leaned over, ran his hands down her hips and outer thighs over her denim skirt. Then he ran his right hand up the inside of her bare left thigh, up under her skirt. Mom let out a squeal, as it appeared to me that he gave her crotch a good quick rub.
When the cop stood back up, Mom was panting and shivering. I looked at my teammates, who were intently watching everything that I saw. I glanced around the crowd. There were well over fifty people who saw my mom get felt, including all of my other teammates, five other dads that I spotted, and at least two other team moms. One mom close to me turned to her husband and said, "He can't do that, can he?" Her husband just shrugged. The noisy mom said to the sergeant, "You can't do that, you have to get a woman police officer to do that!"
The sergeant looked back at her with an annoyed look. "When there's no female officer at the scene, a male officer can search a female felony suspect."
"What felony?" one dad asked. "I heard the other guy say that it was just a couple of kids smoking pot."
The sergeant gave the guy an angry look. He reached into Mom's open purse, and pulled out a vial of something. "This appears to be cocaine. That's a felony here in this quantity, and it was in her purse."
The voices in the crowd grew silent. I was shocked, but figured it was a mistake, that the vial contained something else. It wasn't until later that I began to figure it as a plant. Still the crowd made their point. Loudly the sergeant spoke on his radio. "Request female officer to the scene."
Sergeant Miller told Mom to stand straight and face him. "Close your eyes," he ordered. "Put your hands out to your sides. Touch your nose with your right index finger." He was giving her a sobriety test. "Now your left." Mom followed his instructions, though I'm sure she was mortified at doing it in front of everybody. Miller told Mom to stand on a line between two parking spaces. He made her walk along the line, heel-to-toe.
Mom walked on the line toward Miller and the crowd. Then he told her to turn around and walk back the other way. After walking a few feet he told her to stop. "Bend down and touch your toes keeping your knees locked." Mom hesitated for just a second, and then slowly bent down. Her skirt stretched tightly around her ass, and started to rise in the back, exposing the back of her bare thighs. As her fingertips reached mid-calf, her pink panties came into view. "Stay down," Miller ordered. Mom held her bent-over pose as I saw all of the cops, and all of my teammates, looking at my mom's panties stretched over her pussy mound between her legs. Finally, Miller told her to stand up and put her hands on the squad car again.
CHAPTER 3 - PUBLIC STRIP SEARCH
One of the other cops came out of the van with one of the player's clothes bag. "And here's the pot," he said, holding up a bag of what looked like pot. I don't know whose bag it was but I was guessing that it was Paul's or Jesse's. Another cop returned from a squad car with what appeared to be thick yellow twine. "Too many of them to use the cuffs." Two of the cops made me put my hands behind my back, and wrapped the twine around my wrists behind me. They did the same to the other five guys, and then used real cuffs on mom. I watched Mom's tits stick out as she arched her back and got her wrists cuffed behind her, a scared and confused expression on her face.



Within minutes a third squad car had shown up. This one had one male officer, and one female officer. The female had highlighted blonde hair pulled back, wasn't bad looking, but had some masculine features. She was tall, but not as tall as Mom. Her body wasn't bad except her shoulders were broad and her butt was a little too large. Considering the situation, I was surprised at myself for noticing that her tits were pretty big, but not as big as Mom's.
The sergeant turned to the woman cop. "The female had cocaine in her purse. I patted her down, but you need to do a full cavity search."
The female cop glanced around at the crowd. "Out here?"
"You're a FEMALE OFFICER, Ester," he said it to the woman cop, but he was looking at the couple that had argued with him. "Out here."
The woman cop walked over to Mom, and looked her up and down for a minute from behind her. She gently combed her fingers through Mom's shoulder-length brown hair. It was the last gentle thing she did. "Turn around." Mom turned, with her hands still cuffed behind her back, and faced Ester the woman cop. "Open your mouth," she ordered. Mom opened her mouth wide, and Ester shined a flashlight in her mouth. "Lift your tongue." Mom rifted her tongue up while Ester peered in her mouth. "Turn back around." Mom turned back toward the squad car hood. "Lean over the car," Ester ordered, but as she was still saying it she shoved my mom forward, and her upper torso fell on the hood. "Spread your legs." Mom awkwardly spread her legs wider, but it wasn't enough for Ester, who kicked them further apart.
Again, I felt my groin tingling, watching Mom with her ass up and her legs spread. What was the lady cop going to do to her? My teammates were in my line of sight, and they were all watching Mom. So were all of the parents and other adults and teenagers present. The crowd must have grown to over seventy.
Ester ran her hands over Mom's shoulders just as the sergeant had, and down her sides. But then, both of her hands slid under Mom's shirt at her sides, and disappeared under it. She ran her hands up her sides, lifting the shirt up with it. The back of Mom's white bra was exposed to the fading daylight.
Ester's movements were rapid, but to me it seemed like I was watching it in slow motion, and I was noticing every little detail. Ester pulled Mom's shirt up over the front of her bra, giving my teammates and me a side view of her big white bra. Just as quickly, the woman cop grabbed the undersides of Mom's bra cups, and yanked up on them. Mom's tits fell out of her bra and hung down.
I heard Jesse say, "Jesus!" Other male voices in the crowd moaned, a couple whistled. One or two women gasped, "Oh!" All were staring at Mom's exposed tits. They looked even bigger out of her bra than they did in it, if that's possible. They were a pale white, and from the side I could see very large, and very dark, areolas.
Without pausing, Ester the cop lifted up Mom's tits, and shook them. Then she searched her bra cups while Mom's tits bobbled around. It happened so fast, but I'll never forget the way that Mom's tits shook and jiggled all over as the cop roughly searched them. I'd seen Mom's tits sway a little in her braless nightshirts, but the sight of those beauties dancing rapidly gave me a raging hardon. There were certainly extreme feelings of anger at the cops and what they were doing to Mom. But I had wanted to see those tits for so long, ached to see them, that to witness them jiggling around in public, with everyone else watching, was intensely erotic. I couldn't help myself wanting to see more.
Ester moved her hands down to Mom's bottom, but instead of pulling down her shirt, she just left her tits out and exposed, her shirt and bra still resting above her tits. Ester felt Mom's ass cheeks over her skirt, and ran her hand down her outer thighs. In one rapid, experienced movement, Ester grabbed Mom's skirt hem, and lifted it completely up over her panties, leaving it bunched up around her waist. Mom was bent over the hood, with her ass sticking out, clad in tight, pink cotton panties. In one more lightning-quick movement, Ester grabbed the sides of Mom's panties, and yanked them down to below mid-thigh. There was another round of grunts, moans, whistles, and female gasps from the crowd and my teammates. Mom's ass mooned the crowd while Ester inspected her panties. I had mostly a side view, but when Ester ran her hands between Mom's legs and grabbed her pussy, Mom instinctively twitched her ass in our direction, and a got a glimpse of a patch of brown pubic hair peeking out between her legs below her exposed ass crack, the same dark brown color of the hair on her head. Just like the pubic hairs I had seen sticking out of her bathing suit.
Ester left mom posing like that while she pulled a latex surgical glove out of her back pocket. She aimed her middle finger at Mom's asshole, and started to work it in, her face right up to the hole. "Oohhhh!" Mom squealed loudly. Ester worked it in several knuckles, and wiggled it around. Mom cried out again, a pained look on her face. Ester pushed Mom down harder on the hood. Mom's tits were smashed against the hood, pressed out the side under her arm.
There was buzzing in the crowd, and the same mom that spoke to the sergeant earlier stepped up again, and said, "What are you doing? You can't do that out here in public!"
The sergeant grinned and replied, "The law says that a female officer has to perform a strip search of a female suspect. But it doesn't say anything about where."
The woman's husband said loudly, "C'mon, that's crap!"
The sergeant stepped right into his face and stared at him with an intimidating expression. He said loudly, "There is a police felony investigation in progress here! Anyone that gives me problems is impeding that investigation, which a crime! Anyone wants to be a wise guy, I'm gonna charge with impeding, and cuff him and jail him right now!"
With that the sergeant had bullied the crowd into submission and quieted them down, and then everyone went back to looking at my exposed mom.
When Ester was done playing with Mom's asshole, she closely inspected Mom's labia with her hands, and then slid her middle finger up into her pussy. Ester wiggled the finger around roughly and deeply as Mom cringed and moaned. Ester looked to have about three fingers in there. And then she reached up with her other hand and rubbed Mom's front.
Mom and been trying to keep still and comply, but suddenly she started shaking and shuddering. She let out a loud, "OooAaaHaHa!" Then she shook her pelvis wildly.
When Ester was done giving Mom's pussy a cavity search, she took her time removing her glove and dropping it on the ground. Mom leaned up a little, and I could see her tit hanging down again. Finally Ester grabbed the waistband of Mom's panties, and pulled them up as rapidly as she had pulled them down. And she just as quickly yanked her skirt down. Then she reached under Mom's chest, grabbed the bottoms of her bra cups, and pulled them down over her tits. Without wasting any time for adjustments, she gave Mom's shirt a yank down and covered her bra.
Ester walked over to the sergeant and said loud enough for me to hear, "Did you see that last shaking she did? She had an orgasm."
People in the crowd heard her, and started to snicker. Even a couple of my teammates laughed. Mom probably heard her. Her head was hanging down.
CHAPTER 4 - IN THE JAILHOUSE NOW
The greasy cop approached the sergeant. "Miller, we're done searching. The one bag of pot was all we found."
"Well, that's enough to take them in. Rapp," he said to the greasy guy, "You and Crabbe stay here until the van gets towed. Ester, you take in these three in your car," he said, pointing to Paul, Jesse, and Mike. "I'll take in these three and the female." So I was going to jail in the same car as my mom, along with Dylan and Rick.
I watched the others get led one by one to Ester's squad car, and put in the back. Then the rest of us were led to Sergeant Miller's car. "Put the female in the front," Miller told his partner. The crowd was still watching as Mom was led to the squad car with her hands still cuffed behind her back. Her clothes were disheveled. Her skirt wasn't completely pulled down flat, her shirt was up on one side, and something about her bra wasn't quite right, like her left tit wasn't tucked into the cup properly or something.
The other cop opened the front passenger door, and held Mom's arm as she tried to back her butt into the vehicle. It was awkward with her hands cuffed behind her, and she tried to swing her left leg into the car. This left her legs spread wide for a long lingering moment. Having just had her bare pussy exposed to this crowd, it was almost amusing that I got aroused again seeing Mom's pink panties up her skirt, and knowing that she was giving an involuntary show to others.
Dylan, Rick and myself were put into the back seat of the squad car, with Mom in the middle of the front seat, Sergeant Miller on the passenger side, and the other younger cop driving.
I leaned forward a little, and could see that Miller had his left hand on Mom's bare right thigh. Then I got thrown back as the car took off. Mom was squirming.
"What's a matter? Sit still," said Miller.
"She didn't put my bra back right," said Mom. "The under wire's cutting into me." It must have really been uncomfortable for Mom to say that.
"Here I'll take care of that," said Miller. He stuck his hand up under Mom's shirt. I could see his hand manipulating over Mom's tits. He may have made an adjustment to her bra, but he had a pleasurable smile on his face as he took his time with his hand up under there.
"OK... That's... stop!" moaned Mom. Miller finally finished groping her tits and pulled his hand out, grinning.
But soon Mom was wiggling again. "Don't," she murmured. "Stop it, no!"
"You're in enough trouble already, don't give me any lip," said Miller. I was able to lean forward enough to see that his hand was under her skirt. He appeared to be playing with her pussy with his left hand. Mom didn't say anything else, but she wiggled around in her seat, and panted quietly and unevenly. There was no pretense that this was in the line of duty. It was clear to me that the earlier frisks and searches were done in a way for the cops to enjoy it, but cops are supposed to search suspects. Now this prick was just taking advantage of Mom's predicament to feel her up. My hardon hadn't even gone all the way down from the last search, and it was getting rock hard again as I watched my mom struggle with the big grinning cop molesting her. Still, I was working up the courage to tell him to leave her alone, but we were already pulling into the police station.
We were taken into a waiting area in a back part of the station, and told to sit in plastic chairs. Across from the chairs was a counter, and a Hispanic cop was sitting at the counter. Behind him were various shelves of paper, clocks, radios, and a bank of video monitors. To the left of the counter was a hallway with doors on each side, and a metal door with a wired glass window at the end.
As soon as Mom and all six of us players sat down, Miller and his partner named Graham, Ester and her partner Warwick, started filling out forms at the counter. Miller said, "OK, Ester search the female in room 103."
Ester grabbed Mom's arm, and said, "Come on." Mom stood up and was escorted down the hall, and taken into the second door on the right.
Just as they were turning into the room, Miller looked at the Hispanic desk cop and said, "Escalante, roll video on 103."
From where most of us were sitting, we could see down the hall. The light was on in room 103, where Mom was, but the door was open. Miller, Graham, and Warwick quietly congregated in the hall just outside room 103. The greasy Rapp and his partner Crabbe showed up and milled around. Two guys named Coleman and Sikowski were hanging around, too.
Paul whispered something to Rick, and nodded to the bank of video monitors that Escalante was now watching. Paul leaned over to me, and said, "They've got your mom on camera." I looked at the monitors, and sure enough, I could see Mom standing in room 103 facing the monitor, and the back of Ester's head. Escalante turned up the volume, and I could hear Ester talking to Mom. Mom's cuffs were off, and she took off her shoes and socks for Ester to inspect.
"Take off your shirt," I heard Ester say.
"You already did this," Mom said.
"We have to do it at the station before we can move you to a holding cell," said Ester.
I watched my TV mom reluctantly cross her arms, grab the bottom of her shirt, and pull it up.
"Hey," I said to Escalante. "What are you doing, watching her get searched on TV?"
Escalante casually looked at me, shrugged, and said, "We always videotape strip searches. Department policy. A lot of cities do it."
"Does she know that?" Asked Mike.
"I doubt it," said Escalante. "The camera's in the next room, on the other side of the two-way mirror. But the microphone is in the room with her." The third pair of cops, Rapp and Coleman, had entered the area. They immediately went down the hall. Graham, Rapp, and Warwick moved into the dark room next to room 103. I presumed that this was where the camera and the two-way mirror were, and that they could see Mom through it. Miller and Coleman just brazenly stood in the hall, watching my mom undressing.
My teammates and I all looked at each other, and then back to the video monitor. Mom was standing in her bra. Ester's back moved in and out of the picture. "Take off your bra," she ordered. Mom reached behind and arched her back, and unhooked her bra. She dropped her shoulder straps, and pulled the bra off her chest. Her big tits fell out of their cups and made their TV appearance, and for the first time ever I saw Mom completely topless. Her tits were white on the camera, but her areolas were real dark. They were really wide, but somehow they looked really sexy on Mom's large jugs. Her tits didn't sit up high like the chicks in movies or porn pictures, but hung down slightly, sloping away from her body. I was really glad I was getting to see them, even in this situation.
Jesse and Paul moaned. Jesse looked at me, and said, "Sorry, Randy, but this is getting me hard. She's just too hot!"
Crabbe, the greasy guy's partner, had stepped back into the waiting area, and was smoking a cigarette while watching the monitor. He chuckled when he heard Jesse say that.
Ester inspected Mom's bra, then dropped it. "Your skirt." Mom unzipped her skirt and tugged it down. As she leaned over to step out of it, her big tits hung down and swayed.
She stood up to reveal the front of her panties. In her underwear drawer at home, Mom mostly kept big white cotton panties, but she had a couple of casual cotton pastel colors, including this one pink cotton pair. They were too large to be considered sexy lingerie, but they were pulled tight over her pussy. Her stomach had a little bulge to it, but she didn't look bad for a 40ish lady.
"Panties," Ester said. Mom hooked her thumbs into her panties, and pulled them down her legs. At first I watched her hanging tits again, but then focused on the big wide triangle of brown pubic hair that covered her pussy.
"Lotta hair," Dylan said.
"I like that," said Jesse.
"So do I," said the smoking Crabbe.
"Now do jumping jacks until I tell you to stop," ordered Ester.
Mom gave Ester a real confused look, and Ester repeated the order louder. Mom started jumping up and down doing jumping jacks, spreading her legs and raising her arms on alternate jumps.
"Why does she have to do that?" asked Paul.
Escalante answered, "If she's hiding contraband in her body cavities, they'll slide down."
Rick and Jesse laughed and groaned while watching Mom's tits flop around. When Mom was coming down, her tits were just going up, almost to her chin, and when Mom jumped up, they came crashing down almost to her navel. When Ester told her to jump higher, they took off in opposite directions from each other, flopping side to side, banging into each other, swinging in circles.
Crabbe was watching the six of us with an amused look. Nobody had taken our names, so none of the cops were aware that she was my mom. "You boys like her, huh? Want a copy of the video?"
"Sure," said Jesse, Paul, and Rick simultaneously.
"Hey, Escalante," said Crabbe. "Make six copies of this one." Escalante just nodded his head like it was a normal request. "I'll give 'em to ya later, as soon as you guys tell us who the pot belongs to," said Crabbe. I knew there was a catch, but I still couldn't believe that he was offering a nude video of my mom.
"Turn around," ordered Ester. Mom turned her back to the camera and showed us her bare ass. "Hands on the table." Mom was standing in front of a wooden table, and leaned over and put her hands on it. "Spread your legs." Mom spread her legs wide, like she had at the park, and leaned way over, her knees straight, her butt sticking up in the air. I enjoyed the nice view of her long butt crack. I could see the dark forest of pussy hair between her legs.
I looked around. With the two cops in the hall, two in the adjoining room, two out here, and six teens, there were twelve males watching my mom naked. I had this strange feeling of pride. I was glad she was getting this attention. I love my mom, I'm not aware of any serious issues I have with her, but I had to admit I was aroused by her humiliation. I know my modest Mom well enough to know that just having to strip in front of the female cop alone would mortify her. Even if she hadn't figured out the two-way mirror, she could certainly see and hear the cops in the hall watching her.
Ester was running her fingers through Mom's hair again. Then she ran her hands under mom's tits, and jiggled and lifted them. She ran her hands all up and down her body. Then she stopped, and slipped on the ol' latex surgical glove. She squeezed some lubrication from a tube onto her glove, and then spread Mom's ass cheeks. She worked one finger up into her anus. Mom whimpered audibly. As Ester slid her middle finger in deeper, and wiggled it around in wide circles, Mom grunted several times. Ester did this way longer than I thought she needed to.
Ester withdrew her digit from Mom's ass, and got on her knees behind Mom. She visually inspected her pussy from less than a foot away. She spread her pussy lips open, giving the camera a good, well-lit view of her pinkness. Ester slid her middle finger into the pussy canal, and Mom let out a little whimper. The blonde cop worked several fingers up into Mom, and wiggled them around, as Mom arched her back and moaned. Then I remembered what happened last time Ester touched her pussy. So did Ester. "Are you going to have another one?"
From the hallway, Miller quietly said, "Careful what you say, Ester," referring to the video I'm sure.
Ester brought her other hand up and rubbed the front of Mom's pussy rapidly. Mom started writhing and shivering, her whimpering and moaning getting louder, and gyrated her ass wildly while the uniformed blonde played with her. "Ahhh, Uuhhh, Ohhh!" She shivered and shook, then laid her head on the table.
Ester laughed. "You did have another orgasm, you horny bitch!"
CHAPTER 5 - JAIL CELL ASSAULT
Ester gave Mom back her bra and panties, and we watched Mom put them on. "Alright, I'm done with her. You can put her in holding now."
"Can I have the rest of my clothes?" Asked Mom.
"No."
"Why not?" asked Mom.
"Those were my orders."
I watched Mom's ass cheeks jiggle in her panties when Coleman took Mom by the arm down the hall, and into a room on the left.



"OK, lets get these teens booked," ordered Miller.
I was taken next into room 103. They made me strip as Graham looked on and inspected my clothes. But they didn't bother doing a cavity search or jumping jacks, and quickly gave me back all of my clothes, except my jock and cup. They took me down to the room on the left. They fingerprinted me while Mom finished getting her mug shot taken. The cops were bitching about "cheap taxpayers" and not having enough money for inkless fingerprinting. They put a blanket on Mom so you couldn't see that she was in her underwear in the photo. Coleman waited for me to get my mug shots, then escorted me along with Mom through the locked door at the end of the hall. I couldn't help but stare at Mom close-up in her bra and panties. She didn't let me see her like that at home.
Through the door was a room with four jail cells. There was one on the side of the room with the door, and there were three on the opposite wall. The middle of the three cells had a black woman in it. In the cell on the left side were a white man and a Hispanic, and two white and one black man in the right cell. As soon as the five male prisoners saw Mom in her bra and panties, they started whistling and making crude remarks and calling to her. Coleman did nothing to shut them up.
Coleman opened the center cell, and put Mom in the cell with the black woman. Then he opened the opposite cell, which was bigger but currently empty, and put me in it.
I sat on a cot and watched and listened as Mom stood in the middle of her cell in her underwear. The only thing that separated the three cells were typical jail bars, not solid walls. There were cots on either side of the narrow cell. The black woman sat on the left cot. Mom gingerly sat on the edge of the right cot.
The five men came up to the bars of Mom's cell and leered at her, and talked to her. "Hey sweetie, show us what's in that bra." "Mama, are you a working girl?" "Cm'ere, let me have a little feel."
Two more of my teammates were brought in and placed in my cell, then two more, then the last one. We all looked over at Mom in her underwear and heard the men's crude comments.
The white guy in the left cell pulled out his cock, and said, "Come on over and suck on this for me." "Show us your tits," requested the black dude in the right cell. Mom hung her head down silently weeping. The black dude reached through the bars and tried to grab Mom's arm. Mom jerked away, and stood up.
"Hey Latisha," called the black dude to the black woman. "Push that white woman over here, and I'll give you twenty dollars when we get out."
Latisha looked over at the black dude, and then pushed Mom over the cot and against the bars. The black dude and the two dirty old white guys with him grabbed her arms through the bars, and held her back against the bars. Mom screamed as the black guy reached around her with his free hand, and yanked up on Mom's bra. Both tits fell out the bottom of her bra and were bobbling rapidly. My teammates and I watched as two men forcefully grabbed her tits and groped them.
"Hey!" I yelled. "Leave her alone!" Dylan also yelled at the men, but they ignored us. I thought the commotion would bring a cop, but no one came.
Mom managed to get her left arm loose, but as she tried to free her right arm, they grabbed her left one again, and now they were holding her with her chest held tightly against the bars. Mom's tits were now hanging over a horizontal bar, with one vertical bar between her tits. Mom's body was in one cell, while her nipples and most of her tits were in another cell. All three men roughly squeezed and kneaded them.
"Help! Help me!" Mom cried. A white dude tried to kiss Mom through the bars. Mom turned away, but then the black dude got his hand down to her crotch, and got a handful of her pussy. He yanked her panties hard, and I heard a seam rip. Her ripped panties slid down her legs. The black dude's dark hand palmed Mom's white butt, grabbed hold of a good handful, and shook her cheeks rapidly.
Once again my teammates and I could do nothing but watch my mom get groped. There was less and less pretense that most of us weren't getting off watching Mom being naked and getting sexually abused. The cops had confiscated our jocks, so none of us had anything on under our thin baseball pants. I took a glance around and saw that every one of us had a big hardon, including me, and we couldn't really cover it. The freedom of no underwear helped to arouse me. Sitting back in a bunk, my dick was perpendicular to my body, causing my baseball pants to stick out six inches. The other five guys had the same appearance.
I watched the big black hand on Mom's white ass, squeezing her flesh between his fingers. The two white guys groped her tits hard as Mom struggled and cried out. One of the white guys lowered his head and got his mouth on a tit.
One white guy grabbed her hair and pulled her face to the bars. He forced a kiss on her closed lips. The black dude held her ass in one hand, and cupped her pussy in the other. He worked his middle finger in Mom's pussy, thrusting it deeply in and out.

The white guy that was kissing Mom stood up, pulled his pants down, and held his hard cock up to the bars. "Suck it!' he ordered. Mom resisted, but when she cried out he slid some of his cock between her lips. Mom tried to scream, but her screams were gagged by the cock in her mouth. The white dude thrust his hips in and out, and managed to slide several inches in and out between Mom's lips.
While one white guy fucked Mom's lips, the other white guy pawed at and suckled Mom's nipples, and the black dude penetrated his long dark digit deeply into her pussy.
They continued assaulting her for what seemed like forever, but in reality it was likely just a few minutes, before Coleman finally came in to get Mom, and the three men backed off. Coleman opened her cell door. Mom put her tits back into her bra cups, and pulled her ripped panties up around her bottom. Coleman led my sobbing mother out of the cell, and we watched her holding her ripped panties at the side, back through the metal door.
END OF PART ONE
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PART 02:
CHAPTER 6 - POLICE PENETRATION
"You punk kid, the pot's yours, isn't it?" Rapp was being pretty nasty. I have to admit he was scaring me. He had me in an interrogation room similar to room 103 across the hall. I had to presume Mom was in 103, because the door was closed when I came in. Rapp was threatening me with all sorts of jail time. The pot possession; saying we took the dope to the park to deal it, so add dealing to it. And the cocaine possession and selling. Looking back he had no case, but at the time he was very convincing, and very physically intimidating. He grabbed me by the collar a few times, gave me a couple of shoves, but never actually hit me. Coleman sat in the corner and said nothing.
All he wanted, he said, was for me to confess that the pot was mine. When I said it wasn't mine, he wanted to know whose it was. I told him I didn't know.
Crabbe stepped into the room and called Rapp and Coleman out. When Crabbe and I were alone, he finally spoke. "Listen, kid, what Rapp really wants is to know who's dealing. He doesn't care about a stupid little possession charge. He wants the dealer. Tell him whose pot it is, and we'll work on them to get the dealer's name. Everyone here goes home free."
I didn't realize it until later, but they were pulling the old Good Cop/Bad Cop trick. Rapp scares the shit out of me, and then Crabbe buddies up to me.
Crabbe smiled. "Besides, you're out of here free anyways, your mom's taken care of that. She kind of made a deal with us to get you off."
"What sort of deal?" I asked.
"She offered to give us sexual favors if we'd drop the charges against you."
I thought about what he said for a minute. It made my cock tingle again hearing him say that, but I didn't believe it. "Bullshit. She wouldn't do that."
Chuckling, Crabbe said, "OK, she didn't exactly offer to do anything, but there was sort of an understanding. She was told that she better keep quiet when we were done with her, or we'd come down hard on you with the charges. You don't get charged with anything unless she squeals.
"What are you doing to her? Let me see her." I was still too scared to be demanding. I was mostly asking.
"Hey, kid, she's your mom, I don't think you wanna see that," replied Crabbe.
"C'mon, let me see her," I repeated.
Crabbe chuckled, and said, "Well, you were giving her a pretty hard look during the strip search. You got a thing for your mom, kid?"
"No," I lied, not looking directly at him.
"C'mon," Crabbe said, and opened the door. We went across the hall to the room next to 103, the one with the two-way mirror. Crabbe opened the door, and Graham and Warwick were inside looking through the mirror.
In room 103 was my mom, sitting on the edge of the table, facing the mirror. Also sitting on the table, on either side of her, were Miller and Coleman. Her hands were cuffed again, in front of her this time. Mom's panties were gone; she was sitting there with her hairy muff showing. The only thing she was wearing was her bra, and her tits were hanging out over the cups. Miller and Coleman each were squeezing one of Mom's tits, mashing their open palms against her chest. Miller's pants were open, and his cock was sticking out. Mom had both of her cuffed hands wrapped around his cock, stroking it up and down. The amusing thing is that Mom still had ink on her fingers from being printed, and there were black smudge marks on Miller's cock. By the look on Mom's face, like a shamed, whipped puppy, I knew she wasn't doing this of her own free will.
"Man, these are a handful," said Miller. I could hear him through the speaker.
"Are you videotaping this?" I asked Crabbe.
"No, we don't tape this shit."
Miller and Coleman, the two big heavy cops still mostly in their blue uniforms, had evil grins as they both grabbed one of Mom's nipples and pulled hard on them. Miller used the stiff nipple as a handle and yanked her tit and shook it up and down. Coleman laughed and did the same thing. Miller grabbed Mom's hair by the back of her head, pulled her face to his, and kissed her hard. Then he kissed his way down her neck, and licked her tit as Mom closed her eyes. Coleman sucked her other tit, and let his hand slide down to her pussy. He pulled her thighs apart, and rubbed her hairy mound rapidly, then opened her pink slit. He inserted one, then two, then three, then four fingers in her pussy.
"He couldn't do that so easy if she wasn't real wet," said Warwick.
Miller grabbed Mom's hair again, and pulled her down onto his lap. "Suck it for a while," he ordered. Mom whimpered, but obeyed. She leaned over on one elbow, opened her mouth wide, and wrapped her lips over Miller's bulbous purple dick head. I could hear Mom's lips make slurping sounds as she slid down and up on the glistening cock.
"Oh, that's good, Mary. Good girl. Let's get comfortable." Miller stood up then and straddled the table, sitting his bare ass on it and sticking his cock up in the air. He made Mom stand up at the end of the table, and lean over. She put her elbows on the table, with her head between Miller's legs, and her ass up in the air. Both of the big cops played with her dangling tits, and Miller made Mom suck his cock again. Mom's eyes looked up at Miller's as he told her how he wanted his cock sucked.
Coleman lit a cigarette, and then stood at the end of the table, behind Mom, between her thighs. He unzipped his fly and pulled out an erect cock. He rubbed it along her thighs, and then slapped it on her ass. With his cigarette dangling from his mouth, he laid his cock on her ass crack and slid the shaft between her cheeks.
"Come on, put it in her," I thought to myself.
Coleman softly pressed his red cock head into Mom's puffy pussy mound, over her hair. He slowly rubbed his dick head up and down over her slit, occasionally stabbing it with his head.
"Stick that big thing in the bitch!" I thought. Coleman tickled her pussy hair and lips with his purple helmet.
"Do it! Rape my mom!" I mentally ordered. "Hurry, before they take me out of here and I can't see it!"
Coleman's dick head disappeared inside of my mom's pussy. With one more thrust he sank the whole big thing into her, up to his hips. I could see it sliding in and out of Mom's pink pussy. Coleman's cock was glistening in the fluorescent light. Mom must have been real juicy. Coleman squinted his eyes as his cigarette smoke wafted up into his eyes. The long cigarette ashes fell onto Mom's back, and Coleman coolly brushed them off.
Mom grunted a couple of times while sucking Miller, but made no move to defend herself from the lancing Coleman. Still, I knew she didn't want this, knew she was being raped right in front of me. And I had never been more aroused in my life. I ached to be in Coleman's place pounding into Mom's shaking ass cheeks, feeling her hanging tits.
Mom's head bobbed up and down on Miller's cock as her mouth was stretched wide open around it. Her thighs jiggled and her tits swung like pendulums each time she got slammed into by Coleman. The cops looked at Mom with big grins, their pants down but otherwise still dressed in their police blues. Miller gave Mom continuing directions on how he wanted his cock sucked, like "Suck harder," and "faster." I glanced at the cops in the room with me. They were enjoying the show, and making their own quiet comments on Mom and her body and sucking and fucking techniques.
Miller grunted, "Here it comes, honey," and then Mom made a choking sound. She pulled back, and Miller's cock shot white cum all over her face, splattering her eyes, nose, and dribbled out of her mouth and down her chin.
"Me too," grunted Coleman, thrusting hard like a piston, using her hips as handles. He pulled his cock out and squirted juice onto her ass and lower back.
Before Coleman and Miller even had their pants zipped up, Graham and Warwick, the two youngest-looking of the cops, left my room and entered 103. Mom had temporarily curled up on the table in a fetal position. Graham and Warwick laid her out on her back on the table. They stood on either side of her with their cocks out of their uniforms, and made Mom alternately jerk them off while they played with her tits. Graham had his back to us. He told Mom to turn her head to the side and suck his cock as he stood beside her. The two big muscular cops, probably in their mid-twenties, coolly groped the older woman.
Warwick was still wearing his belt with all the hardware, including his gun, cuffs, and nightstick. He pulled out his black nightstick, and slid it along her thighs. He stroked her pussy lips with the tip of the long, sleek, slender club. He twisted it around a few times, and then started to work it into Mom's pussy. Mom looked down to see what that was, and let out a loud whimper, but Graham grabbed her hair and made her keep sucking.
Warwick slid the baton into Mom's pussy, a fraction of an inch at a time. I watched more and more of it disappearing inside of Mom. Mom whined and slowly gyrated her hips, but Warwick told her to "keep still." He was into her a good six inches now, and still descending.
I'd swear he finally got the thing ten inches into her. He was being slow and careful with it, not being brutal, but he had a nasty grin on his face as he slid it in and out. Mom started to writhe and wrap her thighs around the stick. She thrust her hips up to meet it, and squealed. She seemed to be having a pretty heavy orgasm with the baton.
Graham grunted a number of times, and let loose a gob of goo on Mom's face. Warwick withdrew his nightstick, and slid his hardon into her pussy as she lay on her back on the table. He thrust her hard and rapidly, causing her thighs to jiggle and her tits to bobble. It was sort of comical the way her tits shook up and down rapidly on her chest.
Ester entered the room. She stood next to Mom as Warwick fucked her, and started to rub Mom's tits gently. Her gentleness contrasted to Warwick, who was grunting loudly as he banged into her. He slowed down and pulled out, dripping the last drops of his spunk onto her belly.
Sikowski was now in the room, and he was playing with Mom's pussy as Ester felt her tits. Ester made Mom sit up on the table. Ester grabbed the back of her head and forced Mom to make out with the dyke cop. I could see Ester's tongue sliding in and out of Mom's mouth. Ester was whispering orders to Mom, telling her to "French me back." The blond cop squeezed and kneaded both of Mom's tits.
Ester unbuttoned her own uniform blouse, exposing her white bra. She pulled her big white tits out of her bra, and pressed them forcefully against Mom's tits. Ester grabbed one of her own tits and rubbed her pink nipple against Mom's darker thicker nipple.
Sikowski had his hard cock out and was rubbing it along Mom's thighs between her legs. Ester pushed Mom down onto her back again, with her legs still hanging off the end of the table. Sikowski was standing between Mom's legs, aiming his dick at her pussy. He grabbed her right leg, and hoisted it up over his left shoulder. Then he did the same with her left leg. He slid his cock into her, and humped her while her legs were up in the air and her calves were resting on his shoulders. He slammed into her pussy hard.
Ester pulled off her uniform pants and big white nylon panties, exposing a thick triangle of mixed blonde and brown pussy hair. She climbed on top of the table and straddled Mom. The bottomless lady cop spread her legs and lowered her crotch down onto Mom's head. "Lick me good, Mary," she ordered.
As Sikowski pounded her pussy, Ester must have enjoyed what Mom was forced to do to her, because Ester moaned, "Oh, that's good, sweetie!"
Mom's cuffed hands were over her head. I couldn't see her face, just Ester's ass crack from my angle. Then I could see Mom's legs sticking up into the air as Sikowski fucked her. Ester moaned with her eyes closed and squeezed her own pale round tits, wiggling her bottom and squeezing her bare thighs around Mom's head.
The cops were coming and going from the viewing room, passing around a bottle of booze and making comments about Mom. They were also looking down at my obvious hardon sticking straight out of my pup-tent pants, and asking me if I was enjoying the performance. "Mom's pretty hot, huh, kid?" "Wouldn't you like to be in there doin' her?" "Ever seen your dad fuck her that way?"
Some cops brazenly entered room 103 just to watch Mom close-up, and occasionally get in a quick feel. They were drinking and getting louder. The whole thing was taking on a party atmosphere.
I heard Ester squealing and grunting. "Oh, you hot bitch! Oh, Mary, goddamn! Lick my clit again! Oooouuueeeeee! Unnggg UUHHHHG!" The lady cop thrashed about on top of Mom, then hung her head down and panted before climbing off the table.
Sikowski was banging into Mom so hard he was lifting her butt off the table. He grunted loudly as Mom cried out, and apparently came inside her pussy.
Escalante had entered the room, and when Sikowski was finished, he grabbed Mom by the handcuffs and pushed her into the mirror. Mom's face and chest were pressed against it. Just inches from where I was standing, Moms tits were pressed hard against the glass, flattening them out. The part that was pressed against it looked whiter than the rest of her tits. Escalante reached around and rubbed her tits in front of me. Then he fell to his knees, and buried his face into Mom's ass crack. The other cops laughed watching Escalante's mouth working over Mom's butt. I could see him working his tongue into her asshole as Mom moaned and squirmed.
Escalante stood up and pulled his pants down, and leaned Mom down on the table face-down. He aimed his hard cock at Mom's asshole, and started pressing against it. Mom screamed as the head started to sink into her. Graham, standing to my right, commented, "It's a good thing that Ester lubed up her ass." Escalante scrunched up his face, and Mom did the same, as the Hispanic cop thrust his cock into her ass. Mom grunted and squealed as her body was thrown forward onto the table. Escalante suddenly withdrew his cock from Mom, and squirted cum on her asshole.
CHAPTER 7 - SON HELPS MOM GET OFF
I was still watching the group of drinking cops groping and fucking Mom when Rapp grabbed me by the arm and led me back across the hall. "The other kids are telling us that the dope belongs to you. So they're getting off, and you and your mom are going down for dealing and possession."
"That's bullshit. It's not mine, and they know it."
"Then tell me whose it is. Who's dealing the stuff?"
"I don't know for sure."
"Whose do you think it is?"
"Either Jesse or Paul. They were the ones in the woods. It must be one of theirs' but I don't know anything about dealing."
Rapp stared at me silently for a moment, and then a little grin formed on his lips. He'd cracked me. He exited the room and left me alone. Across the hall it sounded like a party going on. I could hear the cops talking loudly and occasionally laughing, and a couple of times I heard Mom squeal or cry out, followed by more laughing.
Crabbe finally entered the room. "Jesse admitted the pot was his, and he named his dealer, a guy we're familiar with. So Rapp's happy. All you kids are going to be set free soon. Now it's just a matter of the charges against your mother. You want us to drop the charges against her?"
"Yeah, of course."
"What are you willing to do to get them all dropped?"
"Anything."
"I was hoping you'd say that." Crabbed looked back at the door once, then back at me. "We couldn't help notice that you were stiff as a board watching your mom in there. How'd you like to fuck her?"
I just stared at him for a minute. "What?"
"They want to see you fuck your mom. If ya do, then we drop all charges against her, and you're both free to go."
I was getting stiff again thinking about what he said. I didn't believe it, though. "Why would they want me do that?"
Crabbe smiled. "That's a real crazy group of cops over there, on and off the job. They've seen and done just about everything. But they've never seen a guy stuff his sausage into his own mom. We've investigated allegations of incest, but never seen it. They'd just get off watching you do it, that's all. So you can tell your mom we made you do it in order to get her charges dropped. Whatd'ya say, kid?"
"She wouldn't go for it."
"Ah, but she wouldn't have a choice. We cuff her to the table, and you just waltz in and do her. Tell her what ya want about it later, we don't care."
My cock was aching with the idea of being slid into Mom's warm pussy, but I was still working it out in my head, and trying not to look too eager.
"I'll go get her ready," said Crabbe, and disappeared through the door. A few moments later he was back. "C'mon, let's go."
I stood up with rubbery legs, and followed Crabbe out the door. Cops were in the hallway, and I could hear more of them in the room next to 103. The door to room 103 was ajar. Crabbe half-pushed me through it. Mom was lying on the table lengthwise, buck naked, her legs dangling off the end. Both of her ankles were handcuffed to table legs. Her hands were cuffed and over her head, and tied to the other end of the table. Her legs were spread, and her pink hairy pussy was staring at me. Her tits were sticking up in the air, her nipples hard. All of the cops stood back.
I glanced over at the mirror, where I knew some of the cops were. I stood between Mom's legs. I unbuckled my pants and unleashed my stiff aching cock. I dropped my pants to my ankles and stepped closer until my bare thighs were touching Mom's. I leaned forward, and my dick head grazed Mom's matted pussy hair. Up close I could see through her brown forest to the flesh of her pussy mound beneath it. Her slit was red and swollen looking. I touched it with my dick.
Mom finally spoke. "Randy, what... what are you..."
I put my hands on her long thighs and ran them up to her pussy. I combed my fingers through the matted fur. I leaned forward and grabbed both of her big soft tits. They felt as good as I had always imagined them. I squeezed and massaged them.
"Randy, what are you doing?"
I held my cock in my right hand and pushed it between her pussy lips. I wasn't going to waste time. I slid the head inside the warm wetness.
"Randy, NO!"
She was loose and slippery. With ease I sunk the whole unit into her deep shaft. Mom started wiggling. Her steel cuffs rattled as she shook violently back and forth.
"NO Nooo, Oh, NOOOOO!" I was rock hard but felt apprehension, not only listening to my Mom's objections, but also thinking of all the cops watching. But then Mom thrashed her body from side to side, causing her mammoth jugs to bobble and shake and roll. Seeing them doing that, combined with the wonderful feel of my cock sliding in and out of Mom's lube-up lukewarm pussy, made me think of nothing but the pleasure of sex with Mom. "Ohh! Nooouuuu!" Cried Mom, looking down at my cock in her pussy, as I thrust harder into her, holding onto her hips.
Eventually I got into a good hard rhythm, and Mom stopped struggling. She was silent momentarily, then she started to whimper each time I thrust into her. She laid her head back, with her eyes closed and her face contorted. Her thighs tightened around me.



"Ooooh, oooooh!" she cooed in rhythm to my slender body slapping loudly into her rippling thighs. In response I thrust harder. Mom's mouth was open as she started to moan louder. She moved her hips in rhythm with mine. I could feel her cunt muscles contracting around my cock. I took the time to run my hands over her sticky body, including massaging her long thighs, and squeezing her irresistible tits and tugging her hard nipples.
I was panting loudly, and my mom was crying out and grunting. "Ugh, Uhg, Oohhh!" I was getting close to cumming.
"Here... it... comes... Mom!" I grunted.
"Don't stop yet!" Mom panted. "Uh! I'm, Ugh! Close to, Urrgh! Cumming! Ooooouuuuueeeee!"
Mom started thrashing madly again as I held her bucking hips with my hands. She screamed loudly and clamped her thighs around me like a vise. She shuddered and convulsed and fitted almost constantly.
I've spilled gallons of semen, it seems, fantasizing of fucking my Mom as well as other women. But I had never cum as long or as hard as I did inside of my mom's pussy. It seemed to send Mom into even more waves of screaming and thrashing.
When at last my cock stopped pulsating inside of Mom's pussy as she lay on the table crying, I slowly slipped my still-hard slithery snake out of her hole. I looked down at my naked, sticky mom. Ink from my fingertips had left black smudge marks on her body, especially her tits and hips.
CHAPTER 8 - MOM AND THE TEENAGERS
I could hear noise from behind the mirror. I pulled up my baseball pants and buckled the belt. When I opened the door and stepped into the hall, I was greeted by my five teammates. They patted me on the shoulders, and made comments like, "Nice work," "good job," etc. They all filed into room 103. Some of the cops followed me into the cramped room behind the mirror.
"Are you going to let her go now?" I asked Crabbe, the "good" cop.
"In a while," answered Miller. "That was priceless, watching you fuck your mom. But we made some deals with the other kids. They get to hump her now for turning informant." I looked through the mirror. Mom was still handcuffed to the table as five teenaged boys in baseball uniforms groped her body all over. Jesse was even kissing her. Paul was feeling her right tit. Mike and Dylan were both squeezing her left tit. Rick fingered her pussy. They were laughing and smiling, their teen cocks sticking out perpendicular from their bodies through their uniforms. They were rough and rapid in their movements.
Rick pulled his red dick out of his pants. He aimed it at Mom's pussy, and slid it in. He fucked her rapidly while the others continued to crudely grope her.
Mom squealed as she looked up at the five teens. Her white tits were turning dark from smudged ink from the boys' fingers. Rick slapped into her hard, while the other giggling teens squeezed and tickled her body.
Rick pulled out of Mom's pussy and shot his white jism on her stomach. Jesse soon replaced him between Mom's legs. The cops laughed and made comments about "eager young teens," and Mom's ink-smudged tits. Dylan pulled out his cock, pushed it into Mom's face, and made her suck on teen dick. Others reached under her to feel her ass.
I couldn't help but be thrilled and proud of my mom, being so sexually desired by a group of teenagers. The smiles told me they were having fun, but they were also deadly serious with the way they fucked mom.
Jesse laughed as he fucked my mom, but soon scrunched his face, withdrew from her, and spattered spunk on her thighs. Mike replaced Jesse and fucked her with loud but high- pitched grunts from his only recently-changed voice. Paul climbed on the table, sat on Mom's chest, and laid his cock between her tits. He pressed her tits together, thrust his hips in and out, and tit-fucked Mom. I could see his cock head disappearing and reappearing from between her pushed-together cleavage. The other teens laughed and pointed at Mom as she got her pussy and her tits fucked by their teammates. Soon Mike pulled out and came on Mom's pussy fur, as Paul let white spunk fly all over Mom's tits, chest, neck and chin.
When all five of them had managed to come in or on my mom, Miller and the other cops broke the party up and shooed the team out in to the lobby. Miller unlocked all of the handcuffs on Mom, as the other cops picked up some of their own clothes and some empty booze bottles. Mom rose slowly from the table, and sat on it in a daze. Her underwear had disappeared, but now her skirt, tank top, and shoes reappeared, and were tossed onto the table. I watched Mom get dressed, with her tits swaying. She had black smudge marks all over her body, but they were by far the darkest over her tits, all around her crotch and hips, and a little on her ass. The cops kicked me out into the reception area with the other guys.
Coleman and Sikowski gave us all bags that contained our jocks and other articles that they'd confiscated. I looked in mine, and there was an unmarked VHS tape. Looking around, I could see similar tapes in the other guys' bags. Crabbe DID promise us a copy of Mom's strip search, but they didn't actually give them to us, did they?
Mom walked slowly and unsteadily into the reception area. Her hair was a mess; she had spunk dried all over her face, hair, chest, and arms. She clearly wasn't wearing a bra under her tank top. The other guys were still staring at her swaying tits and protruding nipples. Funny how that turned me on, even after everything I saw of her. Mom was given her purse, and exited the door. We silently followed her.
We retrieved our impounded minivan, and climbed in. Nobody said a word as we drove home. We stopped in front of Paul's house first. Mom put the van in park, but before she unlocked the doors, she turned back to all of the boys. "Tonight didn't happen," she said. "I don't ever want to talk about it to anyone." With that she unlocked the door for Paul.
CHAPTER 9 - AFTERMATH
For the next several months, Mom never did talk about it, to me or anyone else that I'm aware of. I don't know what she thought of my fucking her, or the other guys fucking her. Maybe she thought I was forced to do it. Mostly I think she was in denial that the whole thing happened, and generally went about her life as if she'd never experienced the horror of being exposed and felt up in front of dozens of members of her community, or laughed at after she shuddered through a public orgasm, or raped by a bunch of cops, or gang raped by a bunch of teenaged boys that she knew, or chained to a table while her own son fucked the hell out of her.
For a while we seemed to avoid each other, making little eye contact, except for normal parental issues. But after a while I went back to longer gazes at her body. The only subtle difference was that I sometimes saw Mom look back at me and catch me staring at her. But she didn't say anything to me about it.
Nobody ever mentioned to me that they were aware that I fucked Mom at the police station. I guess the other guys feared reprisals from the cops if they talked about that, or maybe everybody knew but just didn't talk to me about it. It was, however, very common knowledge that Mom had been searched and exposed at the park in front of a lot of people. And it was well known that Mom had been stripped naked at the police station. For the videotape that we all received did indeed contain the entire strip search.
Every chance I got, when alone, I would put that tape on the VCR with the sound up loud, sit in a chair close to the TV, the remote in one hand, and my cock in the other, and watch it. I slow-motioned my favorite parts, freeze-framed others where Mom was in a particularly good pose, and watched over and over as mom shuddered through her orgasm. The tape took on a life of its own. My teammates were showing it to people, and making copies, too. Guys I didn't even know approached me and told me they enjoyed seeing my mom stripped naked. And I loved it. My cock tingled every time someone told me they'd seen it. Usually I would have the courage to ask them what their favorite moment was. Some wouldn't say, but others told me. It was often her orgasm at Ester's hands; some said when her tits first came into view; some said when her pussy hair was exposed; while others said watching her tits bounce when she did jumping jacks.
One day Mr. Jackson, my next-door neighbor, called me over when I was in the back yard. After hemming and hawing, he said that he'd heard about the tape. Was it true? Did I really have a copy of it? When I answered yes, he said he'd like a copy of it. When I said that I really shouldn't do that, he said he couldn't give me much money, but that he'd trade for it. He said he'd give me a videotape that he'd made of his wife stripping and having sex with him, that he'd recorded without her knowledge. I'd long watched his wife coming and going and working in the yard. She was a hot, petite brunette a couple of years younger than Mom.
When Mr. Jackson and I made the exchange, it started a new trend. I wouldn't sell the video, but I would trade it for similar videos. A lot of my schoolmates traded me videos they secretly made of their moms, or their sisters, or sometimes their sister's friends, with their home camcorders. I told Mike and Dylan what I was doing, and they started making the same deals. Soon we shared a large collection of bootleg voyeur porn of community women and girls.
CHAPTER 10 - MOM AND SON AT HOME
One night a couple of months after "the incident," Dad was out of town again. Mom and I were home alone, and I was lying in my bed in just a pair of boxers. I could hear Mom in the shower. I was going to wait for her to go to sleep, then slip downstairs and watch the video again. In the meantime, I was stroking my hard cock, in anticipation of seeing Mom naked on TV again.
A few minutes after the shower stopped, I heard Mom in the hall. She knocked on my door. I hid my hardon under the sheets, and called "come in."
Mom walked into my bedroom, wearing the skimpy black silk negligee that I had seen buried in her closet. I'll bet that Dad bought it for her years and years ago, because it clearly was way too small for her now. Two tiny black straps held it up. I knew from inspecting it before that it had an underwire to hold her tits up, but that the cups were just flimsy silk. It scooped way down in front. Her tits were too large for the cups, and a large portion of her cleavage was spilling out over the top. The bottom of the one-piece outfit was like a pair of shorts, tight around her crotch and ass, but with loose leg holes. It was so tight that the material at her crotch was sucked right up into her pussy slit. Her thighs were bare. She had make-up on, and long earrings dangling, not the sort of things she normally does at bedtime after a shower.
"I, uh, uh. Oh, Randy, I really need you," Mom blurted.
"Sure, what is it?"
"I, uh, I'm having problems with your father."
I didn't say anything at that.
Mom continued, looking down at the floor. "I'm having problems, uh, in bed."
Again, I didn't know what to say.
"I, uh, can't have sex the normal way."
"The normal way?" I asked. "What's that mean?" I thought maybe she had some physical problem from "the incident."
Mom held her right hand out, and tossed something on my bed. I looked down at the object. It was a pair of handcuffs.
I sat in silence working out what she was telling me. She was having problems in bed. She brings me handcuffs.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked.
Mom looked me in the eye with a pleading look. "I want you to, uh, use them."
I climbed out of bed, my hardon pup-tenting my boxers. I picked up the handcuffs from the bed, and approached Mom. Mom held out her right hand. I wrapped a cuff around her wrist, and closed it. Mom held out her left hand. But I grabbed her right arm, and twisted it behind her back. Mom let out a little gasp when I twisted her body around and pushed her chest into the door, but she didn't object. I grabbed her left arm and pulled it back behind her. If Mom had wanted to get away from my grasp, she could have. I slapped the cuffs on her left wrist, so her hands were cuffed behind her back.
She was off balance, and resting her chest on the door. I put both of my hands on her hips, over her nightie, and started to "frisk" her. I ran them up her waist, up under her arms. I slid them over her silk-covered tits, feeling her hard nipples through the flimsy fabric. Mom let out little gasps and whimpers, but said nothing else as I felt her tits rapidly and roughly, the way I had seen Miller and Ester do it in the park. I leaned forward and smelled her clean hair and perfume, and pressed my cock against her butt crack.
I ran my hands back town her sides, caressing her hips, then moved them in and massaged her silk-covered ass cheeks. They might have been a bit bigger than girls my age, but they were round and soft and jiggled nicely under the tight silk nightie. "God, Mom, you've got a nice ass," I whispered through clenched teeth.
I ran my hands down the back of her smooth bare thighs, and up the inside. I rubbed her pussy between her legs, sliding my middle finger along the place where that fabric had been pulled inside her slit. Mom spread her knees more to give me more room.
I slid my left hand inside the front of the nightie over her pubic hair, and the other under the night from behind, getting my first feel of her bare ass flesh.
I let go of her bottom and grabbed her shoulder straps, pulled them down her arms, and pulled the nightie down until it gathered at her waist. I grabbed the fabric at her hips, tugged them down off of her hips and ass, and yanked it down her legs. I pulled it off her left foot, leaving it bunched around her right foot. I grabbed her bare ass that was sticking out in my face, and squeezed with both hands until her flesh was pushing out between my fingers. Christ, did those fleshy cheeks feel nice! It was so fun squeezing them hard, then letting them go and watching her globes snap back into their original round shape, sort of like two stress balls.
I moved my right hand between her legs, and rubbed her pussy mound, covered by her clean fresh patch of brown pubic hair. I moved my middle finger inside of her. She was soaking wet. I worked another finger into Mom's pussy, then another one. I rapidly circled them, and stroked them in and out of her. I planted my lips on her ass cheek, and kissed it. I moved my lips over to her crack, and let my tongue probe her anus as she let out little squeals.
"Ooooohhhh! Whooo!" She started thrusting her hips in and out.
With one hand up inside her pussy, I found her clit with my other hand, and rubbed my fingers over her swollen button, the way that Ester did it on the tape.
"Whoooooo, woahhhhh!" "Ahhh Ahhhhhh!" Mom gyrated her hips and shuddered, and I knew I had given her an orgasm the way that Ester did.
I stood up, and spun Mom around until she stood facing me with her hands behind her back. I massaged both of her tits, softly at first, but then harder and faster. I pulled on her long hard dark nipples as I planted my lips on hers. I opened my mouth and licked Mom's lips. Mom opened her mouth and met my tongue with hers. I French kissed Mom while feeling her tits for the longest time.
I moved my lips down her neck and chest, and sucked on her tasty jugs. I loved sucking on her long nipples and licking her areola; not for the first time in my life, but the first that I can remember. I buried my face between her tits, and shook and jiggled her tits while blowing into her cleavage.
I held onto Mom by her nipples and led her over to my desk chair. I pulled off my boxers and sat in the chair, and pulled Mom down onto my lap, straddling me. I aimed my cock up at her pussy, and Mom lowered herself onto it. It slid easily into her dripping twat. Mom wrapped her thighs around me as I put my hands on her hips, and humped up into her. She contracted her cunt muscles around my boner, and thrust her hips in and out.
Mom's tits were right in my face, and I licked them and nibbled on them as we fucked. "Shake your tits for me, Mom. Shake 'em back and forth." Mom, with her hands still cuffed behind her, and her shoulders back, shook her chest back and forth at my command. I kept fucking her while watching her jiggle her tits like a cheap stripper. "God, Mom, you're such a slut!"
I grabbed her ass, and also massaged her long thighs. I sucked on her tits again, as Mom started moaning again. "Ahhhh! Woooooo! Oooooohhhhaaahg!" Mom shook and gyrated on my lap, shaking her tits around my face, while I shot a load of cum up into her pussy.
Mom fell forward onto my shoulder, and we both panted in each other's ears. But I wasn't done yet. I made Mom get off my cock, and kneel on the floor in front of me. Mom looked down at my still-hard, glistening, gooey cock. "Suck it Mom," I ordered.

Mom looked up in my eyes like she didn't want to do it, but immediately lowered her head down on my lap, and wrapped her lips around my dick head. If I hadn't just come moments ago, I would have shot the second I felt her soft lips sliding down on me. I ran my hands through her brown hair, and felt Mom's lips sliding up and down my shaft.
"Lick the head," I ordered, and Mom did as she was told. "Lick up and down the shaft. Ohh, that's great! Now lick my balls!" Mom did whatever I told her, and did it to the best of her ability. "Now, blow me real fast." Mom sucked faster and faster, her head bobbing up and down on my lap, her hair tickling my thighs. I shot cum into her mouth, and she swallowed most of it, but some still dribbled down her chin, and gave her a cum mustache.
I helped Mom get on her feet, and then threw her down onto the bed on her back, with her legs dangling off the end. I knelt on the floor between her long thighs, and buried my face into her pussy hair. I didn't care that I was licking my own cum, I just loved having a face full of Mom's soft pussy hair, and having her lock her smooth warm fleshy thighs around my head. I licked deep and rapidly, up and down and from side to side. Mom started panting and whimpering again. She thrust her hips up at my face, jiggling her thighs against my ears.
My tongue found her clit, and licked circles around it. "Oohhh, Oohhhh!" Mom wailed. "Ooowwwwwwoeuuo! Hungghhhh! Ohhwweeeeeee!" She bounced her butt on the bed, and threw her torso from side to side as I tried my best to keep my tongue on her clit until she finished another orgasm.
I rolled Mom over on her stomach and made her stick her ass up in the air. I knelt behind her on the bed, grabbed her hips, and slid my cock up into her warm pussy. I humped her slow while reaching under her and playing with her dangling tits. I was gentle at first, and then I started slamming into her harder. I enjoyed the way her ass and thighs rippled and shook when I slammed into them hard.
I looked down at her red asshole sticking up in my general direction. I took a finger full of cum that was dripping down her thigh, and soaked the area around her asshole with it. Then I worked my index finger into her ass. It was sort of an awkward angle, but I kept working at it until I got up to the second knuckle. Once it got loose and a little slippery, I pulled my cock out of Mom's pussy. I aimed it at her ass, and started working the tip in. Mom's face was buried in a pillow and turned sideways, and she simply grunted a few times while I worked my cock into her. It was a lot tighter than her pussy.
"Unngg" HHHunnnnng!" Mom grunted. I got completely inside her and humped faster. I was grunting too, but not as loud as Mom. I spanked her butt a few times as I rode her, and tweaked her dangling nipples, too.
Mom made unladylike noises that I'd never heard her make before. I was close to cumming again. But I wanted to make Mom have one more shivering, squealing orgasm. I reached under her and diddled her clit with two fingers as I humped deep into her asshole.



"Unhg Uh! Uh! Uh! Urrrggghh!" Mom thrust her butt back at me. She thrashed about and I came in her ass just before she knocked both of us on our sides.
"OK, Mom, where's the key?"
"It's on my dresser, honey." I retrieved the key, uncuffed Mom, and lay naked next to her for the rest of the night.
I was smiling and excited, thinking of all the nasty things I could do with Mom whenever Dad wasn't home. Endless possibilities. Even if she chose not to do this with me any more, I could easily blackmail her into submitting to me. My momslave! Ha Ha Ha! Maybe share her with my friends and neighbors!
I wondered if I should ever tell her about the tape. Imagine how humiliated she would be knowing about all of the men and teens that jerk off watching her get stripped, and then tell me about it.
And I wondered if I should tell her what I want to do with my life when I get out of school.
I want to be a cop.
THE END
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One Friday night during my senior year of high school, shortly after my eighteenth birthday, I drove to a nearby university, to attend a concert with a friend who was a freshman there. After the concert I was starting the long drive home, when I got the urge to drive past my Aunt Valerie's house. I was half-considering stopping in, but it was pretty late, and Aunt Valerie had two young kids. But when I approached her house, there were a number of cars in the driveway and in the street. I recognized several of the cars as belonging to other family members.
My mom came from a big family. What this did for me was to give me five aunts in their thirties and forties that I've lusted for since hitting puberty - my mom's three sisters, and her two brothers' wives. I enjoy young girls my own age, but these were mature, "real" women, whom I got to spend holidays and vacations with. So these women became my main fuck fantasies. I used to jerk off looking at their pictures in our family photo albums. I looked forward to hugging them hello and goodbye. I would occasionally get to see them in their nightgowns and bathing suits, which, unfortunately, were mostly very conservative. Most of the time I saw them was when they were wearing casual, even frumpy, clothes around the house or on vacations. But sometimes I'd see them at church or a wedding where they would dress nice and fix their hair and stuff.
They came in all different sizes, shapes, and colors. Aunt Gail, my uncle's wife, was a pretty, petite brunette. She had dark brown shoulder-length hair surrounding her small nose and brown eyes. She was probably about 5'3" with a slender body that she kept in great shape. From the looks of her hard thighs, she must run a lot. Her tits were quite small, but her trim waist, flat stomach, and great ass made up for them. She had a soft-spoken voice and a reserved manner.
With Gail at the smaller end of the size scale, two of my mom's sisters, Aunt Kathy and Aunt Kim, were in the middle. They were both blondes, Kathy being the oldest of the aunts, and Kim being the youngest. Kathy had a slender body and kind of a classy air to her, real elegant body language. She had nice legs that she somehow always kept tan, a pretty face, a fairly slender body, and straight shoulder-length blonde hair. Her tits were also pretty small and the rest of her was in pretty fair shape for a woman in her late forties.
Kim was slightly curvier. She had short blonde hair, and wore oval wire-rimmed glasses. Her tits were B cups (I peeked at one of her bras) and she was a little shorter than Kathy.
On the larger side of the scale were Val and Linda. Val, my mom's middle sister, was about 5' 6" tall (the same height as me) with long, full, blonde hair, and a voluptuous figure. Her ass wasn't great, but her larger tits (38C) made her a favorite for my fantasies.
Linda, my older uncle's wife, was The Big One, my number one favorite. She was a very tall (5' 10"), busty brunette. One of the oldest, now in her mid forties, I could still count on her pretty face, long legs, and big tits (40C) to give me a woody every time I thought of her. She was outwardly friendly, but a conservative dresser, a religious churchgoer, Sunday school teacher and church choir singer, and rarely drank when the other relatives did.
With all of those cars of my relatives at Val's house, and a lot of lights on in the windows, it seemed the natural course to stop in and say hello. As I parked the car on the street and walked toward the door, two women that I didn't recognize came out the front door and headed for a car. They were both carrying colorful shopping bags.
Through the glass storm door I saw Aunt Linda sitting on a chair in the family room at the back end of the house. So I walked right in.
I walked down the hall to the family room. Sitting in chairs and on the sofa were Aunt Valerie, Aunt Linda, Aunt Gail, and Aunt Kim. Just the four of them, talking, with drinks all over the tables, and bags and boxes scattered around. Linda spotted me first. She gave me a surprised look, and then exclaimed, "Jeremy!"
The others looked at me, surprised at first, but then they all smiled and greeted me. Aunt Val approached first and gave me a hug. I buried my face in her long blonde hair, as Val pressed her big tits into my chest. She hugged me longer than usual, then pulled back and asked me how I was and what I was doing here. While I explained why I was in the neighborhood, Val looked at me with a strange smile and glazed look. It appeared to me that she's been drinking quite a bit.
My other three aunts stood and hugged me. They also appeared a little tipsy. "What's going on here?" I asked.
"I'm hosting a lingerie party," replied Val.
"A what?"
"A lingerie party. It's sort of like a Tupperware party. You've heard of those haven't you?"
"Uh, yeah. Someone hosts a party and everyone gets together and buys kitchen items and stuff from a saleslady, right?"
"Right," said Val. "Only tonight she sold lingerie. The salesperson brought over a ton of sexy lingerie, and we got to buy some. I sent Uncle Phil and the kids to Phil's brother's house for the night. The salesperson already left, and a couple of my girlfriends went home, so it's just the five of us left."
"Five?" I asked, seeing only four women. "Is someone else here?"
"Oh, yeah," said Aunt Linda, "Kathy is in the bathroom, trying on one of the outfits she bought."
"Hey," blurted the intoxicated Val. "Don't tell Kathy that Jeremy's here. Let her come out in her lingerie. That'll shock her."
The others giggled and agreed, and Val led me around the corner to the darkened living room. I sat on the living room couch, where I could still see the family room. A few minutes later, I heard Kathy's voice, and saw her walk into the family room. My slender blonde aunt was wearing some really sexy lingerie. I didn't know how to describe it, but Kathy did. "This is the camisole with the boy shorts!" she proudly exclaimed.
"I've heard them called booty pants," said Kim.
Booty pants! That's what they're called. The kind of bottoms I've seen the black chicks wear on the sleazier rap videos on the Beta Channel. They're sort of a cross between panties and hot pants - not cut high at all on the sides, but they are on the bottom. Kathy was between the light and me, so I couldn't see how much of my aunt's ass was hanging out the bottom. But what I could see from this angle is the silhouette of her tits with the light shining from the other side of them. Her smaller tits had sort of a cone shape as she stood sideways from me, sloping down a touch, and her nipples poked through the thin, clingy material.
"Is my ass hanging out of this thing?" asked Aunt Kathy, unaware that I was there. "My nipples are poking right through it. There's no crotch liner, so you can see my pubic hair. Maybe I should shave like the young girls do. And it's sucking right up into my pussy slit. Feels sort of good, actually."
My other aunts giggled, knowing I could hear. But they let Kathy continue.
"What do you think a pizza delivery boy would do if I greeted him in this? I'm afraid that if I let a young guy see me like this, he'd run away instead of wanting to screw me."
The others laughed louder. "Why don't you ask Jeremy?"
Kathy turned to where they were looking, and I stood up and walked into the family room. The other aunts laughed as Kathy's jaw dropped. But she made no attempt to cover up. Kathy gave the others a dirty look, and then smiled at me. Even half dressed, Kathy gave me a hug. "I'm so embarrassed! I didn't know you were here!"
"Obviously not," I quipped.
When the laughter died down, Kathy looked down at herself. And in good light, close up, I looked down at her, too. I couldn't help myself. Kathy's tits were jutting out of the flimsy fabric, with nothing to support them. Her nipples poked through obviously. The camisole ended above her navel, and her booty pants started many inches below it. I looked at her bare midriff, a little rounded, but not bad for a near-fifty-year-old. Looking down further, the booty pants looked like they were painted over her pussy. I could see the whole shape of her protruding mound easily. The pants were so tight that they really were being sucked up into her pussy lips. Below that, her bare, tanned legs looked nice. Somehow Aunt Kathy always had tanned legs. Nice legs for her age, too.
"Well," Kathy asked, "What do you think?" Kathy turned around and let me glimpse at the back. More than half of her ass was hanging out of the bottom of the booty pants. Above her tan legs was the obvious tan line and the color change of her white ass curving out. It was no teenaged ass, it had some meat to it, but right then it looked real inviting.
I was surrounded by adult family members, and still a little self-conscious. I didn't want to say that she looked soooo hot, but I had to say something complimentary. So I stammered out the first stupid thing that came to mind. "Uh, I like it."
Kathy looked at me with a little sexy grin, her eyes glistening at me, crinkling the lines around her eyes. Then she looked at the others. "OK, you embarrassed me. The rest of you said that you'd try on your sleepwear."
"OK, I'll try on mine," said Kim. She grabbed a sack from the floor, and marched into the bathroom. The rest of the women picked up their various drinks - Val a beer, Linda and Gail wine coolers, and Kathy a mixed drink.
"Jeremy, do you want a beer?" asked Val. I was surprised that she'd offer her under aged nephew a beer.
"Uh, I have to drive home tonight."
"Oh, it's too late!" said Val. "Why don't you spend the night here? The other four are. It'll be just the six of us. We'll find room for you."
This was too good to be true - my hot, drunk aunt asking me to spend the night with just her and my other drunk aunts. I tried not to sound too excited when I said, "Well, OK."
Aunt Val called my mom and told her where I was and that I would be spending the night. As soon as Val hung up the phone, she handed me a beer. "Don't tell anybody I gave you that. We have rules on nights like this. Anything that happens tonight stays within the group." I sipped the beer and put it on the table. I needed to relax, but I wanted to stay focused so I could remember every detail. Just then Kim came out of the bathroom.
Kim walked through the room like she was a model on a runway, smiling and turning around, and describing her outfit. Aunt Val had turned on some music to help the effect. "This is a lavender mesh teddy with a thong," narrated Aunt Kim. Her outfit was even more revealing than Kathy's outfit! Her "teddy" was shaped sort of like a bathing suit, and made of almost sheer fabric! When the light was right I could see right through the top. Kim's round tits were bigger than Kathy's, a nice handful. They sloped just a little, and were capped with eraser-sized pink nipples and quarter-sized nipples. The bottom part was pulled tight over her pussy, and they were cut like a thong in back. I gawked at her bare ass as she turned around. Not a bad ass for an aunt.
All the other women complimented Kim on how nice it looked, and I shyly agreed with them, not taking my eyes off of her.
When Aunt Kim was done with her show, Val said, "My turn," and entered the bathroom. I sipped my beer as Kathy stood next to me and put her arm around me. She put her right hand on my right hip, and held her drink with her left hand. I slid my left arm around her, and placed it on her bare side just above her booty pants. Kathy talks a lot even when she's completely sober, and she was babbling about something to me, but I wasn't really paying attention. I was mostly looking down at Kathy and Kim's barely-covered bodies, and enjoying holding Kathy's bare flesh in my left hand.
Val sauntered out of the bathroom doing her modeling imitation, pushing her big chest out and shaking her long blonde hair. She was wearing a white cotton thing that was sort of a little robe. It was real short; barely going below her waist in back, and in the front was tied closed by a single tie between her tits that left a two inch-wide gap between the globes. Quite a bit of her big tits were visible on top, and when she turned sideways I could even see the very bottom of her right tit a little. The braless boobs swayed and jiggled as she walked. Her nipples also protruded thought the fabric. Val was wearing a white satin thong. Her ass was sorta big, but it looked nicer and more rounded than I would have expected. Her bare white butt cheeks alternately rose and fell and jiggled as she walked back and forth right in front of me. Her fleshy thighs jiggled, and even that excited me. I was torn between staring at so much of those tits that I've wanted to see for so long, and staring at her almost completely bare ass. Val looked right at me, smiling, as she posed.
As Val continued her show, and Kathy held me tight with her right arm, Kim was standing next to me, just slightly in front of me. My right arm was at my side, and before I realized it, the back of my right hand was bumping into Kim's bare ass. I left it there, feeling her smooth ass flesh against the back of my hand. I thought Kim would move away when she realized what was touching her, but when she looked back and saw my hand, she pressed back harder into it.
The shyer Aunt Gail was then coaxed into trying on her outfit. She sauntered out quietly, but looked right at me with a little smile as she modeled a "teddy." Her teddy wasn't as see-through as Kim's - it was an elegant deep green satin material. But it was tight over her pussy mound, and cut like a thong in back, revealing a great firm ass for a late-thirties mom. Still, it jiggled when she walked, and I had a hard time taking my eyes off of it. There was one problem with the outfit. Gail had really tiny titties, and the top was too big, and gapped open so I could see her whole right tit as she paraded by me. I have to confess that this was not the first time I'd seen Aunt Gail's tit. I discovered early that she wears stiff, padded bras, and when she leans over I've seen her pink nipple a couple of times, giving me great jack-off material. But her nipples were always soft then, and in her teddy, her nipples looked hard and very long.
I was wearing fairly loose pants with boxers, and my hardon was sticking out a bit. I worried about showing it too much, but nobody said anything, and I wasn't about to leave the room.
Kim's ass was still pressing into the back of my hand, and I pressed harder into it. Then Kim turned toward me, and asked, "Are you enjoying the fashion show?" When she turned, she pressed her crotch into the back of my hand. She leaned her hips into me, and the back of my hand could make out the shape of her pussy mound rubbing against it. When she turned back to watch Gail, I turned my hand around and palmed her bare ass cheek. Again she leaned back into it, and I gave the half-globe a gentle squeeze.
Kathy, while talking to Val, lowered her hand from my hip down to my ass. At first her fingers lightly touched my butt, and then she got bolder and placed her palm over my cheek, the same way I was palming Kim. I then lowered my hand down over her booty pants. I slid it down her lacy material over the top half of her ass, and then rested it on the bare flesh of the bottom half of her cheek.
So as The Big One, Linda, walked out of the bathroom, I was squeezing two of my mom's sister's bare butt cheeks. Now there was no controlling my hardon. Any of my aunts that looked would have seen my slacks tenting out.
"This is called a Baby Doll," said Linda as she walked through the room. The big busty brunette was wearing a sheer red "baby doll," that was hemmed just below her crotch. The only other thing she was wearing was a pair of red satin thongs. Her big hanging tits swayed back and forth as she walked. Not only could I see the outline of her tits through it, I could also easily make out the silhouette of her surprisingly large and very dark areolas. She walked past me, and though covered by the sheer baby doll, I could make out the shape of her otherwise bare butt.
Val, the only one of my mom's sisters whose ass I wasn't currently squeezing, was standing in front of me, and moved back into me. Maybe she had noticed my hardon, but deliberate or not, she backed her thong-clad ass right into my hard cock. She pressed back into my unit as I thrust forward slightly. Man, was that a great feeling, goosing my cock into her crack between her big fleshy buns!
Aunt Linda stood in front of me, looking at me and smiling, posing in her red teddy, thrusting her big jugs towards me, and I instinctively squeezed Kim's and Kathy's asses harder, and rubbed my cock up and down into Val's ass crack. Gail was sitting on a chair just to the left of me, leaning forward just enough that I could see her bare tit. I stopped rubbing my cock into Val before I climaxed.
Throughout the "fashion show," Val had been keeping the women well supplied with liquor. I hadn't touched my beer, mostly because I didn't want to take my hands off of my aunts' butts. Now Val broke off and got the women another drink, and then Kathy started a conversation with Gail. Linda, The Big One, was standing in front of me, talking to me about school and things. But there seemed to me to be serious sexual tension, as the taller woman stood in front of me with her nearly-nude tits right in my face. I tried to look into her inebriated eyes as she talked to me, but I couldn't help looking down at her big hangers. She almost certainly must have caught me looking. My pants were tenting straight out, and I thought I caught her looking down at my crotch.
Val returned, stuck her face right into mine, and rubbed her tits into my shoulder as she talked to Linda and me. She reached around and blatantly squeezed my ass. I put my arm around her as we talked, and soon had my hand on her big bare ass.
Kathy was leaning over the table in front of me, displaying her ass sticking out of her booty pants. Val noticed it too, and said something about all of the women's asses hanging out. "Who has to best booty here?" she shouted out. "I know it's not me. Let's have a booty contest! Line up and let Jeremy be the judge."
Val made all of the girls line up in front of me, and turn their backs to me. "What do you think, Jason, do we have decent booties for a bunch of old ladies?" I stared at all five of my aunts' nearly bare asses - Kathy in her booty pants, the others in thongs, Linda and Val lifting up their tops to allow full butt exposure. They were all looking back and smiling at me. The older ladies wouldn't make too many calendars with their ample buns, but it was an exhilarating pose for me. Gail's ass looked the best, followed by Kim, then Kathy, then maybe Linda, with Val "bringing up the rear."
"Shake 'em, girls," ordered Val, and on command, they all shook their butts while giggling and smiling at me. I just grinned at the wobbling buns.
"Should we try on our other outfits?" Val asked the women.
"Other outfits?" I asked.
"Yeah, the REAL naughty ones," replied Kathy.
"The saleswoman said if we bought one outfit, we could get a second outfit at half-off. So we all got a second outfit." Said Kim. "We got some really sleazy stuff."
"Oh, I don't know about modeling those," said a reluctant Linda.
"Hey, Jeremy should model something!" Interrupted Val, momentarily changing the subject. "You should wear a guy's thong!"
I didn't really like that idea. I'm a little guy, and don't have a great body. I don't know about my dick, but I'm really slender, and may not impress anyone with a skimpy outfit. Still the women had all seen me in bathing suits before on vacation.



Kathy said, "He can wear the one I bought for Craig." Craig was her husband. He was a pretty small guy, too, though not as skinny as me.
The others all said, "Yeah, Jeremy should try that on!"
"Oh, I don't know," I stammered. But these horny, half-clad women could talk me into anything right now.
We'll try on our naughty stuff if you put on a thong," proposed Val.
"Yeah," the others all said, even Gail and Linda.
My mind was trying to imagine what could be naughtier than what they were currently wearing, and the thought was keeping my dick hard. "OK, then."
Kathy excitedly rummaged through a bag until she pulled out the tiniest garment. It looked like a red satin jock strap. She handed it to me, and I headed for the bathroom. "But you all have to put on your other outfits," I called back.
"We will," answered Kathy. I hurriedly stripped naked in Aunt Val's bathroom, watching my hard cock spring straight out. I pulled up the little thong, and gingerly stuffed my hardon into it. I looked in the mirror. I really have a pretty skinny body, and started to get self-conscious, but at least the bulge in front looked fairly impressive. My butt was bare, and stray pubes were sticking out of the sides and top of the front. I kicked my clothes into the corner, exhaled, and opened the door. As I entered the family room, the women erupted in cheers, howls, and whistles. All except for Kim who I could see already changing in the darkened living room. I watched her silhouette pull off her teddy, and could see the outline of her naked tits. Then I got distracted by the other women ogling me.
Val disappeared into the bathroom to change, and Kathy joined Kim in the darkened living room. That left me in the family room with Gail and Linda, the two that had been the most reserved up to this point. But suddenly, with my appearance in a thong, Linda seemed to morph into another woman. She walked around me, staring at my near-naked body, and let out a loud, long squeal. "Ooooooweeeeii!" She placed her hands on my shoulders. She tall woman stood to the right side of me, rubbing her left hand over my back and shoulders, and her right hand over my bare chest. I've never had a girl or woman show any interest in my chest before, but Linda was acting like I was some bodybuilder. She pressed her tits into my shoulder, and pressed her bare right thigh into my hip.
Gail wasn't nearly as exuberant, but she approached me from my left, and also massaged my shoulders, looking down at my crotch. She just sort of purred in my left ear while she pressed her crotch into my left thigh.
I put my arms around both aunts, and rubbed their bare backs. That's when Linda moved her left hand down my spine, and massaged my bare butt. Gail saw her do it, and when I just smiled, she moved her right hand down over my ass also. Both women squealed and giggled as they squeezed my butt. So I felt confident enough to lower both of my hands down over their bare butts. Gail had the best ass by far, much smaller and firmer, but I also enjoyed grabbing a handful of Linda's bare butt flesh.
Gail dropped her left hand off of my chest, and as she brought it down, she grazed my hard cock sticking out. I wasn't sure that it was deliberate, but I suspected it was.
We were groping each other's asses when Aunt Kim entered the room. She was wearing a white bra and panties set with matching white stockings and garters. But the most striking thing about this outfit was its "peek-a-boo" bra. Her bare white tits and pink nipples were sticking right out of the big holes in the middle of the cups! I was looking right at my Aunt Kim's bare tits! Kim proceeded to do the modeling bit while looking at me - walking back and forth, posing, smiling at me. Her eraser-sized nipples were sticking out. I noticed she had on white shoes with spiked heels, as well as the tiniest white satin thong panties. It was so ridiculously tiny that her dark blonde pussy hair was sticking out of the sides and top of it. That may sound gross to some people, but I've always wanted to see my aunts' pussy hair, and now I was getting to see at least some of it. While even Linda and Gail "oohed" and "ahhed" Kim's kinky underwear, Linda commented, "Uh, I guess we should have brought a package of razors with us," which gave Kim and Gail a laugh.
Kim's erotic outfit and show had momentarily distracted me from the fact that my favorite aunt's big, nearly naked tits were rubbing into my shoulder. I moved my hand off her ass and moved it up her side, under her baby doll top. It climbed her bare waist, but I moved slowly from here. I'd gotten away with pinching some butts, but still wasn't completely confident enough to reach up and feel a tit in a crowd. But I wanted to so bad, I was starting to go for it. I teased the side of Linda's left tit with my fingertips just a little.
Just then Kathy entered the room. She was wearing a pink bra, panty, hose, and garter set. The bra and panty were completely see-through in front. Her medium-sized areolas on her smallish tits were clearly visible, almost like there was no fabric there. Her cone-shaped tits hung down just a little with almost no support from the cups. The front of her panties were as small as Kim's, and Aunt Kathy was exposing as much pubic hair at the top and sides as Kim. But it didn't matter much, since her whole pussy could be seen through the sheer panty crotch. Her pussy hair was mated down by the material, but completely visible. Aunt Kathy posed, twirled, smiled at me, and showed me her completely bare ass, with only the top little string and triangle of material showing in back. I noticed that Kathy must only wear one-piece bathing suits, because as tan as her arms and legs were, her whole torso, from her cleavage to her stomach and ass, where pale white. Her spiked heels and stockings made her legs look so fine.
All I could do is grin and say, "That's just great! Just terrific!" Kim, Kathy, and Gail were commenting on her outfit, when I remembered Linda again, and started to move my hand further onto the side of her big tit. I was still trying not to let the others see my hand there, and still being cautious with Linda, but I glanced over at her, and she had a big grin on her face, so I looked away and let my thumb find her nipple. Linda arched her back as I squeezed her big tit momentarily, and subtly massaged it at sort of an awkward angle.
"Linda!" yelled Kim. Linda jumped back, and straightened up, like she'd been caught.
"Huh?" Linda said.
"Go get changed!" Demanded Kim.
"Oh," said Linda. She glanced at me. "OK." Linda found her bag of garments, and headed off into the bathroom. Gail also disappeared, into the living room.
"Here I come!" Yelled Val, emerging from the bathroom. We all looked her way as the busty blonde sauntered into the room. She was wearing a red corset that was attached to two strapless bra cups. But the cups didn't cover much at all. "Here's my corset and shelf bra!"
Aunt Val's "shelf bra" pushed her tits up from the bottom, but covered none of the top half. Her two dark-pink areolas were poking out of the top. Her tits were pushed way, way up, practically to her collarbone. Val had a very dark, freckled chest, but her white boobs were so pale that the flesh almost looked transparent. While her spotted chest and shoulders obviously spent a lot of time out in the sun, it appeared that her two big puppies had never seen the light of day. Her cleavage jiggled as she walked, and heaved as she breathed. The bottom of the corset ended just a couple of inches above where Val's red string thongs started. Like her two sisters, Val sported similar-colored and thickness pubic hair spilling out. They were a hairy family, which was just fine with me. There was a string right at the front of her crotch. "It's an open crotch with a string tie," she explained. Frankly, with her flowing blonde hair, pushed-up red corset, red hose exposing the tops of her meaty thighs, my forty-something aunt looked like a bad imitation of a cheap prostitute. I loved it, and told her so when she asked me.
Aunt Val approached me, grabbed my head with both of her hands, and roughly pulled my face down into her chest. My face was buried in her tits, and she shook her chest back and forth while my nose burrowed into her cleavage. I was still a little embarrassed doing this in front of the others, but I couldn't help myself, and put both hands on her sides, and nuzzled my cheeks into her tits. Her nipples popped completely out of her shelf bra, and I felt my chin grazing her hard nipples. I moved my hands down and grabbed both of her big bare ass cheeks, and squeezed them tight, until her flesh was oozing out between my fingers. The other laughed and squealed at our obscene behavior.
Gail now entered the room. The petite medium-dark-haired, quiet woman was wearing a lavender bra, panties, hose, and garter set. Her bra had "peek-a-boo" cups similar to Kim's. The bra was squeezing out Gail's tiny titties, and her pink nipples were sticking out a good inch or so. And her thong panties, they were crotchless! My pretty aunt's brown patch of pubic hair was on complete display for me as she strutted towards me. She threw out her pelvis, put her right hand on her hip, twirled around, and walked away from me, showing me her beautiful ass that I'd just been groping.
In the meantime, Val, Kathy, and Kim were all crowded around me, all quite drunk and giddy. All three were looking gorgeous in a sleazy way, in their kinky underwear and their own earrings and jewelry, and their hair and makeup were still looking fresh. Val and Kim were hanging on my arms, groping my ass. They were both rubbing their pussies into my thighs, and Kim was pressing her exposed nipple into my arm.
Val looked down at my bulging thong, and asked, "What have you got in there, a flashlight?" This made it bulge even more. It was sticking out so far that it stretched out the skimpy thong, and some of my balls and pubic hair were hanging out the sides. Val brazenly reached down and palmed my cock over the silk thong, rubbing it and squeezing it. Kim also reached down and grabbed me, and her and Val's hands briefly fought over my silk-clad crotch. Val grabbed the right side of my thong, Kim grabbed the other side, and they started tugging it down, exposing more pubic hair. They pulled the front out, and my cock sprang out into the open, sticking straight out in a horizontal line. Kathy squealed when she noticed it, and Val and Kim started gently tugging on it.
"I'm coming out!" I heard a drunk, gleeful Linda call from the bathroom. I watched with anticipation as she slowly sauntered out. Linda was wearing a black leather bondage outfit. It was shaped like a teddy, like a one-piece bathing suit, except that it was held up by a piece of leather running up her cleavage and tied around her neck with silver studs. And there was nothing covering her tits. Oh, there appeared to be some sort of small shelf that was giving her big jugs support and pushing them up a little. But basically, they were just sitting up there exposed in all of their monumental glory. And they were lovely. Her big areolas were a dark brown, and her nipples were long, fat, and hard. Her breast skin was white and near flawless that I could see. Her outfit was cut high at the crotch, the fabric covering her pussy only being about two inches wide, exposing plenty of even-colored brown, long, pubic hair at each side. There were two silver snaps just above the crotch. Linda's black hose were attached to her leather teddy. Linda's big bare tits jiggled and shook as she walked, but the shelf contained them just enough so that they didn't sway much.
Linda strutted by me, looked down at my exposed cock, and smiled at me as she walked away. Her ass was completely bare. Her butt cheeks shook and jiggled, alternately rising and falling with each step. I don't think Linda's gait was as elegant as Kathy's or Gail's, but I had to wonder if, in her youth, with, the proper training, she could have been a model with those long legs and big tits. Or maybe a porn star.
Linda stood in front of me, and started dancing to the music. I stood there watching her, my cock out and aiming at her, as Kim and Val gave me a hand job. I watched The Big One's tits jiggle all over the place as she did a drunken white-woman-soccer-mom sort of dance. She danced just inches from me, looking right into my eyes, and smiling. Then she took my hands in hers. I was afraid she might want me to dance with her, which I'm not good at. But instead she placed both of my hands right on her big tits, and thrust her chest out. I kneaded both of the monsters, right there in front of my other four hooting and laughing aunts. I lifted the puppies off their shelf and squeezed and jiggled them like I was alone with them, alternately gently massaging and stroking them, and roughly tugging and grabbing them. Linda threw her head back and moaned.
Now I felt like an Amazon River cow in a piranha attack. Except these piranhas were attacking with soft lips, fingers, and other body parts. It was a polite, quiet attack, but there was some jockeying for position.
Aunt Kathy was standing behind me, to my left. She was blowing in my ear and nibbling on my earlobe. When her kissing moved over onto my cheek, I turned and made eye contact with her. She then planted her lips on mine and passionately kissed me. She moved her tongue into my mouth and encircled it around my tongue. Linda got distracted and backed away, and I reached out, not wanting to let go of her chest. But there were plenty of other tits around. I reached to my immediate left to find Kim's medium-sized tit sticking out of her peek-a-boo bra, and fondled it. With Kathy just behind Kim and me, I turned my torso a bit, reached up with my right hand, and found Kathy's smaller tit, feeling it over the sheer fabric of her bra, toying with her hard nipple. Kathy momentarily came up for air, and Kim stuck her face in and planted her lips on mine. Then I alternately French kissed Kim and Kathy, and fondled both of their tits. Kathy may have been the more passionate kisser, with a swirling tongue, but Kim's rapid-fire flitting of her tongue on mine was a nice feel. I reached inside of Kathy's bra, and pulled the flimsy thing down below her left tit, and fondled her bare tittie.
Val was still stroking my cock, and rubbing her thigh and crotch against my right leg. I reached right and grabbed her big tit, pulling it completely out of her shelf bra. I alternated feeling the tits of the three sisters. Their tits were all different sizes, but their nipple and areola colors were the same, with their areolas all a proportional size to their tit size. Val got into the kissing game, too, and I alternated kissing the three mature sisters.
Gail must have been feeling left out, because suddenly she appeared in front of me, and forced her face into mine and kissed me. I took the opportunity to feel her little titties sticking out of her bra. Aunt Gail might be the prettiest of the five. There were a number of times during the night that it just hit me what I was doing, and this was one of those times. "I'm making out with my gorgeous aunt, and feeling her tits!" I thought.
I had my hands full with all of the great tits around me, but as I glanced down, I saw Aunt Gail's pretty brown muff on display in her crotch-less panties. I slid my right hand down her bare stomach, and grabbed a handful of fur. I rubbed her protruding pussy mound. The puffy hair-covered mound arched towards me. Gail's petite hand battled Kim's and Val's for position on my cock. I slid my left hand down Kim's body, and rubbed her pussy over her little thong. Kim pulled the material aside for me, and I grabbed another handful of a hairy puss. I rubbed Kim and Gail's pussies up and down in unison. Then both of my middle fingers combed through the forest until they found their slits. I grazed the entrances a couple of times and found them moist. Both women spread their legs wider as I slid my middle fingers into their warm, lubricated pussies.
Someone had turned off the music, and there were basically two sounds in the room. Some of the women were giggling - Linda, mostly, a high-pitched giggle and voice, like a thrilled, giddy schoolgirl. Most of the others, certainly Kathy and Val, were more into serious moaning and sighing as I touched them.
In the mass of flesh and lingerie surrounding me, Kim dropped down to her knees. She leaned her face into my crotch, and planted her soft lips on my dick head. She softly, slowly, and deftly sucked on my throbbing organ. In the meantime, I had slid my left hand down inside of Aunt Kathy's panty bottoms, and rubbed her pussy. And when Gail had moved back to give Kim room, my finger slid out of her. Val grabbed my hand, led it to her crotch, and rubbed it over her pussy. I felt the string that was holding her panty crotch closed, and pulled on it. I worked my fingers into the slit in the fabric, and rubbed her pussy mound. Val and her sister Kathy had the same hairy, coarse, thick patch of dark blonde pussy hair, as did Kim. I rubbed the furry sisters for a bit, and then slid fingers into their steamy hot wet snatches.
Gail whimpered when she realized she'd lost use of my finger in her pussy, "Oh, it felt so goood! I want more, Jeremy!" she begged. Linda was behind me, pressing her big tits into my back, rubbing her leather-covered crotch into my ass. She dropped to her knees, and kissed my bare ass.
My knees were getting rubbery from all the excitement, and I was being pulled a little bit. But I didn't want to break off and move, fearing that would end everything. Then Val suggested, "Let's get down on the carpet and continue." I pulled away from all the hands, lips and pussies, and sat down in the middle of the soft family room carpet. Kim lied down between my legs, and stretched her mouth over my cock again. I lay back, and the pixie-like, limber Aunt Gail squatted over me, and lowered her crotch down on my head. Looking up, I saw the fur-surrounded pink slit landing on my face. Gail's smooth thighs engulfed my cheeks as her juicy slit hit my lips. I stuck my tongue up into the tasty twat and licked in circles. Gail shivered and moaned. Val sat to my left, and Linda to my right. I reached up and felt the tits of my two most-endowed aunts.
Eventually both of my hands went to Val and Linda's crotches. I worked my left hand back into Val's open-crotched panty. After rubbing Linda's leather-clad puss for the first time, and playing with the long pubes sticking out of each side of her crotch cover, Linda hurriedly reached down and forcefully unsnapped the two snaps just above her crotch, and exposed her whole big hairy pussy. Her fur was about the same color as Gail's and possibly even harrier than the three sisters. Her patch sprung way out from her body, and I eagerly combed my fingers through her forest. I rubbed her mound for a bit, before sliding a finger into her wet slit.
Linda and Val were slowly moaning and panting, but Gail was squealing, and writhing on my face as I licked up into her pussy. She was slapping her thighs against my ears and wiggling her butt on my chin. "OoooooOOOOOOOOH!!!" "EEEEE, AHHHHH!"
Kim looked up from sucking my cock, and said, "Gail, if you came, I want some of that."
"Ohh, I came, but I think I might come again!" panted my Aunt Gail.
"Don't be selfish, let me have a turn, please!" begged Kim. Kim stood up and practically pushed her sister-in-law off my face. Gail reluctantly got off, and I saw Kim's nice thighs and hairy hairy pussy approaching my face. As it landed, I heard Gail whine, "Oooh, I wanna cum again."
Kathy replaced her younger sister between my legs and sucked my cock. Kim's thighs are nice and smooth, but a little less firm than Gail's. She slapped her thighs repeatedly against my cheeks like a bird flapping its wings. Kathy sucked slower than Kim, using her tongue a little more along the shaft. Val and Linda were moaning and wrapping their thighs around my hand as I fingered them.



Kim didn't last long on my face. "I want to fuck!" She announced. "Kathy, let me have that big hard cock. You can let him eat you out."
"Sure!" agreed Kathy, and the two sisters traded places. I couldn't believe it, my aunt wanted to fuck me! I was just about to fuck! For the first time!
Kim straddled my torso, lowered herself down, and aimed her pussy at my erect cock. Her lips found the head, and she slowly forced it into her. After that, she slid down the shaft. I could feel her lubed-up canal sliding along my cock as she settled in on top of me. She had swallowed up the whole unit, and after settling in, started sliding up and down on it. It felt even better than I had ever imagined it would.
Before Kathy blocked my view, I noticed that Gail was sitting down on my right side, just below Linda. Gail had her legs spread, and was rubbing her own clit. She really did want to orgasm again!
Once Kim was settled in on my torso, Kathy spread her legs around me, and slowly dropped down on my face. Overall she had great legs, but the oldest sister's thighs were just a little flabbier. I didn't mind. I loved the moving flesh resting against me. I licked up into the blonde with gusto.
I felt someone moving my right foot, and then felt something hairy touching it. I stopped eating Kathy long enough to look down. Gail had taken my right foot and was rubbing my sole along her pussy mound.
If I could have a still picture from any moment in my life, this would be the one. When I looked down, what I saw was that I was servicing the pussies of my five aunts, all at one time. All five of the older lingerie-clad women had their eyes closed and their mouths open, moaning, panting, and whimpering. Kim was sliding her pussy up and down my cock. Kathy's panties were off I was licking up into her wet pussy. Val was getting finger fucked by me while she squeezed both of her own tits and pulled on her nipples. Linda was holding her left tit up to her mouth, and was licking and sucking her own long nipple, as I fingered her. Gail had her legs spread wide and was rubbing my foot over her pussy. That was a sight I'll never forget, or ever match.
It was also enough to almost make me blow my wad. I don't know how I hung in this long. It must have just been the strangeness of the situation. I fucked up rapidly into Kim and with the same rhythm I licked Kathy, diddled Val and Linda's clits where they had placed my finger, and even wiggled my big toe on Gail's clit. All five were virtually moving in unison, and for the most part panting and whimpering and squealing in unison. It was a strange, wild sound.
Kim clamped down hard on my torso, and gyrated all over the place, and I shot my jizz up into her. Suddenly all around me, from all angles, older women were screaming and spazzing. As if in chorus, they all let out one last wild high-pitched scream, and then relaxed, panting.
When all of my aunts had fallen off of me, I got up off the carpet and crashed on to the couch. Gail and Linda followed me over to the couch, and sat on either side of me, Gail on my left and Linda on my right, leaning against me and pressing their hose-clad thighs against my bare thighs. I put my hands on their thighs, and casually massaged them over their coarse hose. My cock was still standing straight out, occasionally coming to life with little spasms. With her head on my shoulder, Aunt Gail reached out with her left hand, and stroked my cock. I guess she was game for more action, as I was. I moved my hands up off Gail and Linda's hose and onto their bare thighs above it. I was looking down at both of their brown pussies. Linda leaned over and started making out with me. I slid my hands up over both of their pussies, and fingered them. I fucked one of my aunts tonight, I wondered if I could get another one to fuck me.
Gail leaned over, put her face down by my crotch, and wrapped her pretty lips around my dick head. She slowly slurped up and down on it while sitting next to me. It was hard for me to reach her pussy now, so I tugged on her hanging nipples as she sucked me, while making out with Linda. Eventually I let go of Gail's titties and put my left hand on The Big One's jugs, massaging them. I briefly put both arms around Linda as we French kissed. She wasn't one of the better kissers of the group, but she was passionate about it. I felt both of her pale bare tits, which were still surrounded by her leather outfit. After tugging on her long fat nipples and marveling at her big dark areolas close-up, I sank my head onto her chest, and kissed and sucked both of the big puppies. I kissed and licked between them, burying my face in her cleavage, then kissed and licked them all over, before moving to her left nipple, taking the hard thing into my mouth.
Gail moved down onto the carpet, kneeling between my legs, and sucked me off more. Kathy took her place on the couch next to me on my left. So I alternately made out with Kathy and Linda, the two oldest of my aunts. I tried putting my arms around them and sat up straight, and they sunk down so my hands could reach down onto their chest. I now had my left hand on Kathy's little left tit, and my right hand on Linda's large right tit. I had to reach into Kathy's pink see-through bra to get to it. Kathy put her hands to her chest and unfastened and opened her front hook bra, and both of her tits flew out. I jiggled the smaller tit and pulled on her pink-brown nipple while rolling Linda's big tit.
Gail's sucking was doing its job, although I think Kim was the better cocksucker. I placed both hands on Kathy's and Linda's hose-clad thighs again, ran them up over their exposed flesh, and back over their pussies. Both of my aunts spread their legs wide for me. I fingered both of them, and eventually worked a second, then a third, finger in each of the dripping wet holes.
Gail suddenly got off of her knees, turned her back to me, and lowered her open-crotched bottom onto my pulsating cock. Staring at her ass, I could see her pussy hair between her legs, and her pink slit lowering down on my shaft. She settled in on my lap, leaning forward with her back arched, her legs spread wide. Then she started bending her knees and slid her bottom up and down my cock. This isn't how I had envisioned fucking Aunt Gail, but it was wild watching her work out on me while I fingered the other two.
Val then climbed onto the couch right between Linda and Gail, and stood on the cushions facing me, with her feet planted on either side of me. Staring me in the face was Val's open-crotched panties with the untied string hanging down, gapped open several inches, giving me a view of Val's pink slit surrounded by a thick mixture of light brown and blonde pubic hair. Val spread her legs and bent her knees slightly, and pressed her pussy into my face. I used my nose and lips to work through the forest of curly hairs until my tongue finally had a free shot at her pussy lips. I licked up and down while trying to get a rhythm with humping Gail and fingering Kathy and Linda.
Kim took a page from Gail's book, and sat on the carpet in front of Gail, spread her legs, and placed my foot on her pussy. This led to some delicacy on my part, because I needed leverage from my feet to thrust up into Gail, but I didn't want to put too much weight on Kim's crotch. But we got it balanced, and it felt sort of nice having Kim's thick mat of fir rubbing along the bottom of my right foot.
Gail now was the loudest and hardest worker, with the others adding their sighs and whimpers. Val's bare thigh flesh was pressed against my cheeks, but I occasionally got a little rub of the top of her hose, too. Once again I was satisfying all five of my aunt's pussies.
Gail was using her muscular thighs to bounce up and down rapidly on my lap, causing the whole couch to shake. Both Kathy and Linda had taken my hands, and moved them up to that little nub above their slits that I presumed was their clit. I diddled the nubs with my middle fingers, and that seemed to really drive them wild. They were both moaning and thrusting their hips up. I decided to see if Val liked that, so I moved my tongue up to her clit, and licked it. "Oh, YES, Jeremy!" she blurted. She was gyrating her hips over my face. I had to work to keep my tongue on her.
Gail gyrated rapidly on my lap. I had never heard her raise her voice much above a whisper in my life, and now she was squealing and crying out. "Ahh! Ahh! WhooooooOOO!"
Val was nearly matching her in volume. "WhhaaaAAAA! HUUUGGH!" Kathy let out quieter, lower pitched grunts. Linda had a higher pitched squeal.
Gail climaxed first, but I came seconds after she did. After resting on my cock for a minute, she climbed off and lay down on the carpet. Val immediately backed away from my face, straddled my lap, and slid her pussy down over my cock. She was now fucking me while facing me, her big red hose-clad thighs wrapped around me. As she bounced on my cock, I was slumped back into the couch a little, and my blonde aunt's tits, which were still hanging out the top of her red corset, were jiggling in my face. I leaned forward and sucked on her bouncing white tits and pink nipples.
"Oh, Jeremy, oh, honey!" panted Kathy.
"Jeremy, that's so good!" squealed Linda.
"Fuck me, Jeremy, fuck me hard, you young stud!" grunted Val.
Soon it was another chorus of grunts, squeals, and outright bellowing from the four remaining aunts whose pussies I was currently servicing. "OHH! UUUGGGG! AhhhhHHHH! Woooooaaaa!!!" Aunt Val bounced so hard on my lap that her tit flew out of my mouth, and I sat back and watched them rapidly bobble all over the place. That fine image was the final straw, and I came in her pussy. Linda and Kathy were wiggling their bottoms all over and squeezing their thighs around my fingers, but I did my best to keep after their clits until they finished their orgasms.
A few minutes after Val climbed off my lap, my spent cock was lying on my leg semi-hard. Linda reached over and stroked it with her right hand. Having had three massive orgasms and cumming a gallon, I was pretty spent. But I started playing with Aunt Linda's tits again and with her smooth hand job, I got hard again quickly. Then Linda climbed between my legs, and started to suck my dirty cock. Her mouth was stretched wide around it, her brown hair falling onto my thighs and tickling them. God, these ladies didn't have any aversions to sucking cock!
Aunt Kathy was still sitting to my left. She leaned forward, ignored the smeared pussy juice all over my lips, nose and chin, and made out with me. I put my arms around her and played with her tits, then her pussy. She took a breath, and whispered into my ear, "Please fuck me, Jeremy, please. Oh, I want you so bad."
"I want you, too, Aunt Kathy," I whispered.
Linda came up for air. Aunt Val took over for Linda, and became the last of my five aunts to suck my cock.
Aunt Kathy turned her back to me and knelt on the couch, with her elbows on the left armrest. She presented herself to me, sticking her ass in the air, showing me the pussy hair between her legs. She was naked except for her pink hose and garters, dangling earrings, necklace, and wedding ring. Her blonde hair was hanging down. "C'mon, Jeremy," she called. Val looked at her, and released my cock from her mouth. I got up on my knees on the couch, and knelt behind Aunt Kathy's bare ass. I took a minute to line myself up, and to massage her protruding white butt. I laid my cock on top of her ass, and slid it along her crack. Then I took my unit in my hand, and aimed the head between her legs, found her pussy slit with my other hand, and worked it in.

Kathy moaned as I entered her, and she pressed back into me. I pumped slowly as I got my rhythm and balance right. I could feel Kathy's cunt muscles contracting and expanding around my dick. We made a slapping noise when my pelvis and her butt met. "Ooh," purred Kathy. I reached around and felt her little titties that were hanging down.
Kathy and I got into a nice rhythm. Her twat was a little wider, and I learned to alternately slide my cock along her left pussy wall, and then her right, to get friction. We were in a groove, but nowhere close to cumming, it seemed.
"Do you want to feel MY tits while you do her?" asked Kim. Kim crawled over to Kathy's right side, and shook her tits in my face. She had taken off her bra, and was now topless. I reached over with my right hand and felt her nice tits.
"You can feel me, too," said Val, and came around to Kathy's left side, leaned over, and let her tits dangle down for me. I grabbed one with my left hand. Linda and Gail gathered around, too, and I had my choice of what tits, and other body parts, I wanted to fondle while I fucked Aunt Kathy. I felt like a kid in a tittie store; there were so many things on display that I'd wanted for so long. I may have gotten a little grabby for the ladies, but I was having a blast, and they had a few giggles, too. I tried some combination of things that I particularly enjoyed; I fondled the two biggest pairs of tits, Linda's and Val's, for a bit. Then I went for Linda's tit with my favorite ass, Gail's. I nibbled on Kim's B cup tits for a bit, then sucked Gail's whole tit, long hard nipple and all, taking the whole thing into my mouth at once.
"Uhh, Uhh, Ohhh, Jeremy," Kathy moaned. "UUUH!" I started to step up my rhythm, and soon I was slapping fast and hard into her like a jackhammer. I loved the way her mature white ass made multiple ripples like a rock hitting water each time I slammed into it. "Uhhnng! HuuGGGhh! she grunted in a husky voice.
Our piston-like banging did its job, and as Kathy broke rhythm and gyrated her ass all over, I felt my orgasm start. Kathy's sudden jerking caught me by surprise, and my cock fell out of her pussy. Before I could get it back in, I shot white jism all over her ass, and back, and hose-clad thighs. We both collapsed on the carpet.
Having just fucked four of my aunts, I was spent. My balls ached and my cock finally started to shrivel up. I sat on the carpet with my back resting against the couch. I looked around the room at my five aunts. Their nice new sexy lingerie was covered in sweat and jizm. Seams had been stretched and popped, fabric had been snagged, and hose had big long runs. I guess maybe I'd ruined some fun for my five uncles. The women began to remove what was left of their outfits and hose. They all stood up and stripped completely naked in front of me.
I looked over the five older women. They didn't look at the top of their game like they did just a little while ago. They were drunk and a little bleary-eyed. Their hair was messed up badly. Their makeup was smeared and running and caked, and they had circles around their eyes. Without the flattering outfits, the nearly middle aged moms looked their age. Breasts hung down. Scars and stretch marks were visible. Faces were wrinkled and jowlly. I still loved them all.
I watched Aunt Linda strip off her kinky leather outfit and hose, and sit on the couch naked just next to where I sat on the carpet. She was the only aunt that I hadn't fucked. She was also the only aunt whose pussy I hadn't eaten. Even if I were too pooped to fuck her, I sure would love a chance to bury my face in that big woman's hairy muffin. Linda saw me looking up at her, and smiled. As if she read my mind, she lifted her left leg, and threw it over my head. I was now looking right up at her pussy with her legs spread around me.
I reached up and stroked her long, smooth, naked thigh. I reached further and hovered my palm just above her pussy mound. Not close enough to touch it, but just close enough to tickle her thick patch of pubic hair. She purred just enough to let me know she liked it, and spread her legs wider. I got on my knees, leaned over, and kissed and sucked on the inside of her beautiful, long, fleshy thighs. Aunt Linda put her hands on my head, and ran her fingers through my hair.
I put my hands under her thighs, and pulled her toward me. Linda scooted her butt closer to the edge of the couch. I leaned forward, and burrowed into her pussy hair until I cleared a path to her moist pussy lips. I licked back and forth, up and down, in and out. She arched her back and pressed her hips forward. I felt her thighs on my ears. I took my time; I was in no hurry to leave this place.
But Aunt Linda pushed my head back and stopped me. Was she done for the night?
"Jeremy, will you fuck me?" My religious, conservative Aunt Linda was the last person in the world that I expected to hear that word from in any context. I looked down at my limp cock. "Let me get YOU ready," she said.
I climbed up onto the couch next to her, unsure what she had in mind. She gave my semi-limp cock a couple of strokes while I played with her tits. Then she climbed off the couch and kneeled between my legs. She leaned her body inward, and let her big mammaries dangle over my crotch. She stuck her elbows out, grabbed her own breasts, and squeezed them around my cock. She arched her back, and bounced up and down on her knees, and tit fucked me.
I looked down in amazement. My cock head kept disappearing and reappearing from the top of her cleavage. I bucked up and down to give more friction. I got real stiff, real fast, watching my aunt do that to me.
My other aunts were watching, too. "I wish I could do that," lamented the small-titted Aunt Kathy, and Gail and Kim said the same thing.
Aunt Linda had already told me what she wanted. She wanted to fuck me. "I'm ready, Aunt Linda," I told the buxom woman.
Linda let go of her tits, lied on her back on the couch with her legs spread, and held out her arms to invite me in. I got on my knees between her long legs. I had fucked four women to this point in my life, but had never fucked missionary style. It took me a while to get the position and the angle right. I lied on Aunt Linda, and slid my cock into her wet pussy. I planted my elbows on either side of her, and laid on her. She wrapped her arms around me, as well as her legs, and let me find a rhythm. I could hear her panting in my ear as our nude sweating bodies pressed together. I pumped harder and harder. Linda moaned louder and louder, in a higher and higher pitch.
I didn't know anything about technique, but I had speed. I fucked fast and furious, feeling my balls slapping into Linda. It was a good thing Aunt Linda was dripping wet. I planted my feet and knees as well as I could for leverage. We were getting wild and loud.
"Ohhh, ohhhhhh, oOOOOOEEEEEEEYYY!" Aunt Linda's wails were echoing off the walls. "WoooooooooooooooOOOOO!! "WOOOOOOOO!"
There'd been a couple of times when I was able to jerk off four times in one day, if I was horny and had some good material to work with. Tonight I was on my fifth ejaculation attempt, and had great "material" to work with, but I didn't know if I could cum or not. I'd hate to give up in the middle of fucking the woman I most wanted in the world. But the other four women were sympathetic and sat around encouraging me. They also seemed to enjoy watching us get it on.
Val knelt in front of me and jiggled her own tits to entice me. "Want to watch me play with myself?" she asked. She didn't wait for a reply. She spread her legs and fingered her own pussy. Gail sat nearby and watched Val intently. Val noticed Gail watching her. "Want to watch two women?" Val reached over and grabbed one of Gail's tits. Gail recoiled and gave her sister-in-law a startled look, then looked over at her other sisters-in-law.
"Oh, let her touch you, Gail," said Kim. "No one's gonna tell." This time when Val reached out, Gail let her fondle her tit and play with her long nipple. When Val leaned over and tried to kiss Gail, she pulled back again. But the second time, when Val gently grabbed Gail by the hair and pulled her closer, Gail let Val kiss her lightly on the lips. Slowly, Val opened her mouth and kissed harder.



Gail was reluctant at first, then tentative, and then finally completely gave in. Her tongue emerged to meet Val's and they French kissed as Val fondled Gail. Gail reached out and felt Val's tits. "Um, so that's what big ones feel like," she moaned.
Aunt Linda is about four inches taller than me, and my head was lying on her chest. I could feel her tits pressing up into me, just below my chin. Linda was all I needed to enjoy myself - the other women's antics were just eye candy at this point. But I couldn't help looking up to see Val and Gail playing with each other's pussies. And Val was holding her tit out, and rubbing her nipple against Gail's. Kim and Kathy were diddling their own clits, watching both Linda and me, and Val and Gail. The two sisters gave each other a little look, then each fingered the other one, while sitting up on their knees.
In order to pump even faster and harder, I pushed myself up on my hands. I looked down at Linda. Her big white tits were shaking and bobbling like nothing I'd ever seen before. I didn't know breasts could do that. Whatever direction Aunt Linda was moving, her tits were moving the opposite way. It was an amazing, wild, erotic, dirty sight.
I glanced over at the others. Gail and Val were lying on the carpet, with Gail lying on top of Val backwards, in what every school kid knows as a "69" position, licking each other's pussies. Kim and Kathy were lying on their sides, fingering each other, watching Gail and Val, and Linda and Me.
Linda pulled me back down and dug her fingers into my back. She was hollering in my ear, and squeezing me with her thighs. "OOOOOhhhhhhh JJeerrrEEEEMMMMYYYYY!" The Big One thrashed from side to side and almost threw me off of her. I hung on tight, and felt the tickling friction on my cock head that told me I was about to come.
From the other four I just heard muffled moans and whimpers, getting faster and louder.
"Jerrreeemyyyy! I'm CUmmINNG! UNNG! HUUGGG! HUUUUHHHGG!" screamed Linda. I shot a load into her as she threw my little body this way and that. Finally she bucked me completely off of the couch.
The others had all finished their activity, too, and we all laid there resting for quite a while. Finally everybody got up and got drinks, went to the bathroom, and stuff, but nobody got dressed. Aunt Val asked where everybody wanted to sleep.
"I want to sleep with Jeremy!" said Kim.
"No, I want to spend the night with Jeremy," said Linda.
Everybody wanted to sleep with me, so it was decided that we would all sleep on the family room floor like a slumber party. Val brought down a bunch of sleeping bags and blankets and pillows, and we laid out together on the floor, and I spent the night there, with the TV on, sleeping naked with my five aunts.
Somewhere during the night, Kathy whispered to me, "You should come and visit me some day. When Uncle Craig is at work. Just the two of us."
And not long after that, I was up getting a beer from the refrigerator. Aunt Val was heading for the bathroom. She stopped and talked to me, with her hair matted and her face smeared with cum. "You know, Uncle Don travels a lot. Maybe you can stop by some time when the kids are in school. I'll call in sick. Just the two of us, all day!"
And while lying in a sleeping bag, Linda whispered, "I was thinking. Maybe sometime I can tell Uncle Nick that I'm traveling to visit my mother, but really we can get a motel room, just the two of us!"
And later, when I rolled over towards a naked Aunt Gail, she whispered, "Jeremy, you know I don't live far from here. I'm all alone all day when the kids are in school and Uncle Jim is at work."
And still later, Aunt Kim said, "I'll give you my work email address. You can write me there, and maybe arrange to get together alone sometime. We can learn a lot together."
So it looks like I'm going to be kept busy visiting my five aunts for a while.
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All events and characters in this story are fiction. All characters are eighteen or older.
Barbara Starrett unfolded her lawn chair and sat down alone on the sideline. It was well before game time, and most of the other parents either hadn't arrived yet, or were away from the soccer field. But Barbara's dirty little secret was that, since the boys on the team were beyond eighteen, she enjoyed watching them in their shorts and soccer shirts. While still quite young, most were athletically built, sort of boys in men's bodies.
Some of the boys were warming up, kicking the ball around directly in front of Barbara. A ball got away and rolled beyond the sideline where the tall brunette mother was sitting. Jeremy jogged over to retrieve it. While Barbara was admiring Jeremy's slender build and square shoulders through her sunglasses, she noticed Jeremy staring at her, or rather at her body. Jeremy paused a little too long to get the ball, keeping his eyes on Barbara. When he finally jogged away, Barbara looked down. She realized that the right leg of her shorts was hanging open, and her white panty crotch could be seen by anyone standing in front of her. Her panties were pulled tight over her crotch, and a little tuft of her brown pubic hair stuck out the side.
Barbara felt her face go flush as she realized that the young man had likely been staring up her shorts. Again a ball got away, and Jeremy came to retrieve it. Instead of closing her legs, Barbara left them spread apart. Glancing sideways through her sunglasses, she saw the boy staring at her crotch from several feet away. She kept her eye on Jeremy, and saw him whisper something to Donny. Donny looked over at Barbara, and shortly after moved closer to the sideline. He, too, took a long look at Barbara's crotch.
For the next fifteen minutes she watched the boys whispering to each other, and one by one most of them found a way to get closer to her for a look. Of course, nobody said anything to Barbara's son. Once the other parents started gathering along the sideline, Barbara adjusted her shorts and enjoyed the game.
Not only did this episode make Barbara's day, it was the most exciting thing to happen to her in a long time. Having been a stay-at-home mom for years, she did not make contact with very many young males. On rare occasions an older man would notice her or compliment her, but never anyone much younger than herself. To have so many young teens notice her raised her self-esteem and her libido.
At home, Barbara looked at herself in the mirror. The pretty, forty-three year old woman still had long smooth legs. Her short brown hair had a few strands of gray. She knew that beneath her bra her large breasts were not as firm as they used to be, but they were larger. She started feeling like an attractive woman again. She thought about the young athletes even more.
At the next soccer game, Barbara chose to wear a short denim skirt and a polo shirt. Again she arrived early and sat alone in her chair on the sidelines, away from the coaches. Soon the practicing players started moving closer to where she was sitting. Barbara sat casually and let her knees rest about eight inches apart. She saw Donny and Rick trying to look up her skirt. She thought that they could probably see her white panties between her bare thighs under her skirt, but she wasn't sure. She didn't own any really sexy panties, but she had put on a pair that had a narrower crotch, exposing more hair on the sides. As the practice continued, Barbara let her legs slide farther and farther apart, and allowed her skirt to hike up almost to her crotch. She was in a high state of arousal as the teens continually got closer and stole long looks of her panty-covered crotch.
After this game, thoughts of the horny teens occupied Barbara's thoughts much of the time. Her son was new to the neighborhood, and some of these teens were the most popular boys in school. She would love to have these boys come over to her house, but her son wasn't in with that group yet.
Before the next game, Barbara had been extremely horny all day. It was a weekday evening game. Her husband was out of town. Barbara decided to be daring and escalate her flashing game. She wore her denim skirt again, but this time, she didn't wear any panties. Even on this warm evening, she could feel a breeze whisk up her skirt over her naked pussy, causing her nipples to get visibly erect through her thin tank top.
She wasted no time. She spread her legs wide, and let her skirt hike up high. Chad was the first boy to work his way over, and his eyes bugged out of his head. He kneeled several feet in front of her, and tied both of his shoes while staring up her skirt. She knew he could easily see her brown triangle of pubic hair. At that distance he could probably see her pink pussy lips.
The practicing team began to hover around her like a hungry flock of seagulls. She started getting concerned that she was drawing too much attention, but nobody else seemed to notice her disturbance. Her heart was pounding, her breathing was heavy, and she had trouble suppressing a big smile as most of the team, except for her son, took turns looking at her naked pussy in public.
After the game, the team went out for pizza. Barbara and her son joined them. The players and parents had pushed several tables together, but there was still overflow, and Barbara volunteered to crowd into a corner booth with five of the boys. Barbara was pressed between Donny and Ron, two of the more attractive and popular boys. She spread her legs and pressed her smooth thighs against their bare legs. The boys, knowing that she wasn't wearing panties under her skirt, didn't object to her physical presence, and were happy to rub their thighs up against her smooth skin. Barbara leaned forward, pressing her tits against the table, pushing her cleavage up. Her tank top hung open, and the boys stared down her top at her ample cleavage, beyond her tan line, but not quite to her nipples.
While talking about the game and other teen subjects, Barbara put her hands under the table and rested them on the two boys' thighs. She moved her right hand up under Ron's shorts and touched his crotch over his jock and plastic cup. When Donny placed his right hand on her thigh, Barbara smiled at him, placed her hand on his, and pushed his hand further up her thigh. She whispered to Ron, "If you take it out, I'll touch it." Ron reached down and adjusted his jock so that his cock was out and hanging down the left leg of his shorts. Barbara slowly stroked it.
Donny had placed his hand on her naked crotch. He worked his middle finger into her wet pussy under the table. Barbara also whispered to him to whip out his cock, so as she got finger fucked by Donny, she slowly gave hand jobs to Donny and Ron. She whispered to both boys, "You should come over and visit my son." Ron jerked and shot a load of jism into her hand. Donny did the same.
When they finished eating, the boys went to a back room to play video games. After visiting with the other parents for a while, Barbara said that she was going to retrieve her son and leave. When she went into the dark game room, she saw Jeremy and Rick playing a two-player game in the corner. She stood behind them and watched the game, pressing her tits into their shoulders. They continued playing, but concentrated on the woman behind them whose pussy they had seen. Barbara put her hands on their waists. She slid her hands down over their soccer shorts, and squeezed their young asses. She worked both hands under their shorts. Wearing only jocks under their shorts, Barbara squeezed their naked, firm butt cheeks. She said to the boys, "You should come over and play video games at our house sometime."
Later, Barbara told her son that he should invite some of the team members over after a game to play video games. Her son was reluctant, because none of the boys had been to his house, and he didn't want to be embarrassed if no one showed up. There was a Friday evening game coming up when Barbara's husband would be out of town. Barbara was insistent, so her son asked the team members to come over after that game. To her son's pleasant surprise, many of the boys said they would come.
During the game, Barbara wore a tight, thin, white shirt that clung to her large bra, and denim shorts with no panties. She flashed the boys again before the game. Nine of the team members came over to her house immediately after the game. Barbara ordered pizzas, and served the boys pop. They gathered in the lower level family room, playing video games and listening to music.
Donny was the first to wander upstairs, finding Barbara in the kitchen. Barbara wasted no time putting her arms around him, French kissing him, and putting her hands on his butt over his soccer shorts. Donny reached up and groped both of her big tits over her shirt and thin bra. His right hand slid down her waist, under her shirt, and up over her bra. He felt her left tit over her bra as he kissed her. He worked his hand inside of her bra, and felt her warm fleshy tit inside of it, tickling her hard nipple with his fingertips. His left hand slid down her back and cupped her right ass cheek over her shorts. Barbara took his hand, and led him down the hall to her bedroom. She closed the door behind her. She quickly pulled up her shirt in front of the teen, unhooked her bra, and let her tits fall out of the cups. Her shirt and bra rested on her chest as the boy felt her big heavy tits. She pulled her shirt and bra off, pulled her shorts down, and stood naked as Donny felt her tits, ass, and hairy pussy. Barbara pulled up the teen's soccer shirt, and he pulled it over his head and dropped it. Barbara kneeled down and pulled his shorts off of his body, briefly admiring the wiry young lad in just his jock. She pulled the jock down and his full-grown cock stood at attention. His slender body gave his penis the appearance of being even bigger than it was. Still on her knees, Barbara put her lips on his cock, and slowly sucked it.
Barbara climbed on the bed, and Donny hopped on next to her. They kissed as Donny anxiously groped her entire body in rapid fashion. Barbara ran her long fingers over Donny's bare shoulders, back, ass, and cock. "Donny, make love to me," Barbara whispered. She spread her legs wide for him, and the boy climbed between them. With Barbara's help, the inexperienced but eager teen worked his cock into her wet pussy, and laid down on her.
Jeremy and Ron slipped upstairs, looking around for Barbara. They wandered down the hall and heard the panting woman and squeaking bed through the door. Jeremy quietly turned the doorknob and cracked the door open. Jeremy and Ron silently watched Donny pumping rapidly into the naked woman. Once he got into a rhythm, it didn't take long for Donny to lose his load in the housewife, who was twitching from her own quick orgasm.
As Donny climbed off of her, Barbara noticed the light from the crack in the door, and saw the two boys watching her naked body on the bed. "It's ok, boys, come in." Jeremy entered the bedroom, as Donny got dressed. "Jeremy, do you want to be next?"
Jeremy stammered an affirmative. Barbara looked at Donny and Ron and asked them to make sure that her son doesn't come in. Donny and Ron left the room, and Jeremy quickly stripped out of his soccer uniform. He lay on the bed next to Barbara and engaged in some rapid foreplay, in particular enjoying her big bobbling tits, and wet hairy pussy. Barbara gave him a speedy hand job, and in no time the young man-boy mounted her and began fucking the older woman.
Word slowly spread what Barbara was doing upstairs, and several more teens found their way upstairs, careful not to alert Barbara's son. Several teammates were standing at Barbara's doorway, as Ron became her third lover of the evening. The door was now closed, but the boys took turns slowly cracking it open and peeking in.
Barbara was quite loose and enjoying herself immensely. She was giggling and joking with the randy young boys like she was a schoolgirl herself. She loved having them looking at her and playing with her, giggling and cooing when they did something she liked. For the first time in her life she was acting like a real slut.
When Greg became a little reluctant and shy, in other words limp as a wet noodle, Barbara had him lay on his back, and she sucked his dick. It didn't take long for him to get hard. The other boys watched her mouth stretched wide over his red, pulsating cock. When he had relaxed and was having a good time, Barbara climbed on top of him and lowered her pussy down on his engorged member. The boys watched Barbara's big tits hanging down, swinging and bouncing, as she stretched her legs wide and fucked Greg. Greg had his hands on her bucking ass cheeks, then reached up and played with her tits. It wasn't long before both Greg and Barbara came.
To Barbara's surprise, Steve had the biggest cock, possibly a good eight inches, and Barbara had to suppress squeals as he fucked her. She had one of her best orgasms with him.
When everybody had his turn, Barbara climbed out of bed. Ron and Donny approached her about having sex again. It was getting late, so this time Barbara took them both on at the same time. She instructed Donny to lie on his back on the carpet, and she mounted him and fucked him on top. Ron stood in front of her and received a blowjob. Chad and Greg stood on either side of her and received hand jobs as they played with Barbara's tits. Several other boys enjoyed watching her swaying tits and rippling ass and thighs as she humped, sucked, and stroked. It took a while to get into a rhythm. Even Barbara had no experience at this sort of arrangement. Several of the immature boys started giggling, and Barbara giggled a little, too, before settling down to business. Ron shot a load of cum on her face, Donny came in her pussy, and Chad and Greg came on her tits.
Barbara looked at the clock, and decided she better get dressed. She cleaned up and went downstairs where her son and the others were still playing video games.
Barbara told all of the boys individually that she had enjoyed the evening, and asked them to come and visit her son again. Her son became a regular member of the most popular clique in school, getting dates with many of the popular girls. And Barbara was able to spend time with many of his friends, teaching them about sex, and learning a lot herself. Barbara's husband profited by Barbara's increased libido and varied experience. But to everyone except for her lover boys, she retained the image of an average, normal soccer mom.
The end.
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At breakfast, Jim Huff told his wife, Gail that his Lexus had suffered a serious front corner dent the day before while parked at a garage near his office. He had come home late the night before, and he hadn't had a chance to talk to her. Jim asked Gail to take the car to a body shop and get a repair estimate while he took her minivan to work.
Gail dropped her kids off at school, took the damaged car to a nearby body shop, and waited for an estimate. The man who did the estimate was also the owner, a forty-ish, dark-haired man named Frank. Frank was very polite to Gail, as he thought that the 32 year-old housewife was very pretty. She had brown eyes, high cheekbones, and a thin upturned nose. She had stylish shoulder-length dark brown hair. She was medium height and her toned, slender figure showed that she worked out. Seeing her in spandex pants and a tee shirt that covered the top third of her butt, his opinion was that her best assets were her firm ass and nice legs.
When Gail showed Jim the estimate, she was surprised that he insisted they not submit an insurance claim, for the amount was well over their deductible. Still, she made an appointment and Gail and Jim dropped off the car. This time the mechanic, a large, heavy man named Tony, also noticed the attractive woman's firm ass and sexy walk as she left.
Two days later, Gail was told that the car would be ready after 6:00 PM. When Jim came home from work, they left the kids with the neighbors and went to pick up the car.
Gail and Jim both walked into the body shop. Jim was wearing a light blue suit; Gail sported a clinging white sleeveless shirt, and tight faded designer jeans. Frank the owner said that the car was ready, but before they paid the bill, he asked both of them to step into his office. It was past closing time, and Frank locked the front door. Tony the mechanic, the only other person in the shop, also joined them in the office.
Frank addressed Jim Huff. "The police sometimes ask body shops to keep an eye out for vehicles that were involved in hit-and-run accidents. Tony remembered that it was a white Lexus that hit that woman's car the other night. I hear she was seriously hurt."
Gail recalled hearing about the accident on the news. She looked at Jim. He had an alarmed expression on his face.
Frank continued. "Tony also discovered that some of the paint chips on your bumper match the color of the car that the injured woman was driving."
Jim cleared his throat. "I'm sure that it's just a coincidence."
Frank replied, "All the same we should report this to the police, don't you think, Jim?"
Jim sat silently for a minute. "Please don't do that."
Gail became very angry. Her husband had caused a hit-and-run accident. He had lied to her. Instead of working late, he had been drinking again. This wasn't the first time. He had two DUI convictions in the past. They were a long time ago, and they had managed to keep the incidents a secret from most people, including their children. He had promised that he wouldn't drink and drive again. He had narrowly escaped going to jail. This time he wouldn't be so lucky. She sat glaring at Jim with a silent rage building.
Frank continued. "Well, Tony and I are compassionate men. We don't want to see your personal lives be destroyed and you be sent to jail. But let's get to the point, we expect some compensation for helping to cover this up."
Jim asked, "How much do you want?"
Frank replied, "We want ten grand each"
Gail broke in. "Twenty thousand? We don't have twenty thousand dollars. There's no way we could raise that."
Jim said, "We can pay ten thousand, maybe."
Frank and Tony grinned at each other. "Then we'll take two things, Jim. We want the ten grand, and we want your wife for the evening."
Gail felt her skin crawl and her nipples get hard. "Me? Oh, no."
Frank said, "That's it, that's the deal, final."
Jim sat silent, glancing at his angry wife. Gail blurted, "I can't believe you're even considering it. You want me to have sex with these men to keep your drunken butt out of jail?"
"Honey, I don't want to, but I don't know what to do." Jim was desperate to stay out of jail and keep his job, but had never before dreamed of whoring his wife. Strangely, he felt a tingling in his groin and the stiffening of his cock.
Gail looked at the two pigs leering at her, but her anger was still directed at her husband. After a long silence, she said to the men, "Is that what you really want? Are you planning to just do me right here on the desk in front of my husband?"
Tony chuckled, "Yeah, actually, that's pretty close."
Gail's face was red with rage, fear and embarrassment. She exhaled, stood up, grabbed the bottom of her shirt, and quickly pulled it off. Standing in her small white lacy bra, she looked at the two grinning men. She looked at her husband, who sat in silence. "Just remember that you did this to me!"
Gail's hands were shaking, but with quick angry motions she reached back and unhooked her bra, and pulled it completely off. She stood with her hands on her hips, threw her shoulders back, and stuck her chest out. The three men all stared at Gail's naked tits. They were not large, but they pointed straight ahead, and her stiff pink nipples stuck way out.
"Now those are nice titties!" was Frank's response. Gail had shown her breasts to no one other than her doctors and her husband since she got married. And she had never exposed herself to more than one man at a time. Although she was humiliated and angry, she felt herself getting involuntarily aroused.
Jim was humiliated and mad at himself for letting this happen. Sill his cock became completely hard watching the two men looking at his topless wife. It had been a long time since he'd really noticed how nice her perky tits and long nipples looked.
When the grinning men said and did nothing else, Gail unsnapped and unzipped her tight jeans. Her tits jiggled as she wiggled out of the jeans, exposing her tight pink panties. With quick, agitated movements, she grasped the sides of her panties and quickly pulled them off, revealing her dark brown triangle of pubic hair. She was now naked except for her white socks. She stood in front of the two big, grinning goons in their work shirts. She smiled through clenched teeth and said, "C'mon, boys."
Tony and Frank approached and began to feel Gail's tits. Gail encouraged them. "Go ahead, I'm here for you tonight, whatever you want, I'll do it." There was still anger in her voice. As the two men each groped a tit with their rough hands, Gail grabbed Frank by the back of the neck, and roughly kissed him. She worked her tongue into his mouth. She made sure that Jim could see that she was using her tongue. Both men palmed and squeezed her firm ass cheeks.
Gail was for the most part conservative in bed, but now she was trying to think of every sleazy thing to do that she could. Gail wanted to humiliate Jim any way she could. This was also a defensive mechanism, to anticipate what these goons would do to her and lessen her umiliation. She reached down and rubbed both men's hard cocks through their pants. Frank reached between her legs and rubbed her furry pussy mound. She spread her legs and let Frank finger fuck her. She was surprised that she was so wet.
Jim watched helplessly as the two men pulled off their pants and flashed their long hard cocks at Gail. Part of him was totally depressed and humiliated, and another part was enjoying every little thing that the men and his wife were doing. He was hoping that they would stop, but got more aroused at every new thing that they did.
"Oh, both of your cocks are so big!" Gail said as she grabbed their hard cocks and stroked them. She took turns kissing Frank and Tony as they felt her tits. "Pinch my nipples! Suck my tits!" She was smiling, but it was a hard, firm-jawed smile.
Jim had never heard Gail use some of these words. She was usually quite reserved when they had sex. He correctly sensed that some of this was to show him how angry she was, but he wondered how much she was enjoying the action, too.
Frank got on his knees between Gail's legs and burrowed his face into her muff. "Oh, yes, lick me, eat me!" Gail lied back on the desk. Anger and humiliation were still Gail's main emotions, but she actually was getting quite aroused by the two rough men. "Put it in me, Frank! Fuck me, please!" Tony moved his cock up to her face, and she began sucking it.
Frank stood up, laid his cock on Gail's pussy, and started to slide it in. As Frank banged into her, Gail thrust her hips to meet him. "Yes, fuck me hard, lover! Oh, that's the biggest cock I've ever had!" She raised her knees up high and wrapped her legs around Frank's lower back.
Jim couldn't help himself. He reached down and rubbed his hard-on through his suit pants.
Gail was being a noisy lay. She was squealing and moaning, even while sucking Tony's cock. She licked Tony's shaft and balls, things she never did for Jim. "I'm going to cum!" She thrashed about, screaming, in a wild orgasm. As she slowed down, Frank shot a load of jism into her pussy. When he pulled his shaft out of her cunt, Jim could see his final spurts drip onto Gail's stomach.
Tony commanded Gail to turn over. Gail got off of the desk and bent over it. Tony rammed his cock into her pussy from behind. Her firm ass cheeks rippled as he slammed into her over and over. Gail was again squealing and grunting obscene encouragements. "Yea, fuck my pussy raw, give it to me big boy! Slam it home!" Tony banged her so hard that her feet were leaving the ground. He grabbed her hanging tits and squeezed them as he fucked her.
Tony suddenly stopped and pulled his dick out of her. "No, don't stop!" Gail cried.
"Relax, I'm just putting it into a different hole." Tony aimed his glistening cock at Gail's asshole, and started to slowly insert it. This is something that Gail had never allowed Jim to do. Jim was sure that Gail would object to this. Instead, she encouraged the big man. "Oh, lover! Oooh, bugger my little ass!" The big man ravaged her asshole while she screamed, "Yes, YES!" Tony spanked her ass red as he slammed into it. Tears streamed down her checks, but she continued begging for more.
Frank had recovered enough to stand on the other side of the desk and offer his gooey pud to Gail's mouth. She took it and rapidly bobbed her head up and down on it in rhythm to her ass-pounding. Tony grunted and shot his cum into Gail's asshole. He slowly pulled his unit out, dripping jism over her red ass.
Gail quickly got on her knees between the men, and began to suck on Frank's cock. She took turns sucking Frank and Tony's dirty cocks; stroking whichever one she wasn't blowing. Frank sat back on a chair, and Gail climbed on his lap, straddling him while facing him. She lowered her pussy over his hard dick. When she settled in, she put her arms around Frank and slowly fucked him. Frank toyed with her tits and chuckled, causing Gail to giggle. Soon Gail was arching her back and thrusting her pelvis rapidly.
Jim watched his wife's ass bucking and hips thrusting, bouncing up and down on Frank, her ass and thighs shaking. Frank sucked on her tits for a while before Tony stood to the side and put his cock into Gail's mouth. Jim slowly unzipped his pants, reached in, and played with his hard cock.
The other three were laughing and having a good time. Gail fucked like a whore on amphetamines. Frank was fucking her pussy and grabbing both of her bucking ass checks. Gail alternately sucked and stroked Tony as he pulled on her nipple, pinching it until Gail moaned. Gail was screaming again. She shouted, "I'm cumming, baby!" She erupted witha long orgasm. Simultaneously, Frank came in her, and Tony painted her face with multiple shots of jism.
Jim felt himself cumming in his pants. He quickly pulled his cock out and squirted his large jism load over his pants and the floor.
As Gail weakly stood up, she looked over at Jim and the mess that he made. She gave him a pathetic look as the two men laughed at him.
Frank grabbed a stack of paper towels from the closet. He threw some at Jim and said, "Here, clean yourself up. Then wipe up my desk and the floor." Gail wiped her face and body off. She was covered with cum and sweat. Then she rounded up her clothes and silently got dressed in front of the men. Worn out and sore, her movements were slower now. She still had an angry, clenched jaw, but her eyes revealed shame and humiliation.
Before Frank let Gail and Jim out the front door, he told Jim, "Make sure you have the ten grand here by noon Saturday."
Jim stammered, "I don't know if I can get the cash all at once without arousing suspicion."
Frank thought about it, and said, "Then bring me a thousand dollars a week for ten weeks."
"And," he added, "Have your wife deliver it."
The end.
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It was a hot summer day, Linda was home alone, and she was horny. Her children were visiting their cousins, and her husband was at work and not expected home until late tonight. Linda really wanted something sexual to occur. She hadn't had sex with her husband for a while, and hadn't even seen another man close-up for days, it seemed.
Linda peered out the windows, hoping to see a neighbor out working. She was praying to see a man without a shirt on, anything that she could fixate a fantasy on, and spend some of the afternoon playing with herself. But there was no action out front. Linda's back yard butted up to another road, so there were no neighbors behind her. Linda did a few loads of laundry as she contemplated going out somewhere to see a man. It was late in the morning when she saw the phone company trucks in back. They appeared to be stringing new wires on the poles that paralleled her back property line. From a distance, Linda could see a worker in the bucket that went up in the air, one driving the truck that carried him, and a third man on a pole. They wore hard hats, tool belts, boots, and gloves: the whole blue-collar fantasy.
Linda wanted to go out in the back yard and get a closer look at them. Even in the unlikely event that her neighbors noticed her out there, it was her own back yard, they wouldn't suspect that she was out there to look at men. Still, Linda thought of excuses to be out in the yard. She thought of plenty of excuses: exercising the dog, gardening, picking up the kid's toys.
Now, what to wear? Linda wondered what the chances are that these men would want to look at her. They might not think a 39-year-old housewife was worth checking out. But Linda still had long legs, and 38C breasts. The idea that she might catch them glimpsing at her sent a wave of arousal through her. If she could catch just one of them looking her way, it might feed her fantasies for weeks to come. Linda took a mental list of her summer wardrobe, wondering what she could wear to catch their attention. Actually, Linda was a pretty conservative dresser, and didn't have many revealing clothes.
But when Linda emerged from her house into the back yard, she was wearing clothes that she bought when she was two sizes smaller. She wore a thin white tank top. Linda never left the house without a bra on, but today her tight top was pulled snugly over her braless breasts. Her large, dark areolas could be seen through the thin cotton top. Her nipples were protruding through it. Linda's grey cotton shorts were pulled tight around the bulge of her crotch, actually pulled into her crack. They were cut high, showing all of her thighs, and even the edge of her white panties in back. Linda didn't have any really sexy underwear, but she wore the tightest, highest cut white cotton panties that she could find. The tight shorts clearly showed her panty lines in back.
Linda, wearing sunglasses, traipsed around the back yard, picking up toys and pulling weeds, keeping an eye on the workers. It didn't take long for the three men to notice Linda. Linda often caught all three of them looking at her when they should have been paying attention to their work. The men were quick to check out the tall brunette housewife parading around braless in tight clothes, her big tits jiggling. Her body language was a little exaggerated and self-concious. Linda didn't even care if she was being obvious while watching them. She was so excited that they were looking at her. She watched them work, and tried to memorize every feature of their faces and bodies and clothes, so she could fantasize about them later. When she had worked up a sweat working around the yard, she sat in a lawn chair and watched them some more. She spread her legs wide, and her panties were visible up her narrow shorts.
Linda watched as the men took a break. They talked to each other, glancing her way. "Excuse me," she heard one say." Linda looked his way, surprised and unsure that he was talking to her. "Excuse me," he said again, and when he was sure that Linda was looking at him, he said, "Can I use your bathroom?"
Linda wasn't sure what to say. She wouldn't normally just let a strange man into her house. But it was obvious that there were no other bathrooms around for him to use. "Uh, sure," she replied. The man walked towards her across her yard. He was the youngest of the three, probably about thirty. He was shorter than the tall housewife, but muscular and good looking, with short blonde hair and a mustache. Linda let the dirty, sweating man into her back door, and followed him in. She glanced back and saw the other two men looking at her.
"Thanks," he said. As soon as the door was closed, he gave her a wicked leer. "I'm Ed."
"I'm Linda," said the startled housewife. The man followed her into the living room, and she felt like she was being stared at. "The washroom is down the hall."
"Can you show me?" asked Ed. Linda led him down the narrow hall, and stopped short of the bathroom. She stood with her back to the wall to let Ed past. Ed paused right across from her. He just stared at her chest with a half-smile on his face. Linda glanced down at her own chest. The air conditioning had made her nipples pucker, and they protruded out of her chest. "Where are your kids?"
"They're visiting relatives," Linda said nervously. She stared at the muscular, ruggedly handsome man with a dirty face and day-old stubble. She felt a wave of goose bumps from the cold and her intense arousal. She crossed her arms around her chest, under her breasts, pushing her cleavage up until it protruded from her tank top.
"So, you're here alone?"
"Yes," Linda stammered.
"God, I love your tits!"
Linda wasn't prepared for the man's crude remark. It was what she had been dreaming about all day, but now the man was actually making a pass at her in her home.
Linda wasn't sure that she wanted to carry the game any farther, but she just smiled and mumbled a "thanks."
"Can I see them?"
"Oh, I don't...."
"Lift your shirt up. Let me see them."
Linda paused for a moment, her face flush, her body flowing with adrenalin to the point that she could hardly think. She grabbed the hem of her tank top with her arms crossed, and slowly lifted it. She pulled it up over her large breasts, and rested it on her chest. Ed wasted little time putting his dirty hands on her exposed breasts. He kneaded, lifted, and squeezed them as Linda let out a moan.
Ed quickly buried his head between her breasts, and kissed them all over as he tugged on her nipples. Linda was pinned against the wall as he sucked on her nipples, completely surrendering to the stranger.
Ed ran his hands down her back and squeezed her ass over her cotton shorts. He moved them under the bottoms of the shorts, into her panties, and squeezed her bare ass roughly. Linda put her hands on Ed's muscular, perspiration-soaked shoulders and squeezed them.
The hallway smelled of perspiration as Ed moved one hand over her crotch and rubbed her pussy over her thin, tight shorts. Linda's wetness had soaked all the way through her panties to her shorts. Linda moved her hand down Ed's back, and squeezed his ass. Ed quickly yanked down both her shorts and her panties to mid-thigh, and rubbed her hairy pussy. He inserted one finger into her wetness and rapidly circled it inside of her.
Ed said, "Let's go to your bedroom and fuck." Linda was a little taken aback by his crude, frank talk, but she realized that she had started this, it's what she wanted, and he probably didn't have much time. It was just like some of her fantasies. Linda walked down the hall awkwardly, with her shirt resting on her bare breasts, and her shorts down on her thighs. Ed followed her, reached out, and grabbed her bare bobbling ass cheek as she walked.
Upon entering her bedroom, Ed quickly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it off. He dropped his tool belt, unzipped his pants, and dropped them. He pulled off his briefs, and exposed his hard penis, of average length but quite thick, surrounded by blonde pubic hair. Linda pulled her top off, and stepped out of her shorts, and climbed into the bed naked. Ed grabbed a condom out of his wallet, and put it on the edge of the bed, before joining Linda. He roughly French kissed her as his calloused hands grabbed her breasts.
Linda reached down and stroked his thick cock. Ed inserted one, then two, then a third finger into Linda's pussy and spread them wide. His rough foreplay had Linda moaning and gyrating all over the bed.
Ed quickly put on the condom, and climbed between her legs. He worked his thick pud into her pussy lips and thrust hard. The short muscular man fell on Linda's chest and pumped hard into her. Linda was moaning and squealing uncontrollably, already having her first orgasm. Ed surprised Linda by getting up, standing on the floor at the foot of the bed, grabbing her legs, and pulling her down to him. He slung her legs up over his shoulders, and again inserted his cock into her. As he stood between her legs, he banged hard into her. Soon Linda was again squealing and thrashing.
Linda looked up to see the two other men standing in the doorway, watching her. Part of her wanted to protest their intrusion, part of her wanted to cover up in embarrassment, but she was too far into the throes of passion to do anything but continue getting fucked. The two men stared at her large tits as she lay on her back, bobbling all over as Ed slammed into her. After getting over the initial shock of the two men watching her, she started to get aroused by their presence. "Ohhh, OHH! UMM!" Linda cried out as Ed pumped faster and faster. Linda gyrated all over as she had her second orgasm. Ed simply grunted and stopped fucking.
Linda lied on the bed panting heavily. She looked up to see the older of the three men, the one that was in the truck, approaching her. "Nice tits!" was all he said as he reached out and grabbed her right breast. Linda lay still, exhausted and shocked, allowing the man to fondle her. Soon the other man approached her from the other side of the bed, and groped her left breast. Both men climbed in bed with her, and each sucked on one of her nipples. The older man placed his hand on her pussy and inserted a finger. Linda put her arms around them and whimpered.
The man on her left unhooked his tool belt, unzipped his pants, and stripped naked without a word to Linda. He knelt on the bed near Linda's head, and thrust his large hard cock in her face. Linda didn't want to appear prudish, and in fact, enjoyed feeling slutty. She wrapped her lips around the cock and sucked on the warm sweaty shaft.
Linda got on her knees and sucked deep. The man on the other side felt her hanging tits. Then he too took off his belt, unzipped his pants, and knelt behind her on the bed. He worked his hard cock into her pussy from behind. Soon he was thrusting hard into her doggie style as Linda sucked the other's dick.
Linda felt the men's rough hands on her tits and ass as she was bounced around. She was feeling used and out of control, but she didn't care.
The man behind her thrust faster and harder. Just as Linda was reaching another climax, he came in her pussy.
The man in her mouth withdrew, fell back onto the bed, grabbed Linda under her arms, and pulled the housewife on top of him. Linda straddled the man, and lowered her slippery pussy down onto him. They humped rapidly, their sweating bodies sticking together. This one had the longest, thickest cock that Linda had ever had in her. Linda was panting and grunting during the fast hard fuck. The other two men were watching her. Linda was thrashing from side to side, and dragging the man around the bed, squeezing her long thighs around him.
The older driver now knelt on the bed next to them. After stroking his cock until it was hard again, he thrust it at Linda's face. Linda dutifully wrapped her lips around it and sucked him as she was fucked from underneath. Shortly, Ed the short blonde climbed on the bed behind Linda. Linda felt his cock sliding along her ass crack between her spread cheeks. Ed started to push his slippery dick into her puckered asshole. Linda had never had anything other than her finger and her own dildo inside of her asshole. She wanted to holler a protest, but all that came out of her mouth was muffled moaning around the driver's cock. Ed slowly worked his whole thick cock into her ass, and quickly got into a rhythm with the cock fucking her pussy, and the one in her mouth. Linda felt totally out of control, totally used, by the three men fucking her simultaneously. And she was having wave after wave of dizzying orgasms. The bedroom echoed with the sounds of squeaking beds, slapping flesh, slurping and squishing, grunting men, and a wailing woman.
Screaming and omitting other unladylike barks and grunts, Linda climaxed again and again. The man on top of her came inside of her before pulling out and squirting his remaining jism on her ass and back. The driver shot a load deep in Linda's throat, causing her to gag and recoil, her lips sliding off of his slippery cock and allowing his remaining shots to land on Linda's face. The man under her came inside of her pussy.
Linda fell onto her back on the bed. It was many minutes before she could do anything but lay back, naked, exhausted, her arms and legs splayed, and unable to move except for her rapid panting. All three men dressed, said "thanks" and "bye", and left the room. She heard the back door open and close.
After Linda had regained some composure, she looked out back. The men were back on the next poll. By the time that she showered and washed her clothes and sheets, they were out of sight.
The End.
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Aunt Valerie asked me to babysit her kids last Friday night. Uncle Jim was out of town, and she was going out with some women she works with. Since I go to school in the town where she lives, it wasn't a problem. For one thing, I could use the money. On top of that, I like to see as much of Aunt Valerie as I can. I've been having fantasies about my dad's forty-year-old sister forever. She had never given any indication of interest in me, her eighteen-year-old nephew, but no matter what she wore I could find a reason to like it. Her blonde hair was long and full. She had a pretty face and full lips. And she had wonderful, large breasts. So, once she was gone, her kids were asleep, and I was in her house alone, I snooped around her drawers to see what kind of underwear she owns. Her bras were mostly white, with an under wire, and no padding at all. Size 38C! Her panties were nothing special, mainly white cotton, with just a few colors. A pretty conservative woman, it seemed, just as she acted around me.
I was still inspecting her undergarments when I heard the garage door open. I quickly ran out to the upstairs hallway, and acted like I was checking on the kids in their room. Aunt Valerie came right up the stairs, but she tripped on the last one, giggling. She was dead drunk. I could tell by her eyes, her walk, and her voice as she said, "Hi, Jason!" She checked on the kids as I hung out in the hallway, then she walked unsteadily to her bedroom. I stood in the doorway, waiting for payment and dismissal before I left. I also wanted to get a good look at Aunt Valerie. She was wearing a black skirt that was tight and hemmed above her knee, and a thin gray scooping sweater that showed the outline of her smooth bra through it. Her panty hose were beige, her earrings dangling, her necklace and bracelets gold.
"How were the kids?" she asked.
"No trouble at all," I replied from the doorway. Aunt Valerie lifted one foot in an attempt to remove her shoe. Her skirt rose up to reveal most of her thighs, and I felt myself getting aroused watching her. She lost her balance while hopping on one foot. I moved into the room to try to grab her, but I was too slow. Fortunately, she was close enough to her bed that she fell back onto it. She landed on her butt, with her feet lifted off the floor, and her legs spread wide, like a dead cockroach. I couldn't help stare up her skirt, beyond the darker control top and seams of her pantyhose, at her white panties filtering through them. Instead of collecting herself quickly, she sat that way for a minute, giggling. She didn't seem the slightest bit embarrassed that I saw her fall or that I was staring up her skirt. She righted herself, crossed her legs, and removed each shoe, leaving her legs open for me to see more of her panties. She looked at me as I gawked at her crotch, and must have noticed my stares, but instead of scolding me she gave me a dirty smile.
"I HAVE to get out of these hose," she slurred, smiling at me. She stood up and pulled her skirt up almost to her hips. My eyes focused at her panties under her hose. She reached under her skirt and wiggled her hose down, revealing her tight white cotton panties to me. She pulled the hose down to her knees, then sat on the bed and pulled them off her calves and feet, leaving her legs spread. She stood up and pulled her skirt back down, like showing her legs and panties to her teen nephew was no big deal. But she was grinning at me.
Aunt Valerie walked over to her dresser, took off her rings and bracelets, and started fumbling with her necklace. "Jason, can you help me with my necklace?" she called. She turned her back to me and looked over her shoulder at me, smiling, and she pulled her blonde hair away from her neck. I stood directly behind her, and started working on the clasp of her necklace. Aunt Valerie smelled a little smoky, from whatever bar she was at, but I could still smell just a little of her perfume. Not being very experienced with necklaces, I fumbled for a while before finally unclasping it. Aunt Valerie turned around and took the necklace from my hands. Standing only a foot from me, she had a glazed look in her eyes and smile on her face. She locked eyes with me, and then looked down at me, then back to my eyes.
"Wow, you're quite a man now, aren't you?"
"Uh, I guess," I stammered stupidly.
"I wanted a man to dance with tonight, but there weren't any there, just us girls. Would you have danced with me if you were there tonight, Jason?"
"Uh, oh, sure, but I'm not really a dancer."
I was staring down at Aunt Valerie's breasts. Nipples were now protruding through her sweater and bra.
"Oh, dancing is easy, especially slow dancing. Dance with me now."
"OK, but I'm not very good." Before I even finished my sentence, my aunt put one arm around my neck, grabbed my left hand, and pulled me close. I put my right hand on her back, feeling her bra under her thin top. She pressed closer to me, and I could feel her breasts sticking into my chest, and smelled the liquor on her breath. She laid her head against my neck as we slowly two-stepped in place without music. Valerie put both of her hands on my back and pretty much hugged me as we moved. Her hands caressed my upper back and shoulders. My stiff cock was pressing against her, and I wondered if she could feel it. She moved her hands down to my lower back, pulled me closer, thrust her hips forward slightly, and quietly moaned.
I was practically ready do explode in my pants. With my drunken aunt being aggressive, I started thinking more of ways that I could take advantage of the situation and maybe get in a quick feel. I don't know much about drinkers, but I was thinking that maybe she was too drunk to notice, or wouldn't remember, if I got in a quick "accidental" feel. I moved my hand under her arm until my thumb was touching the side of her breast. When she moaned I took it as an acknowledgement that she knew what I was doing, so I chickened out. I moved my hands down her spine and rested them on her lower back, just touching the top of her skirt. When I did this, Aunt Valerie lowered her hands down onto my pants, her fingertips tickling my butt.
At this point the spell was broken when Valerie lost her balance again. I tried to hold her up, but I lost my balance, too. In slow motion, I fell back, and made a soft landing on the carpet, with Aunt Valerie falling on top of me. Her cheek was resting on mine, and I could feel as well as hear her giggling. My hands were still on her back, except her sweater had risen up some and I was touching bare flesh above her skirt. Her knees rested on either side of me. She was in no hurry to get up, laying on me and giggling. Even when she stopped giggling, she stayed on top of me. I was still hard, and her crotch was resting right on my erection. I could feel it pressing into her, and again I wondered if she noticed.
Valerie finally lifted her head a little. She was smiling at me, her eyes six inches from mine. She was breathing heavily, and she just kept looking at me. It looked like she was ready to kiss me, and in any other situation I might have tried to kiss her. But she was still my aunt, and I was still a bit fearful of crossing a line, no matter what her condition. She straightened her elbows and remained perched over me. I looked down and her top was hanging open. I could see all of her white bra. Her pale cleavage was falling out of her bra, and it was such a great sight that I didn't care if she saw me looking or not. And she did see me looking, I'm sure, but said nothing. Her skirt had hiked up, and her naked thighs were wrapped around my hips, and her crotch was definitely resting on my hard on. She slowly rocked up and down, and subtly dry humped me. Her panties rubbed against my jeans as she let out a low moan, her glazed eyes looking at me. I moved my hands to her bare waist, and then down to the back of her bare thighs. We stayed in this position for good while. I wanted to slide my hands under her skirt, or better yet up to her breasts, but I still wasn't going to take that risk without more explicit approval.
Aunt Valerie sat up, still straddling me. As she sat on top of me, I looked down at her panties under her hiked-up skirt. The cotton panties were pulled tight around her mound, and a little tuft of strawberry blonde pubic hair peeked out of one side. To my disappointment, she suddenly stood up. I thought it was over.
"I have to get my nightgown on," she said to me, while walking towards the door. I thought that was her way of telling me to leave the room. But before I was even on my feet, my aunt closed the bedroom door, crossed her arms, grabbed the edge of her sweater, and pulled it over her white bra. She got it stuck on her head, and started to lose her balance again. This time I grabbed her by the waist and held her up. She finished pulling the garment off of her head, giggling momentarily, and then put her hands on my waist as I stared at her bra and her cleavage. This time, I slid my right hand up and grazed the size of her bra, feeling her nipple with my thumb. Her bra cup was made of a flimsy silky fabric, and I was surprised how much it gave, and I got a pretty respectable, if quick, full-hand grab of her left tit. I moved my hands over her naked waist and back. Her cleavage was staring me in the face, as her chest heaved up and down. There sure was plenty of cleavage hanging out the top of her bra.
While I still held her, Valerie arched her back, reached behind herself, unhooked her bra, and slowly pulled the straps off of her shoulders. She was looking right at me, smiling, as she pulled her bra off and dropped it, allowing her big tits to fall out and bounce once. I stared at her beautiful globes, pale and round. They had just a slight sag, but her hard nipples still stuck straight out. Her pinkish-brown puckered areolas bullseyed each breast. There were red temporary horizontal lines under her tits where her bra had been digging into her flesh.
"Touch them," she whispered. It was more of a request then a command. Now there was no turning back, and no reason to. I moved my hands up over her breasts. Aunt Valerie smiled and moaned as I lifted and massaged them. I toyed with her nipples, and gently squeezed and jiggled both of her wonderful, heavy breasts.
Aunt Valerie leaned forward and kissed me on the lips, immediately sliding her tongue into my mouth. My tongue met hers, and we kissed wetly and sloppily as I fondled her. Her hands slid down my back and rested on both of my ass cheeks, squeezing them.
I was now impatient to seize my opportunity before she changed her mind or passed out. I moved my right hand off of her breast, slid it down her hips, under her skirt, and up over her panties. I squeezed her cotton-covered ass cheek with my right hand, and when she offered no resistance, I slid the hand under her panties and groped her bare ass. It was fairly large, but firm and heavy, and I sunk my hand into the flesh and felt it bounce back into its previous shape.
Aunt Valerie moved one hand to my front and found my crotch. She rubbed my hard cock through my jeans. She worked at my button and zipper, fumbling with both, but I didn't move my hands away from her body to help her. When she finally got my pants opened, she tugged them down enough to reach inside my underwear and free my erect cock. While she stroked it, I moved my right hand, which was still up under her skirt, to the front of her panties and rubbed her crotch, finding the cotton soaking -wet. I slid my hand inside the elastic and combed my fingers through her long pubic hair. My middle finger found her slit, and I slid it inside of her warm lubricated pussy.
French-kissing my beloved aunt, as well as having my hand up her skirt finger-fucking her pussy, feeling her bare tits, and getting a hand job from her, made me close to cumming quickly. The sounds of our heavy breathing, sloppy kissing, squishy fingering, and cock stroking were enough to get me off. But just before I reached that point, Valerie stopped kissing me, and dropped my cock. She reached down and unzipped her skirt and let it drop, and after I removed my finger from her pussy, she pulled off her panties. She almost lost her balance again, and I grabbed her arm to keep her steady. As she bent over, her breasts hung down and swayed, which occupied my eyeballs until her bare pussy came into view. It was covered with a very thick triangle of hair, the same color dark blonde as the hair on her head. In the mirror I could see her bare ass. Her round butt cheeks were a little wide but as white as her breasts, and contrasted to her tan legs and back. She had a nice ass for a woman her age, better looking naked than I expected.
Valerie stood before me and pulled my tee shirt off. She finished pulling down my pants and underwear, and I stood before her naked and erect. We kissed and hugged again, my dick head poking into her belly just above her pubic hair. Her hands roamed freely over my bare ass, shoulders, chest, and finally on my cock. My hands groped her ass, tits, thighs, and her pussy again.
Valerie released me and moved toward her bed. As she pulled down the sheets, I watched her breasts bobble and jiggle. She fell into the bed on her back, laying there with her legs spread, smiling at me, her eyes now merely slits. She held her arms out, which I took as my queue to join her. My heart was pounding more than ever as I climbed between Aunt Valerie's spread thighs. With help from my aunt, my cock found her slit, and I awkwardly stabbed at it. Eventually it slid into her, and I sank onto her, sliding the entire length of my hard cock into the warm slippery wetness.
Valerie wrapped her arms around me as I started pumping into her. She moaned and giggled as I found a rhythm. She whimpered and panted as I pumped faster. I was just nervous enough about my performance to keep from cumming quickly. Valerie's moaning approval bolstered my confidence, as did her thrusting hips and tightening cunt muscles.
"Ooh, yeah, you young stud, fuck me HARD!" As commanded I slammed hard and fast into her, and she squeezed her thighs around me tighter. Her soft warm flesh entwined and engulfed my body.
"Ohh, ohh, OHHH," she moaned in my ear. I could hear the bed creaking, and squishing sounds from my cock sliding in and out of her sloppy pussy.
I was getting closer to cumming, and tried to hold out as long as I could. My aunt was breathing unevenly, and let out the occasional little squeal. She moved her hips from side to side, putting me in a vice grip, shuddering and letting out some un-aunt-like grunts.
"HUUHHHGG!" UUUUUHHHHH!" She thrashed around, and I almost fell off of her. I had to chase her hips all over her queen-sized bed to stay in her. Just when I thought I'd fall out of her, she clamped her thick thighs around me and held me in, digging her fingers into my shoulders.
Guttural grunting bellowed from her as she thrust her hips to meet mine. "UGG!" "HUNGGG!? HAAAAOOO!"
She shuddered, spazmed, and shook wildly. She then relaxed and panted, "Oh, you can come, any time!"
I couldn't hold out any more. I felt that familiar momentary ticklish feeling from my cock head, and gushed a long stream of sperm into my aunt. My pulsating continued for a good half-minute or more, as I slowed down, and laid top of my aunt.
When I was done, Aunt Valerie held onto me for a while, and said, "Oh, Jason, that was awesome!" It never occurred to me that she didn't mean it, and I was feeling quite proud of myself. Eventually I climbed off of Valerie, and laid in the bed next to her. She put one arm around me, laying on her side, and closed her eyes. Within five minutes she was asleep, or should I say, passed out.
I laid in the bed with the lights on for maybe another thirty minutes, memorizing every inch of Aunt Valerie's bare body, and gently caressing her naked tits, thighs, butt, and really most of her body. Finally I crept out of the bed, found my clothes and dressed, and slipped downstairs. I quietly stepped out front, closed the door behind me, and drove home, with a big grin on my face the whole time.
The End.
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Of course I knew I shouldn't accept a ride from two strange men. I've known that for all of my thirty-eight years. I may be blonde, but I'm no ditz. But I didn't know what else to do. I had just dropped my kids off at my mother's house for the week, and was driving home. The interstate construction was so horrendous on the way there that I decided to try county roads. Then my minivan just quit on a deserted stretch of road. I wasn't even sure where I was. It was one of the hottest days of the summer, I had nothing to drink and no shade, and, like a miracle, two men in an old tow truck just happened to cruise by and stop. They were friendly if a little too friendly. They looked under my hood, and without even asking, started to hook up my minivan to their tow truck. When they were ready, one man got in the driver's side, and the other one opened the passenger side and motioned for me to get in.
The first thing that made me uncomfortable was as I was climbing in the truck, I looked back at the second man, and he appeared to be looking up at my butt. The second thing that made me uncomfortable was that it was very crowded. I'm quite slender, but the two men were heavy, muscular, and dirty. These men appeared to be in their forties or early fifties. I could smell their perspiration as they squished me between their shoulders, and both of their thighs pressed against mine.
My left knee was practically touching the stick shift, and as the driver shifted, he subtly rested his sleeveless forearm on my bare thigh. The passenger side one, whose shirt said, "Bud" on it, was pressing his shoulder hard into my right breast. My breasts are pretty small, a-cups in fact, but it was still uncomfortable having the stranger rubbing against them. "Bud" was leering at me with a sloppy grin. There was no air conditioning in the truck, and my bare thighs were sticking to the vinyl seat. The truck suspension was awful, and every slight little bump made my flesh jiggle. My thighs are pretty firm, but just the vibration of the engine was enough to make the flesh quiver. I looked over at Bud, and he was staring down at my shaking thighs. I suddenly felt quite exposed in my very short cotton shorts and tank top. Bud was rubbing and pressing my breast so much that I leaned forward to escape him. But when I arched my shoulders and he leaned back, my tank top gapped open, and Bud was practically hanging his chin inside my top. I glanced down to see my white bra obviously exposed. My bra was also hanging open, and I could see my left breast exposed past my tan line, exposing the white cone, down to my nipple exposed to Bud. My little breasts also shook as the truck vibrated. I put my hand up over my chest, feeling my face get flushed.
We cruised down the road, with rarely another vehicle to be seen. The driver, no longer shifting, rested his hand on my knee. As soon as he did this, Bud put his left hand on my bare right thigh. My adrenaline was rushing as I pushed both of their forearms off of my thighs. But all they did was smirk, and put their hands on me again. I got the courage to say, "Don't touch me." But Bud reached in his pocket, and pulled out a long switchblade knife. I almost fainted when it snapped open.
"Just do what we tell ya," said Bud. I sat shivering as the driver squeezed the inside up my thigh, and slid his hand up over my crotch. He rubbed my mound as Bud ran his right hand up my waist and reached inside my top. His dirty hand slid inside my bra and massaged my breast and pinched my nipple. The driver grabbed my knee and lifted it over his, which spread my legs. This afforded him more room to feel my pussy, and he slid his hand inside the side of my shorts and into my panties. He played with my pubic hair over my mound for a moment and then worked his middle finger inside my pussy. To my surprise it wasn't dry, in fact it was quite lubricated.
Bud grabbed my short blonde hair and made me kiss him, forcing his tongue inside my mouth. Then the driver unzipped his pants, and pulled his erect penis out. Bud also exposed his hard penis, and they placed my hands on them and told me to stroke them. We continued driving down narrow country roads, me stroking their penises as Bud kissed me and fondled my breasts, and the driver fingered my pussy. I was whimpering and choking back sobs, but they could barely be heard above the noise of the noisy truck with the windows rolled down.
The driver told me to "suck on it for a while." I knew what he meant, and Bud grabbed my neck and pushed my face down onto the driver's lap. I reluctantly put my lips on his penis head, and slowly sank down on his shaft. My butt was sticking up in the air slightly, and Bud grabbed the elastic waistband of my shorts. He tugged them down my butt and thighs, along with my panties, I could feel my bottom exposed to the wind. When they were all the way off of my feet, and I was bottomless, Bud reached between my legs and played with my pussy. He worked several fingers in me, and squeezed and spanked my bare ass while I sucked the driver. The driver pulled up on the bottom of my shirt, and yanked up on my bra, and the garments rested under my armpits as he fondled my exposed breasts. It seemed like I was in this position forever, then the driver thrust up his hips, and I tasted his warm sperm shooting into my mouth. I choked and coughed on the first shot, and the rest of his jism shot up at my nose and chin.
Bud pulled my cum-smeared face up off of the driver's lap. Then he ordered me to sit on his lap facing him. I straddled Bud and sat on his bare lap, his pants being around his ankles. He lowered me down onto his erect penis, and I whimpered as it slid up into me. Bud grabbed my hips and pulled me toward him, and thrust in and out of me. He pulled my top and bra off of my neck, and sucked on my small breasts as he grabbed my butt with his big calloused hands.
While I was being raped by Bud, the driver pulled into what appeared to be an unused farm, and parked the tow truck behind the house. Bud was thrusting hard and furious, and I was whimpering and squealing as he penetrated deep and roughly into me. We were stuck together with sweat, and my whole body was darkened with automotive grease or oil from his hands. Despite my pain and humiliation, I inexplicably felt an orgasm coming on! I tried to concentrate hard to keep from having an orgasm with this brute. I was crying and grunting with every quick thrust when he finally shot his jism into my vagina. I collapsed onto his shoulder, panting and weeping.
The driver then ordered me to sit on his lap, with my back to him, the steering wheel between my knees. He entered me and fucked me hard, as he reached around me and fondled my breasts and pulled on my nipples. Soon Bud got back into the act, playing with my thighs and breasts. He diddled his middle finger on my clitoris, just above the penis sliding in and out of my slit. I couldn't hold back any more, and started thrashing, and, much to my shame and humiliation, had my own orgasm at the hands of my rapists.
The driver made me get up and put one knee on the seat, the other one resting on the floor, facing Bud, with my butt up in the air. He kneeled behind me on the seat, and re-inserted himself in me, screwing me from behind on the seat. This left my face in Bud's lap, and Bud kneeled facing me, and thrust his still-erect penis into my face. He grabbed my hair and made me suck on his penis, still glazed with both of our juices. The driver thrust hard into me from behind, and grabbed my hanging breasts, as I bobbed my head up and down on Bud's penis. I was gyrated in all directions, twisting like a pig on a spittle. Everything happening was out of my control, my vagina hurt, and my jaw muscles were sore. Yet for some reason I contracted my vaginal muscles around the driver's penis, and sucked hard and quickly on Bud's. I again felt myself working towards an orgasm, and this time I didn't bother fighting it. I shuddered and moaned and had an intense orgasm shortly before the driver came in my vagina and Bud came in my mouth. I collapsed on the seat crying out of shame.
Bud opened the door and pulled me out of the tow truck, still naked. The driver lowered my minivan and disconnected it from the tow truck. They left me standing completely naked, but they did throw my purse and keys out the truck window. Just as they were about to drive away, Bud yelled, "Oh, your van just had a loose wire. It'll be fine now."
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When Cathy came to stay with her grandparents for a few days, Pete, her grandfather, thought she would likely be bored. There's not much to do in this little town for a teenaged girl. But she seemed content to hang around the house the first day, watching TV and talking to her grandparents. Tomorrow, Pete's wife would be at work, and the retired Pete would have to entertain Cathy all day alone.
Cathy seemed like a good girl, polite and obedient, but she acted a little too "grown up." She wore too much eye makeup, and the blonde highlights in her hair looked a little "cheap". Pete supposed that all old men thought that about teenagers. But it was Cathy's tight clothes and new flirtatious demeanor that concerned Pete.
Pete couldn't help but look at her. He had never had a sexual thought about Cathy until today. But she had developed a firm, petite figure. She was only about 5'3" tall, with smaller breasts, near-perfect butt, smooth legs with firm thighs, and a pretty pug-nosed face. Her shorts were thin and tight and cut too high. As she sat across from Pete in the living room on that first day, with one knee slung over the chair arm, Pete couldn't help but see her flowery panty crotch up her shorts. And when she came over and sat by Pete on the couch, he could easily see down her low-cut cotton shirt to her little white bra.
Pete was trying not to stare, but somewhere during that first day, Cathy appeared to catch on that Grandpa was watching her, and really started to flaunt her body. All day and all night, when Grandma wasn't looking, she paraded around in front of Pete, smiling, leaning over, and walking by like a cheap hooker with her hips thrown out. Then she would sit next to him, press her bare thighs against his, press her little breasts into his shoulder, and give him big hugs. Pete wasn't used to feeling this way about his granddaughter. The grandfather side of him was trying to ignore her, but the horny male side of him kept trying to discreetly look at her and admire her body.
Pete went to bed early that first night, but had trouble falling asleep thinking about Cathy. He knew he would never attempt anything sexual with her. But he couldn't help picturing her naked, and having fantasies involving her.
Pete woke up the next morning just as his wife was leaving for work. When Cathy got up almost two hours later, Pete made her a breakfast. Cathy sat at the kitchen table, wearing a thin, white, sleeveless, low-cut nightgown. No matter how hard he tried, Pete couldn't help trying to look down into her nightgown. Pete grew up in the days when small-town girls rarely put out before marriage, and Pete's wife had been the only woman he had ever seen completely naked. How many years had Pete ached to see a firm young body like Cathy's naked? Forty? Pete looked at the tops of Cathy's little titties as her gown gapped open just slightly, telling himself he only wanted to see them just once. But as he peered in through his bifocals, Cathy glanced up and caught him. Pete saw Cathy looking up at him, smiling, and knew he was busted, and turned away, red-faced.
Pete left Cathy eating breakfast, sat on the couch in the living room, and started watching a game show. The main curtains were open, but the picture window was still covered by sheers, which kept anyone outside from seeing in.
After her breakfast, Cathy entered the room and stood near the windows. The sun shone through her short cotton nightgown, and Pete could clearly see the silhouette of Cathy's tits through her nightgown. They seemed to defy gravity, pointing straight out. Cathy seemed to know that her grandpa was staring at her, and she put her hands on her hips in a posing position with a sexy smirk.
Cathy joined her grandpa on the couch, sitting to his right. He ignored the TV, and watched Cathy's thigh pressing into him. As she hung onto his arm, he turned to her and asked, "Well Cathy, what are you going to do today?"
"I'm going to stay right here with you, Grandpa."
As Cathy squeezed her grandpa, her shoulders were hunched, and her nightgown hung open. Pete couldn't resist looking down into her nightgown again. He saw most of her firm right tit, beyond her tan line, nearly to her nipples. Cathy saw him looking and leaned forward more, and Pete caught just a glimpse of her soft little light-pink nipple.
"Won't you get bored?" He asked.
Cathy climbed on her grandpa's lap, just like she had so many times in the past. She weighed well under a hundred pounds, but Pete still grunted as she plopped her little butt on him. "Ooof, you're a lot bigger than the last time you sat on me!"
Cathy put her arms around Pete, and he instinctively put his arms around her. Cathy's short nightie had bunched up, and her white flowery cotton panties were visible, pulled tight over her crotch. Pete's right hand was on the outside of her bare left thigh, and his left hand was around her waist. When Pete's eyes left his granddaughter's panties, he saw that her nightgown had fallen off of her left shoulder, and her left tit was fully exposed. Pete stared wide-eyed and slacked-jawed at the perfect cone-shaped little tit, less than a foot from his face.
Pete started getting hard and he couldn't stop. He felt his stiff cock start to press up into Cathy's butt crack. He tried to adjust to hide it, but couldn't. Cathy must have felt it pressing into her, because she let out a little moan and wiggled her butt until Pete's cock pressed into her crotch.
Pete felt he had to put a stop to this. "Maybe you're a little too old for this, honey,"
Cathy put on a deliberate hurt expression, her lower lip protruding. "Am I hurting you?"
"Oh, no."
Pete was still staring at her bare tit, and pressing his hand into her thigh.
"Grandpa, do you think I'm pretty?"
"Oh, yes, Cathy, you're very pretty."
"Do you think I'm sexy?"
Pete got flustered and just mumbled, "Uh, well, um..."
"It FEELS like you think I'm sexy," said Cathy with a dirty smirk, obviously alluding to Grandpa's boner sticking into her.
Pete was speechless as Cathy took his hand from her thigh and pushed it between her legs. When it was touching the edge of her panties, Pete said, "Oh, honey, no."
Cathy stood momentarily and shifted positions. She straddled Pete, sitting on his lap facing him, with her bare thighs spread around him. Her panty crotch was completely exposed, and her left nightgown strap was still down, affording Pete a view of both of her bare tits. Now her pink nipples were hard and puckered. "You like my boobs, don't you, Grandpa?"
Pete was breathing heavy and he was perspiring. "Cathy, you can't do this with your Grandpa." But as he said it, he put his hands down on the tops of both of her smooth bare thighs.
"Grandpa, I'm 18, it's not like I'm still a virgin." Cathy began gyrating her hips on her grandfather's lap, in effect giving him a lap dance. Her crotch found his still-hard cock, and she dry-humped him while smiling at him, her face inches from his.
"Cathy, where did you learn to do that?"
"From a movie, about a stripper."
As she continued rubbing his cock with her panty-clad pussy, Cathy lifted her nightgown up over her head and dropped it on the floor. She arched her back and shook her pale titties in his face, almost like she was going to shove them in his mouth.
"Cathy, this isn't right."
Cathy lifted her own breasts and jiggled them rapidly, then pulled on both nipples with her thumbs and forefingers. "Don't you want to touch them, Grandpa?"
"No," Pete lied.
"Well, I need SOMEONE to touch them!" Cathy grabbed Pete's left hand and forcefully placed it on her right breast, and held it there. Instead of pulling it away, Pete passively squeezed her breast with his big meaty hand. He said nothing as he gently massaged her amazingly firm jiggling breast. He could feel her stiff nipple rolling around his palm. Cathy moaned and smiled.
Cathy jumped up again, grabbed the waistband of her panties, and quickly pulled them off. She straddled her Grandpa again, this time kneeling on the couch above him. He stared at her pare pussy, only two feet from his eyes. Her light brown pussy hair was surprisingly long, but it was thin enough that he could see the flesh of her mound through it. In the middle was her pink, glistening lips. Pete put his hands on her hips and quickly seized the opportunity to fondle both of her ass cheeks. He squeezed them hard, lifting and jiggling the smooth, firm, perfect mounds.
Cathy reached down and unbuttoned Pete's belt-less pants, unzipped them, and pulled them open. Ignoring his moans of disapproval, she reached inside his underwear, found his hard cock, and pulled it out of his pants. "Oh, Grandpa!" she cried, and stroked the organ.
Pete kept making mild protests, but moved his right hand over her pussy and rubbed her hairy mound. He worked his middle finger into her slippery slit and fingered her as she smiled and moaned. The Pete mustered one more round of resistance, and removed his hands from his granddaughter. "Cathy, this is so wrong. I'll be in so much trouble..."
"Grandpa, I'll never tall a soul!" She moved her hips closer, and rubbed his uncircumcised cock head up and down her wet pussy lips. "Oh!" she moaned, "I need you!" Suddenly, Cathy thrust forward, and Pete's cock disappeared into his granddaughter's pussy. Cathy lowered her body down on Pete, and she started thrusting her hips in and out rapidly.
Once he was inside her, Pete completely surrendered. He gave up his protests and guilty feelings, and his granddaughter became a hot young body to fuck. He pulled her towards him and thrust up into her. He ran his hands over her hips, ass, thighs, and back. The sounds of Cathy's and her grandpa's panting were accented with the squeaking couch springs and the squishing sound of cock going in and out of pussy. Pete looked at Cathy's tits jiggling in his face. He grabbed the left one with his right hand, and caught the left one with his mouth. He sucked the little tit up inside his mouth like a vacuum cleaner and licked her nipple.
Cathy planted her lips on Pete's and thrust her tongue into his mouth. Pete was grunting and Cathy was moaning and whimpering.
Cathy arched her back. "Oh, Grandpa, Grandpa, Grandpa! Oh I'm gonna cum!" The little lady squeezed her thighs around her grandpa's large body, dug her fingers into his shoulders, and gyrated in all directions. Pete could hold out no longer, and shot a load of cum up into his granddaughter's pussy.
Cathy collapsed on top of Pete. Both were sweating and panting heavily. "Oh, Grandpa, that was GREAT!"
Pete was sweating profusely. His cock was still pulsating in her pussy as he panted, "Cathy, I don't know what to say. Maybe I better go get cleaned up."
"But Grandpa, it's still early morning. We have the whole day to do things together!"
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CHAPTER 1)
I always thought my mom was such a prude. She acts conservative, dresses conservatively, doesn't use bad language, and scolds me and my sister for saying anything that she considers the slightest bit inappropriate. A prim, naive, churchgoing mom to the point of embarrassment. Or so I thought.
I started to consider the possibility that she had another side of her when I had some friends over after school. We were munching on snacks at the kitchen table, and I left Brian, Chad, and Ron there to finish up while I went down to the basement to try to get the Playstation hooked up. Just a couple of minutes later when I came up to look for an RCA cable, Mom was in the kitchen, having just come home from work. I went into the living room to look for the cable without being spotted by Mom or the guys. From there, just around the corner, I could hear their conversation. After Mom's standard greetings to the guys, and the guys' standard, "Hi, Mrs. Balin," Mom asked them, "Where's Brad?"
"He's downstairs hooking up the Playstation," Brian replied.
Mom continued chatting with them, asking how school was, if they needed any more snacks or drinks, etc. "I spilled some lunch on my clothes," she said. I better get these off and into the wash right away." I peeked into the kitchen. I could see the tall, brown-haired figure of my mom with her back to me. She was wearing a typically conservative work outfit; a sweater under a blazer, and some black slacks. Mom slowly dropped her blazer off of her shoulders, and hung in on the back of an empty kitchen chair. She slowly sauntered into the laundry room, which was connected to the kitchen. All of the guys' eyes followed Mom, so nobody noticed me looking in.
Mom very deliberately closed the laundry room door, but left it open a good foot or more. My three friends' heads were turned and peering through the door. Mom was only partially visible from my distant angle, but completely in view to my friends just six feet away from her. I could see her grab the hem of her sweater, and pull it off. She unzipped her slacks, and slowly pulled them down her long legs. Standing in a big black bra and pink cotton panties, she threw the dirty garments into the washer. My friends were silent as they watched Mom turn her back to us and take some clothes off of the hangers above the dryer. They were no doubt staring at her panty-clad butt while Mom took her time pulling up some denim slacks, bending at the waist. Then she turned toward the door and gave them a good frontal view as she finished pulling up her pants, and then threw a t-shirt over her bra.
The guys turned away as Mom opened the door and re-entered the kitchen. I ducked from view as I heard Mom simply say, "see you boys later," as she walked upstairs.
I could hear multiple muted groans and exhales from my friends. "She seems like Little Miss Priss all the time, and then when Brad's not around she does shit like that!" said Chad in a low tone.
xxxxxxxx
I was pissed and embarrassed. Fuming! How dumb was my mom? How could she humiliate me like that, letting my friends see her in her underwear? She never even lets ME see her in her underwear! How embarrassing, to have my friends looking at my mom like that, and talking about her like she was just some chick! I seethed the rest of the night. By the time the guys left, my sister Susan was home, and I couldn't yell at Mom. It wasn't until nearly bedtime, when Susan was downstairs watching TV and Mom went to her bedroom that I went up to confront her.
When I went upstairs, Mom's bedroom door was open. She was heading into her bathroom. She turned and looked at me just inside her bedroom, and said, "Yes, Brad?"
"Mom, all the guys were watching you change clothes in the laundry room!"
"What? Oh, no, I don't think they were."
"Yes they definitely were! You left the door wide open!"
"Oh, it wasn't WIDE open," retorted a smiling Mom, as she stood with her hands on her hips.
"Well, it was open enough! You could have closed it, or gone into the bathroom right there to change. It's hard to face them knowing you let them see you in your underwear!"
"Oh, it's no big deal, it's just underwear."
"You won't even let ME see you in your underwear," I blurted, without realizing what I said. "We'll see what Dad says about you doing that! I'm telling him!" I was so mad at her cavalier attitude and seeming lack of respect for my feelings that I was making idle threats.
"Please don't tell Dad, OK?" asked Mom.
Now she seemed to be taking me seriously. "You want me to keep secrets from Dad?"
There was a pause as she looked at me, her head bobbling slightly. "If I let you see me in my underwear, will you promise not to tell your Dad about the boys?"
"Huh?" She's suggesting she'll bribe me for my silence? Just then, I heard the garage door open. Mom heard it too. No doubt Dad was home.
"Do you promise not to tell Dad?" Mom asked slowly and calmly.
I could hear the downstairs door to the garage open, and the footsteps of Dad entering the kitchen. "Uh, Yeah," I answered, a little befuddled.
Mom crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her shirt, and lifted it up over her head, and dropped it on the floor. She unzipped her jeans, and wiggled them down her hips. As she bent over to pull her pants off of her long legs, I stared down into the significant cleavage that was spilling out of her bra. I hadn't realized that Mom had such big tits. Well I guess I KNEW she did, but I hadn't REALIZED!
Mom stepped out of the pants, put her hands out and in the air, palms up, like a model, and posed for me in her bra and panties.
"See, no big deal," she calmly said. But she had a dirty smirk on her face like she knew it was. And it was for me, seeing a woman in only her bra and panties for the first time.
After a long moment of gawking at her with my mouth open, Dad's voice at the bottom of the stairs broke up the moment. Mom picked up her nightgown from the bed, and headed into her bathroom. I watched her ass cheeks rise and fall in her tight cotton panties as she walked away and closed the door.
I was in shock and trembling. I didn't realize I could get so aroused by looking at my own mom in her underwear. I stumbled down to my bedroom, climbed into bed, and for the first time jerked off envisioning my mom as my sex fantasy. God, my mom is such a slut!
CHAPTER 2)
I spent the next several days wearing loose jogging pants, and almost constantly playing with my dick, thinking of Mom in her bra and panties, smiling and posing. Having had an incestuous awakening, I started watching Mom closer. I realized what an attractive older woman she was. Though well into her 40s, she had a pretty face with full kissable lips, shoulder length brown hair, was very tall with long legs, really big tits (40D according to her bra!), and a respectable shape for a woman her age, if one forgives a few flaws.
Not only was I looking at her differently, I started watching her interactions with others more closely. I kept recalling what Chad said: "When Brad's not around she does shit like that!" I'd love to hear what "shit" she's done with my friends.
The following weekend, a number of Dad's relatives, along with our family, stayed at my aunt and uncle's house for no particular reason, although it was one of my younger cousin's birthday. Some people had to leave early on Saturday, so late that morning after breakfast, while most people were still in their pajamas, my aunt brought out cake and presents. We were about to start singing "Happy Birthday" when I got stuck taking out my dog. Outside, the dog walked around to the back kitchen window, and I could see all of my cousins and aunts and uncles crowded around the kitchen table to sing to my cousin. It was a cloudy morning, and all of the lights were on in the kitchen. Dad was in the middle of the pack with his back to me. Mom was standing in the very back, behind Dad, just to the right of Uncle Bill. Mom was wearing her typically frumpy sleepwear: a loose, sloppy, navy cotton jogging suit. Her bulky sweatshirt hid her voluptuous figure pretty well, and covered the top two-thirds of her ass. She was wearing a white t-shirt under it that hung below the sweatshirt.
Uncle Bill was my dad's brother. He was a year or two older than my dad, taller and in better shape than my dad, but he had less hair. Uncle Bill's shoulders were brushing against Mom's. Uncle Bill put his right arm around Mom, and rested his hand on her right hip. Everybody else was in front of them, watching my cousin opening presents, except for me peering through the window. Uncle Bill and Mom seemed to exchange subtle glances, then both looked forward. Uncle Bill lowered his hand down further, and rested his palm square on Mom's right butt cheek.
Mom did nothing to stop this brazen move. If anything, she may have moved a little closer to Uncle Bill. They both kept watching the gift opening. Bill's hand did more than rest there – his palm slowly circled Mom's half-globe, sliding a little under her sweatshirt, squeezing Mom's ass through her sweatpants.
I watched with growing anger at Mom and Uncle Bill for getting dirty like that, with my unknowing dad just a few feet away from them. I also realized that there was a tingling in my groin, as my cock began to stiffen.
Uncle Bill moved his palm between Mom's two cheeks, and ran his fingers right up her butt crack, before moving away from her. With no acknowledgement from either, they went about their way as the party around the table broke up.
xxxxxxxxx
All of my nuclear family's clothes were in one bedroom upstairs. By the time I'd gotten inside with the dog, Mom was in the bedroom getting ready to change, with the door still ajar. I barged into the bedroom and closed the door behind me. "Mom, I saw you and Uncle Bill through the window. You were letting him GROPE you!"
"Whhaa, what?" Mom stammered. She was speechless for a moment. "Oh, that was nothing. He just patted me on the rear. We're family."
"He more than patted. A lot more!" I said.
"Honey," Mom said, "Don't make a big deal about it. And don't tell anyone what you saw."
"If it's not a big deal, then you won't mind me telling Dad and Aunt Jane what I saw," I said, and began to walk towards the door.
Mom moved between the door and me. "Brad, wait! PLEASE don't go out there and say anything to anybody."
The look in her eyes told me she was pretty desperate for me to cover for her. "Why shouldn't I?" I asked her, standing right in front of her near the door.
"What would you like from me?" She asked.
Was mom offering a bribe? She was in a tight spot. But what was I going to do? Demand money from my mom? What I really wanted at the moment was right in front of me. "Since it's 'not a big deal', I'd like what Uncle Bill got."
Mom looked at me with her "angry mom" look, and I thought I'd gone too far. But then her face softened. "THAT'S what you want to be quiet?"
I'm about as tall as Mom. Alone in the bedroom, with the din of the relatives wafting up the stairs the only noise, I saw mom take a deep breath. She moved her hands out and grabbed my wrists. She pulled them toward her and around her. She placed both of my palms squarely on her butt.
I was so close I was nearly hugging her now. Mom now had that dirty smirk that she wore when she stood in front of me in her underwear. I curled my fingers around her two butt cheeks. I did what Uncle Bill did, circling my palm over her cheeks, except that I had both cheeks in my hands. I felt Mom clench her butt cheeks tightly, and loosen them again, and I squeezed her soft flesh hard, letting it ooze between my fingers. My hands were over her sweatpants, under her sweatshirt.
Mom reached around me, and placed her palms on my ass! It took me by surprise, but then I relaxed as she squeezed my ass the way I was squeezing hers. Mom's back was leaning against the door, but her hips were thrust forward. She spread her legs slightly, and pulled me close enough to her that my crotch was touching hers. Almost as good as the ass-groping was having my hard cock pressing against what I could tell was Mom's pussy mound. She slowly rubbed her pussy up and down on my dick.
I've hugged my mom all my life, so I was used to being close to her. But this time my eyes were looking right into hers, inches away. Our lips were practically touching, and for a moment I considered kissing her, but I was chicken to try.
The deal was that I got to do what I'd seen Uncle Bill do, but I tried one thing he didn't. After having my way with mom's ass for a half-minute, jiggling and lifting Mom's fleshy butt cheeks, and since she seemed to be enjoying groping my ass, I tried subtly hooking my left thumb into the elastic of her jogging pants, and pulling down a little. But I only got a few inches when Mom broke her grip of me and took hold of my forearms. "That's enough," she said. She placed my hands to my sides, and the spell was broken, and she became Mom again. "I have to get dressed now," she said, opened the door behind her, and moved aside to let me out. I took my queue and left the room. But with one look back, I saw mom give me a little smirk. God, she's a slut!
CHAPTER 3) The next day – the very next fucking day, Sunday at Uncle Bill's house, everybody was getting ready to go home. I have a first cousin named Jimmy that's my age. At these family gatherings I usually spend most of my time hanging with him. His family was leaving shortly before ours. As his family was loading their van, and my family was packing our gear and making one last check around the house for forgotten items, I was upstairs in the darkened bedroom we had used, when I heard Mom walk up the stairs and call for Jimmy. She found him in another bedroom kitty-corner to the one I was in. Up until recently I wouldn't have thought anything about it. But rather than drawing attention to myself, I peeked across the hall into the other bedroom.
"Jimmy, you weren't going to leave without giving me a hug, were you?" Mom said.
Jimmy's shorter and skinnier than me, and a quiet kid. "Uh, no," he stammered, looking up at Mom. Mom was wearing a heavy knit sweater. It wasn't all that flattering, except that it made her tits look big and round.
"Give your aunt a hug, then," Mom said. She wrapped her arms around Jimmy. She hugged him close for a minute.
Hugs aren't uncommon among my family members, although sometimes aunts and uncles have to beg for them from the little ones. Sometimes some aunts will give one of us a peck on the cheek. But I saw Mom do something I never saw before. She planted her lips right on Jimmy's and kissed him. Long. Tenderly.
Mom held onto her nephew as she made out with him, moving her lips, jaws, and neck. She put one hand behind his head, and held it in place while she twisted hers. Her mouth was open and I could hear the smacking sounds as she sucked his lips. I watched her big tits pressed against Jimmy's chest. Jimmy appeared reluctant for a second, then wrapped his arms lightly around Mom, and went with it.
Finally, Jimmy came up for air. He had a big smile on his face. He took a deep breath.
"Come and visit me sometime," Mom said quietly. Not "us," but "me." Jimmy just shook his head up and down as Mom left the room.
xxxxxxxx
The entire drive home, from my seat in the back of our van, I stared at Mom's lips, wondering what it would be like to kiss them. Damn Jimmy for obviously enjoying kissing my mom, his aunt. Damn Mom for acting like a slut. Damn, I was jealous.
We got home Sunday night. My sister was in her room, doing homework. Dad was lying on the couch in the family room. He had a ballgame on the TV, but his glasses were off, his eyes were closed, and he was snoring. Mom was just around the corner, in the kitchen, putting clean dishes away. She was wearing the same black denim slacks and knit sweater that she wore a few hours earlier while making out with my cousin. I approached her quietly so as not to wake dad.
"Mom, Mom!" I quietly scolded.
"What?" She asked, turning around to face me.
"My cousin! Your own nephew!"
"Uh what?"
"I saw you with Jimmy."
"Oh. Uh, when? What did you see?"
"I saw you kissing him."
"Oh, that. In the bedroom."
"Yea."
"So I kissed him goodbye. I can't kiss my own nephew?"
"You know that wasn't just a kiss. You were making out with him."
"Shh. Not so loud," Mom scolded, nodding to my sleeping dad. I couldn't see his face around the corner, but I could see his feet still up on the couch, and I could hear him snoring.
"Do you want me to go wake him up and tell him what we're talking about?" I said, pulling the "I'm telling Dad" card.
"No, no. What do you want me to do?"
"I want what Jimmy got."
Mom knew what I meant. Her expression changed from "bothered," to "mischievous." "You know that's just wrong."
I stood silently across from Mom for a moment. She leaned back against the kitchen counter and folded her arms. Her eyes darted over to Dad's feet and my eyes. She sighed. "Where's your sister?"
"She's doing homework in her room."
Mom couldn't suppress her dirty little smirk. She unfolded her arms, and put them around me. I put my arms around her back. She pulled me closer to her, turned her head sideways just a little, tilted her chin up, and pressed her lips against mine. Mom made out with me.
With the sound of the TV and Dad's snoring just barely around the corner, Mom and I were entwined and kissing. Her soft lips were gently pressing mine, her mouth was opened wide, and her tongue slithered into my mouth and found my tongue. I wasn't expecting that, and after momentarily not knowing what to do, I stuck my tongue out. Mom's tongue twirled around mine, and I tried to mimic it with my tongue. I had no experience at it, and I got too slobbery and drooly.
With wetness dribbling down our chins, Mom breathed hard. I could hear our lips smacking. I felt her big tits pressing into my chest.
Just for good measure, I moved my hands down over her denim slacks and squeezed her ass cheeks. She inhaled audibly, pulled me closer, and continued her tongue whipping.
Dad made a snorting noise in the next room, and we quickly broke off and released each other. I looked at Dad, then back to Mom. In the fluorescent kitchen lighting, I saw her saliva-covered mouth and chin. She wiped her mouth on her sleeve.
Dad continued to sleep, but Mom returned to putting away dishes. She took one last look back at me, smiling. I returned the smile, then went down to my bedroom to get ready for bed, and to jack off.
CHAPTER 4)
My car was in the shop with a bad belt. Rather than walking home from school, I took Mom's van, and I had to go pick her up from work after school. Mom works part-time, three days a week. I got to her office about 3:30 PM, and she retrieved me from the reception area. She told me she'd be another hour or so, and said she'd set me up in the empty cubicle next to her to do my homework while I waited.
The woman that met me in the reception area did not look like my mom. That morning when I took Mom to work, she was wearing a loose button blouse with the tails out, covering her light blue dress slacks in back. She usually wore frumpy outfits like that to work; a loose un-tucked blouse, a buttoned blazer, or a fleece sweater that zipped up. Always loose tops that covered her ass. Now at work, she had taken off the blouse, and for the first time I saw what she had on under it. Her red sweater was thin and tight and clung to her like a second skin, showing every detail of her bra through it. It scooped way down in front, and some of her ample cleavage was popping out the front. As she walked toward me, I could see her heavy tits sway a little. As she led me down the hall to her desk, I stared at her ass. Her slacks were also skin-tight, clinging to her ass, showing her panty lines, which were smaller than any of the panties I'd seen her wear around me. I'm not sure her ass was small enough to be wearing tight stuff like that, but it sure was sexy watching her cheeks rise and fall. Damn, she dresses so conservatively around my family and me, but at the office she dresses like a slut!



I sat myself down in the next cube, and heard Mom clicking on her keyboard and occasionally getting up and filing stuff. A couple of times someone, always men it seemed, came down the aisle and dropped something off on her desk. "Hi, Linda," one middle-aged guy said,
"Hi", Mom cheerfully answered back.
"If I'd known you were wearing the read top today, I would've dropped by earlier!" The guy was crudely flirting with my mom!
I waited for her to chew the guy out for being a jerk. But instead, she just said, "Oh, I wore it just for you."
"You look good enough to eat," he quipped. Mom just moaned, and the guy moved on.
Minutes later, some middle-aged man stopped in and said, "I need you to make corrections to this."
In no mood for homework, I looked around for a way to peek at Mom in the next cube. I figured out that there was a small gap between two partitions, and if I put my eye right up to it, I could see Mom standing up next to the middle-aged guy. He had his left arm around her as he explained what he wanted changed to the report in his right hand. His hand slid down her back, below her waist, and rested on her left butt cheek. Mom was letting some jerk at work grope her ass! When he finished explaining his changes, he patted her butt twice, kissed her on the cheek, and casually walked away. Mom sat down and continued typing like nothing happened.
A younger guy in his mid-twenties stopped in and sat himself down on Mom's desktop. He didn't have any work; he just wanted to flirt. "Have I told you today you look particularly alluring?"
"Actually, yes," Mom replied.
"This is one of my favorite tops of yours," he said.
ONE of? She wears other tops that sleazy?
The young guy reached down and ran his right index finger down along the edge of her scooping top, and circled it over her exposed cleavage. Mom's tits were pushed together; there was no gap between her big hooters. He slid the digit into the crevice of her cleavage, and poked it in and out, like he was finger-fucking her cleavage. Mom just kept typing, until the man had had his fun, and then left.
Moments later, an old guy came out of the office opposite Mom's cube. Mom actually hadn't worked here real long, so I didn't recognize him as Tom, her boss, although I'd heard her mention his name a few times.
"Let me read what you've written so far," he ordered. Tom stood directly behind Mom as she typed, and put his hands on her shoulders while reading whatever was on Mom's computer screen.
"Yea, that looks good," he said, still reading. I could see his eyes leave the monitor, and his head look down at Mom's tits. "I've been so busy with meetings today that I haven't had any time for these." He slid both of his palms down Mom's chest, and over her tight sweater and bra. I could see his fingers curl around Mom's tits, and get a good squeeze of them. His fingers continued to wiggle, and his palms slowly circled over the jugs as Mom arched her back and purred.
Leaning forward in the next cube, with my eye up to the tiny gap, I watched my mom's boss feel her tits, while I sat with a throbbing hard-on. Mom didn't act like this was anything unusual. She just kept her hands on the keyboard, (although she wasn't typing), with a little smile on her face, as her breasts were kneaded over her sweater. Mom was sitting sideways from me, and it appeared that Tom's right hand was disappearing into Mom's sweater. Certainly the red fabric puffed out. I suspected that it was inside her bra, feeling her bare tit. I was having trouble controlling my breathing, trying not to make noise.
"Why don't you come into my office for a few minutes?" requested Tom.
"My son is here to drive me home," said Mom, motioning her head to my cubicle. I backed away, and heard Tom head back alone into his office.
xxxxxxxxx
On the drive home, Mom had her blouse on again to conceal her slutty outfit. She was behind the wheel of the minivan. "Did you get your homework done?" She asked.
I didn't waste time. "Mom, you let your boss grope you!" I said.
Mom took a quick glance my way, then back onto the road. She paused to consider her reply. "Brad, those kind of things happen at work. People get bored, and do a little flirting. It's harmless. It helps me keep my job. I'll bet that sort of thing happens at your dad's office, too."
"Mom, that wasn't a little flirting. You let a guy fondle your boobs!"
"So he felt me up a little. It isn't really CHEATING."
I pulled out the "dad" card. "Do you think Dad would see it the same way if I told him?"
Mom took a deep breath. "No, PLEASE don't tell your dad."
"Why shouldn't I?" We'd already established a pattern. Whatever I saw someone do to Mom, I got to do to her, to insure my silence. But a little peek at underwear, or a squeeze of a butt, or a little kiss, wasn't like letting your son fondle your tits. I didn't say anything. Mom looked over at me, and saw me staring at her chest.
"No, THAT wouldn't be right," she said, and we both knew what "THAT" was. She continued driving, looking straight ahead, while I considered what to say next.
Finally, I retorted, "Maybe I'll let Dad decide what's right."
Mom was in deep thought as she continued driving home. Suddenly, she took a right turn off the main road, and onto a wooded lane. She pulled the van to the side, and put it in park. Without a word, she unfastened her seat belt, unbuttoned her blouse, threw it open, and turned to face me.
In the dim evening light I could see her red sweater. I couldn't believe she was going to let me do this. I reached over with my right hand. I placed it over her chest, and moved it down over her left tit. I took a squeeze.
I was surprised at how flimsy her bra was. It was just a thin piece of fabric, no padding, and I could easily squeeze her melon. With no objection from my silent mom, I put my left hand on her right tit, and quickly, too eagerly really, squeezed and kneaded both of Mom's big tits. I could feel a pair of hard nipples protruding through her sweater. Mom involuntarily took a deep breath and sighed, as if she were enjoying it, although she said nothing. But the corners of her mouth were quivering, as she valiantly tried to suppress a smile.
Mom arched her back and whimpered, her eyelids lowering, smiling. I lifted the heavy monsters, squeezed, and jiggled them.
I slid my right hand inside of the scooping top, and tried to move it into her bra cup. But Mom said, "No, that's far enough," and grabbed my wrist.
"But Tom did."
"No, he didn't."
"Yes, he did," I insisted.
"Well, you don't get to," she said. She smiled as she said it, but then took my hands off her tits, quickly buttoned up her blazer, buckled her seat belt, and put the car into gear. Eventually Mom started asking me how school went today, but it was a forced conversation. All I could think about was the vision of Mom's boss squeezing her tits, and the wonderful feeling of having my own hands all over them. "Shit," I thought to myself, "My mom is such a slut!"
END OF PART 1
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CHAPTER 5)
I caught the flu, probably from my younger cousins. I got to stay home from school on Tuesday. Mom works part time, but she was off this day. I was lying in my bed in the morning when Mom came to check on me. I heard her coming down the stairs, and saw her standing in the doorway in her baggy sweatshirt and sweatpants that she sleeps in. She asked me how I was doing, and I mumbled "ok."
"You're just going to sleep down here all morning, right?"
"Yeah," I mumbled.
"Fine," she said. "I've got a plumber coming over this morning, so I'll just be upstairs waiting for him.
I jerked off having a fantasy about Mom coming down and making out with me and stuff, but I knew she wouldn't. But I also thought about Mom being alone with a plumber. I wondered if she'd flirt with him or anything. A little while later, I heard truck doors, and the doorbell ring. Mom had closed my bedroom door as well as the basement door. I crept upstairs, opened the basement door, and peered around the corner to the front door. Mom was holding open the front door for two men carrying toolboxes. She was standing behind the door so the neighbors couldn't see her. She wasn't wearing her baggy sweat suit any more. She was wearing a tiny negligee. It was not what she slept in last night. I'd seen her in it once on a hot summer night. It was white cotton, and very short. So short it barely covered her crotch. Mom's bare thighs were exposed to the plumbers. It also scooped down in front. As Mom turned, I could see by the large armholes that she wasn't wearing a bra under it. Her big tits bobbled as she turned, and I got a glimpse of dark nipples sticking through it.
I ducked back down the stairs a little, but left the door cracked, as Mom led the plumbers into the kitchen, which is where the basement stairs opened up to. "The leak is under the sink," Mom said. She opened up the cabinet doors under the sink. She then bent over and started removing supplies from the cabinet. Her bottom half was hidden from my view by the kitchen island. But I could see enough to know that her nightgown was riding up to expose most of her panties.
As she continued to remove things and put them on the counter, then repeat her mooning, I could see both plumbers' jaws drop as they stared at Mom's ass.
Then she turned just enough so that I got a side view of her bottom. She wasn't wearing panties! She was showing these guys her whole bare ass!
After clearing the cabinet, Mom bent way over one more time to show the men where the leak was. Then she said, "OK, I'll be right over here doing laundry."
With a smile on her face, Mom sauntered over the few feet to the laundry room. While the two plumbers opened their toolboxes and looked at the leak, Mom continued her show by continually leaning over the washer and dryer, and moving laundry around. From my vantage point I could see very little of her nakedness, just quick glimpses. But clearly she was not only showing her bare ass, but she was also flashing plenty of cleavage as she bent over facing the men.
The older man, maybe my dad's age or older, sent the other one, a young kid, out to the truck to retrieve something. While he was gone, Mom entered the kitchen and said, "So you brought a partner today. I didn't know you had one."
"Yeah," he said. "I need him on the next job." I got the feeling that Mom was expecting the older plumber to be alone.
Mom returned to the laundry room when the younger man returned. After a little more showing and sauntering, she took a load of laundry upstairs.
"Shit," said the younger plumber. "What a fucking show!"
"Yep," said the older one. "A horny housewife."
"Do you run into a lot of those?"
"Used to when I was younger," said the older plumber.
"Thinks she'd have fucked one of us if we were here alone?"
"Probably. Sometimes they just want to get attention, but a lot of them will fuck."
They left shortly after that. "Shit," I heard Mom mumble after she closed the door behind them. Mom never swears.
xxxxxxxxx
Mom went upstairs. I wanted to catch her quickly – partly because I wanted to confront her, and partly because I wanted to see her up close, maybe get a good look at her naked ass, before she put on some clothes, which I suspected she'd do quickly.
Mom heard me walking up the stairs and met me at the landing.
"Something the matter, honey?" she asked.
"Yeah, something's the matter! My mom's exposing herself to plumbers!"
Mom glanced down at herself in her short nightie. A pair of dark fat nipples were protruding through the white fabric. "What, this? They came earlier than I expected, and I had to let them in. You get charged if you miss them, then you have to reschedule. I'm covered."
"You weren't covered when you bent over. Your whole butt was exposed to them!"
"You saw my bare bottom?"
"From a distance. And I know they did. I heard them talking about it."
"Well, I didn't do it on purpose. So they got a glimpse of my tush. I'll try to be more careful next time. Let's keep this between you and me."
"Maybe I'll tell Dad, unless you want to deal."
Mom sighed. "What's your deal?"
"I want to see your butt."
"Oh, Brad, that is SO wrong! What kind of a mother would I be? No. No!"
I didn't move. We just had a staring contest for about twenty seconds. Mom's jaw was clenched.
She turned her back to me, towards her bedroom. I thought she was going to call my bluff. But then she crossed her arms in front of her, grabbed the bottom hem of her nightgown, and pulled it up. She lifted it up over her shoulders, exposing her bare backside to me, and then all the way off over her head. Keeping her back to me, she held the nightgown over her chest, and walked slowly and deliberately down the hall toward her bedroom.
My tongue hung out at the sight of Mom's naked white ass. With each slow step, her butt cheeks alternately rose and fell, wobbling like Jell-O.
Mom stepped inside her bedroom. I could see her bra and panties in a pile on the floor just inside the door. Mom bent over from the waist, her knees slightly bent but nearly locked, to pick up the garments. Her big white ass stuck out at me. I could see a glimpse of brown pussy hair between her legs.
Mom turned around, still holding her nightgown over her front, barely covering her tits and pussy. She began to close the door. But before she did, she glanced down the hall at me, and gave me her dirty little smile. My mom, the slut!
CHAPTER 6)
I was in a real easy Chemistry class at school, and my parents wanted me to move up to an advanced Chemistry class. This wasn't something that the school liked to do in mid-year. They finally got the counselor to agree to the class change if I could get Mr. Pindik, the Chemistry teacher, to agree. I asked him, and he said no. No big deal to me, I wasn't crazy about taking a harder class anyway, but my mom was pissed. She decided to talk to the teacher. She set up a conference with him and me after school. She got off work early and met me at school. We met by the front doors and I showed her to Mr. Pindik's second floor classroom. He was sitting at his desk in the corner, facing the door. The thin, bespectacled, middle-aged teacher with the receding hairline got up to greet us, and then told us to sit down at two student desks in front of his desk.
Mom took off her coat before sitting down. Mom was wearing her work clothes; a long skirt with buttons up the front, and a blazer over a black sweater. But now, the skirt buttons were undone to mid-thigh. They were completely buttoned this morning when she left the house. Mom removed her blazer and threw it on a desk along with her coat. I saw that her sweater was very, very tight, making her big heavy tits stand out like some old pinup picture. Not only that, but it was loosely knit, which means there were little holes that you could see through. I could make out the details of Mom's silky black bra through it. By the way that Mr. Pindik was staring at Mom's tits, I think he could, too.
Mom leaned back and crossed her legs, causing her unbuttoned skirt to fall open almost to her hips. She wasn't wearing hose. But I knew she was wearing panties, because I caught a glimpse of her pink panties sticking out the back of her skirt before she leaned back.
Mom was friendly and made a good case for my moving up to the advanced Chemistry class. I don't know how much of it Mr. Pindik comprehended, since his eyes were moving back and forth from Mom's big tits under her mesh sweater, to her long bare thighs.
When it was Mr. Pindik's turn to speak, he gave some lame excuse for not wanting me to move up because of seating arrangements and lab partners. I thought he just sounded lazy and uncaring. I think Mom did, too.
Mom looked and sounded a slight bit irritated, but didn't get mad or appear angry. She continued with an even tone. She also uncrossed her legs and kept her knees a good foot apart. I could almost see Mom's panties from my vantage point, so I'm sure that Mr. Pindik could. He sure was staring up her skirt.
We reached a stalemate, with Mom insisting that I should move up, and Mr. Pindik insisting that he wouldn't move me up.
"Brad," Mom said to me, "You can leave. I want to talk privately with Mr. Pindik for a moment." Since we had driven separately, I was free to go. I got up, and started to walk out of the room. "Close the door behind you, please," Mom said. Mr. Pindik just kept staring at Mom's tits and legs and crotch.
I didn't know what Mom wanted to say to him. Mr. Pindik's door had windows, which were mostly blocked off with posters and stuff, but there was an opening where I could look in. The second floor hallway was empty, except for some janitor at the other end going into the bathroom.
Mr. Pindik's desk was facing the door, so I could see his face, and Mom's back. I heard Mom talking, but I couldn't make out what it was. She mostly seemed to be asking him questions. Her legs appeared to be opened wider.
Then I saw Mom cross her arms, and lift her sweater up! She pulled it up past her tits, almost to her armpits. She was doing a classic tit flash, like on the "Girls Gone Wild" New Orleans videos! She still had her back to me, but I could detect some of her tits hanging to the sides enough to know that she had also pulled up her bra to expose her naked tits to my teacher. Holy shit!
Mr. Pindik just stared, wide-eyed behind his spectacles, his jaw practically touching his chin.
Mom held her sweater up for a few seconds. Then she started moving her body back and forth, and I could tell from behind that she was shaking her tits at him. She reached down with both hands, lifted her tits, and jiggled them. Damn, I'd love to be sitting where Mr. Pindik was!
Mom pulled her sweater down. She stood up, and put on her blazer and coat. I hurried down the hall, to my car. I was pulling out of the lot when Mom came out the doors. I drove by her van as she was climbing in. She simply said, "You're in the advanced class."
xxxxxxxx
I arrived home before Mom, who stopped at a fast-food place for dinner. When she arrived she immediately changed clothes, as is her custom. But I did notice when she came in the door that her skirt was buttoned all the way to the bottom.
The family ate at the kitchen table. I related how the lazy Mr. Pindik didn't want to move me to the advanced class. Dad asked Mom how she convinced him to move me. Mom said, "I just convinced him that he'd be glad he did."
Mom was now dressed casually in black denim slacks and a simple black turtleneck sweater, with her black bra underneath. In my head I was composing the words I would use to confront her about showing my science teacher her tits. I was 50/50 on whether or not she would show them to me to bribe me into silence. But my cock was hard envisioning it.
After dinner, my sister disappeared downstairs to watch TV in the basement, while Dad found a ballgame on the family room TV. Eventually I managed to trap Mom in the hallway, out of earshot of Dad.
"I saw how you 'persuaded' Mr. Pindik," I said.
"What did you see?" She asked me, cautiously.
"I saw you flash your boobs. I was watching through the door."
Mom stared at me with a nervous look for a moment. "I just used my feminine wiles. I did it for you," was her only defense.
"Would Dad approve, or does he still think you save all your 'feminine wiles' for him?" I asked. She knew what I was getting to. She looked down at her tits, and looked at me looking at her tits.
"Not on your life, young, man," she said. She looked like she meant it, too. "No way. I'm not, uh, exposing my breasts to my own son for your own gratification!"
She looked away, but didn't walk away. I decided to let it drop for now. I walked into the family room, where Dad had the ballgame on and was reading the paper. He was sitting on the couch, and I sat in the recliner about ten feet away from him.
Mom either had a change of heart, or got nervous that I would tell Dad what I saw. All I know is that I saw Mom standing in the middle of the kitchen, in sight of me, but out of sight from Dad. She seemed to be waiting to get my attention.
Once Mom saw that I was looking at her, she crossed her arms, grabbed her black sweater, and lifted it. I saw her bare midriff, and her black bra exposed. She pulled the sweater up over her head, and dropped in on the floor.
I looked over at Dad. He was still reading his paper, rattling the pages. The TV was blasting out the ballgame. Dad couldn't see Mom. Mom was close enough to the hallway that she probably could have ducked up the stairs if Dad got up or if she heard my sister coming up the basement stairs.
Mom looked right at me with a smile. I tried to stay deadpanned, so Dad wouldn't suspect. Mom dropped her bra straps off her shoulders. She reached behind her with both hands, and I saw her bra become loose as she unclasped it.
Mom had her big, slutty grin on her face as she looked at me and dropped the bra off her tits and held it in her hand. Her tits fell out of the bra and hung free.
I'm glad Dad didn't look over at me, because I couldn't stop staring wide-eyed at my topless Mom. Her tits looked even bigger than I had imagined. They were very pale, but her areolas were much larger and darker than I had anticipated. Her tits sloped down a little, but her hard nipples were pointing straight out.
Mom stood in a similar pose as when she showed me her bra and panties earlier, like a model with one hand in the air, and the other hand on her hip. Then she shook her shoulders back and forth like she had for Mr. Pindik, which made her big hooters bobble and jiggle all over. It was the greatest sight I'd ever seen.
Mom cupped both of her tits in her palms, and lifted them up. She squeezed and jiggled them rapidly, and played with her long fat hard nipples. She leaned over and put her hands on her knees. Her tits hung down, and again she shook them, while looking up at me with a grin.
A few more jiggles and poses, and it was over. She quickly picked up her sweater, and raced upstairs. Dad never looked up from his paper. I was hard and in shock. Mom was such a slut!
CHAPTER 7)
I play hockey on a traveling team. It's not a school activity, so there are no buses, just cars. Sometimes we will travel with another player and his family, but sometimes it's just Mom or Dad driving me. Since Dad works a lot of hours, it's often Mom who takes me to the games. One weeknight we were returning from an out-of-town game. Mom was driving the van. I had taken a hard fall on the ice, and had a sore neck and a headache. I was lying down in the back seat, with my head on the passenger side. We were on some empty county road, when I heard Mom mutter, "Dammit!" Like I said, Mom rarely uses bad language.
I could see the reflections of red police lights, and Mom pulled over to the side of the road. As she looked for her purse, I glanced back and saw a police car parked behind us. "What happened?" I asked.
"Nothing, go back to sleep," Mom said.
A cop approached Mom's window, and she lowered it. I pretended to be asleep.
"I clocked you going sixty-five in a fifty-five zone," he said. He asked for Mom's license. She turned on the driver-side map light, dug through her purse, and gave him her license. He returned to his squad car to check on the license.
Mom had her coat off. She was wearing a white blouse. Earlier I noticed it was buttoned up pretty high, because I couldn't look down into it. As I lay back I pretended to be asleep in the dark, but I could still see Mom, especially with the squad car's spotlight on us. Mom glanced back at me. Then she unbuttoned the top several buttons of her blouse. I couldn't see her bra from my angle, but I could tell her shirt was open and pulled aside a little.
The cop returned to the open window and gave Mom her license back. I couldn't see the details of his face very well, but there was a pause. I was guessing that he noticed that Mom had opened her blouse. He reached down and grabbed a flashlight. He turned it on, and shined it on Mom's chest.
"Do you like them?" Asked Mom. "If you let me off with a warning I'll show them to you."
Until recently I would have thought that I heard wrong. But Mom was offering to show her tits to the cop to get out of a ticket. I knew she meant it, too.
"Uh, uh," grunted the officer. "You gotta let me feel 'em."
"OK," Mom simply said. From my side back angle, I could see her pull her blouse open wide, probably exposing both bra cups, but still tucked into her pants. She appeared to reach into her right bra cup, and pull her tit out. She did the same to the left one, leaving them hanging exposed over her white bra. She looked up at the cop.
The cop reached in with his left hand, and placed it on her right tit. Mom jumped a little. "Cold," she said. But then she sat back and let the cop grope her bare tit. I couldn't see much in the dark from my angle and with only the map light on, but the cop eventually got both hands inside the car, and were roaming freely all over Mom's chest.
"Mmmmm," Mom moaned. She turned to her left in her seat, facing the window, so the cop had a better angle.
"Big puppies," the cop mumbled, as he played with my mom's tits.
I saw the cop look to his left as a car was approaching far down the road. He withdrew his hands from our van. He said, "Drive carefully," to Mom, and returned to his squad car.
Mom placed each of her tits back into their cups, buttoned up her shirt, put on her seat belt, and pulled out onto the road. I really wasn't feeling well, but I did mumble, "Feminine wiles?"
Mom paused for a long time. "It saved us a lot of money and headaches. Not a big deal."
"Dad might think it's a big deal," I said. Mom didn't reply, and I really didn't feel well enough to continue the conversation. I decided to confront her again later, and tried to sleep the rest of the way home.
xxxxxxxxx
It was very late when we got home. Mom and Dad helped me get settled in a finished room we have in the basement next to my bedroom, that has a couch and a TV. I was given aspirin and an icepack for my neck. Wearing the boxers I sleep in, they put a blanket over me. I felt better sitting up than lying down. The aspirin helped the headache quite a bit, and the neck was sore but bearable. I was watching the TV, but I was mostly thinking about Mom again, and playing with my dick under the blanket.
An hour or so later, I heard someone coming down the stairs. Mom stood in front of me. She was wearing a long flannel nightgown, another sexless garment that she sometimes wears to bed in the winter. "Feeling any better?"



"Yea, quite a bit better," I said.
"We need to come to an agreement on what you saw on the drive home."
"You know what I want. The same thing he got."
Mom sighed. "I figured you'd say that." She grabbed her long nightgown, pulled up on it, and yanked it all the way over her head. She stood before me topless, wearing only pink cotton panties. I gawked and said nothing. "Your father and sister are asleep."
There is a cheap CD blaster in the room, next to the TV. Mom switched off the TV, powered on the CD player, and pressed "play". There just happened to be one of my sister's pop CDs in there, and the first song came on quietly.
"You get one song," said Mom. Then she stood in front of where I sat on the couch, threw my blanket off, straddled her legs around mine, and sat down on my lap, with her bare legs wrapped around me. Her upper torso started dancing to the music. I got it, a lap dance! Fanfuckingtastik!
I had seen her tits the one time, but this was a super close-up view. They were right in my face, inches away. I put my hands on Mom's hips as she danced and wiggled and shook her tits in my face. Her big mounds were so white and smooth. Her areolas were so wide and dark. Her nipples were so long and fat! I slid my hands up Mom's sides and grabbed both tits. Mom arched her back more, smiling. She'd just bathed. She smelled fresh, and her breath was fresh.
I was gentle at first, gliding my palms over the smooth flesh, squeezing just a little bit.
"You don't have to be gentle, you won't hurt them," Mom said. So I squeezed them harder, lifting them, jiggling them. I couldn't believe how soft and pliable they were, and all the different ways they could be molded.
While I was playing with her tits, Mom had her bare thighs wrapped around my bare thighs. I could feel her panty-clad crotch rubbing against my boxer-covered hard-on. She was dry-humping me. Mom leaned over and French-kissed me.
Mom's nipples were hard, and I yanked and tugged on them. "Mmmmm, yeah!" said Mom, seeming to enjoy the harder play.
Then Mom pressed her tits up and forward, seeming to try to push them right in my face. I could see every little bump of her areolas. She actually pressed them into my lips. So I opened my mouth and suctioned it onto her right tit, just above the nipple. I kissed and licked all around her tit, finally landing over her nipple. I sucked on it like it was a pacifier. I licked her nipple while sucking on it, flitting on the tip, and licking circles around it.
"Ohhhh, MMMMHHHH!" Mom moaned in my ear. She rubbed her crotch rapidly on my dick, not paying any attention to the tempo of the music, as I alternated sucking on both of her tits. I took a moment to slide one hand along the outside of her bare thigh, up to her hip. I snuck my fingers inside the elastic at the sides, and caught a handful of her bare butt.
The song ended. Mom stood up, and turned off the music. Her panties were sticking to her crotch, and sucked up into her pussy lips, and appeared quite wet. Mom fanned her face with her open hand.
"One more song!' I begged.
"No, we can't get too out of hand," she said. She put her nightgown back on. "Can I get you anything else?"
"A box of Kleenexes," I quipped. She smiled and headed back upstairs. But I wasn't joking about the Kleenex. One more song and I would have cum right in my shorts. Now I had to finish myself off, and there was no Kleenex in sight. What the hell. Mom does the laundry. With a couple of strokes I creamed all over my boxers. Damn, Mom is such a dirty slut!
CHAPTER 8)
After school and work, Mom and I had dental checkup appointments at virtually the same time. I was just getting a checkup, but Mom was getting a loose filling replaced. As we waited in the waiting room, I noticed that Mom had worn a moderately tight sweater and a long skirt that went below her knees, with beige hose under them. Nothing particularly sexy; maybe even a little frumpy. I was called into the office by the hygienist, and got my teeth cleaned. When I was done, I was about to head back to the waiting room, when I thought I heard Mom's familiar moan. I was drawn down the hall, and looked into the first room. Mom was on her back in the dentist's chair. Hunched over her on her right was our dentist, Dr. Prober. He was wearing a gauze mask, and wore light blue scrub pants with a loose short-sleeved scrub shirt.
Mom's left hand was on her stomach. But her right hand was on Dr. Prober's crotch! Dr. Prober was sitting on his stool with he legs spread wide. I watched from the hall as Mom's hand squeezed his cock through his loose pants. She palmed his bulge, wiggling her fingers over it.
Dr. Prober was working on Mom's teeth, but I could see that his bare forearm was rhythmically brushing over Mom's right tit. A couple of times as he put down tools, he subtly slid his hands right over one tit or the other, over her sweater.
Mom's long legs were spread wide on the chair, and her left knee was up in the air. Her long skirt was mostly bunched up near her crotch. She wasn't wearing pantyhose, but thigh highs- stockings that held themselves up without garters. So the top several inches of her thighs were naked and exposed, and I could see the crotch of her turquoise panties.
Now I could see Dr. Prober's hard cock hanging down his left leg like a piece of rope. It was quite a bulge. Mom's hand had found it, and her palm was stroking it up and down.
I watched my mom giving the family dentist a hand job for a while, until I heard the voice of someone coming down the hall, and I headed back to the waiting room.
xxxxxxxx
Mom had only a slight bit of Novocain, and was fully conscious, but we had brought my car so I could drive us home. But I had a few words for Mom.
"Mom," I said calmly, shaking my head back and forth. "Dr. Prober! How could you?"
"How could I what?" Mom mumbled through her gauze and half-dead lip.
"You gave our dentist a hand job!"
"Oh, I did not," she lied.
"Yes you did, I saw you." I didn't even say anything about her giving him a show of her legs and panties, or letting him touch her tits.
"I, I, I was just nervous and in pain, and I grabbed his leg, and it just sorta happened. It was an accident."
We weren't that far from home. "Dad might not think it's an accident. What kind of son would I be if I didn't tell my dad that I saw his wife stroking another guy's dick?" I asked.
Mom sat quietly for another mile. Then she moved her left hand over to my lap, and placed it on my right thigh. "Promise you won't tell Dad?"
"Promise."
Mom moved her palm over my crotch. I almost leapt out of my seat. I had loose pants on over boxers, and I got hard pretty quick. As I drove I took a glance down to see Mom's long fingers and wedding ring wiggling over my crotch. At first Mom palmed my dick and just sort of played with it. Once it got to full erection inside my pants, mom grabbed the shaft, and stoked it up and down. It fell out the leg of my boxers and now only the fabric of my slacks was between my cock and my mom's hand.
To my knowledge Mom never seen my hard dick. "Um. It's uh, really big," she calmly commented. I glanced over to see her eyes staring at my crotch as she stroked it. It sure felt good, even through the pants. She stroked the length of my cock from the base up over the head. Occasionally she moved down over my balls and gently rubbed them.
I drove through traffic as my mom jerked me, and then into our subdivision. I was too entranced to think of taking a longer route home. I looked over at Mom. She was resting her left knee on the seat, spreading her legs wide. I could see up her skirt, past her thigh-highs, to her panty crotch. I reached over and touched her left thigh, but she said, "Two hands on the wheel."
Mom kept her left hand on me as we pulled into the driveway, and used her right hand to open the garage door. I pulled in, put the car into park, and shut off the motor. Mom instantly hit the remote, and the garage door closed behind us. She stroked faster.
It felt so good, and without warning almost, I felt myself ejaculating in my pants. I could feel the warm goo hit my slacks, and so could Mom. "Ohhh!" she cried, and took her hand off me.
I sat silently for a moment as my ejaculation completed.
"Sorry about the mess, Brad," Mom said, as we both got out of the car.
"It's OK," I said, "I'll change pants."
Inside the house, Dad was home from work and sitting in front of the TV. Mom went up to her bedroom, and I went downstairs into mine. I took down my pants and looked at the sticky mess that my mom had made. "God!" I thought. "Mom is SUCH a slut!"
END OF PART 2
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CHAPTER 9)
It was between periods of one of my hockey games. I was in the locker room. There were several rows of lockers. The walls in between them only went up as high as the lockers. I heard a couple of my teammates talking on the other side of the row.
"Shit, did you see that? NO PANTIES!"
"Yeah, fucking unbelievable, huh? Who was she?"
I had a feeling I knew who they were talking about, before a third voice whispered, "That's Balin's mom."
"No shit! What a slut!"
A fourth voice chimed in. "I didn't see it, what'd she do?"
"She's sitting in about the fourth row, right behind our bench, wearing a short skirt, and she's not wearing any panties!"
"Yeah, and you can see her whole hairy beaver. Big brown patch of fur!"
"Did you see a couple of the dads in the first few rows? They barely saw any of the game, they were looking up her skirt, too. I wonder if she was flashing us or them."
Well, I spotted her pussy before they even showed, so I think she wanted me."
"No, she wanted me. She's always smiling at me and shit."
"She's got great tits, too."
"Shit, yeah. I'd do her."
"So would I!"
We went back out for the next period. There was Mom, behind the glass, right by our bench, in a denim skirt. She'd let it ride up real far, exposing those long bare legs. There were a bunch of dads in the first three rows, but all the other moms sit in the fourth row, where Mom was, or higher, and don't pay as close attention to the game.
I was at the end of the bench, and I couldn't see up her skirt. But a whole lot of my teammates were looking her way, as were the dads in the first three rows. Mom acted oblivious, talking to the other moms around her, as well as the dads in front of her.
Up until recently, this would have been completely humiliating, to have all my friends and teammates and their dads watching my mom flash her beaver for their enjoyment. Maybe I was just getting used to her behavior now, but I also have to admit that I get excited knowing these guys are hot for my mom, and get to see some of her nudity. But damn, I hadn't seen her bare pussy yet, and I really wanted to.
This time we'd hitched a ride to the game with another teammate, Kenny, and his dad. On the ride home, Mom and I sat in the back, Kenny was in the front passenger set, and his dad was driving the SUV. It was an early game, and it was still light out when we left.
Kenny's dad acted as an assistant coach on the team. He wasn't one of the dads sitting in front of Mom in the stands. All I know is that his rearview mirror was tilted down at a severe angle, and I'm confident that he was looking back at Mom. And Mom seemed to be providing a good view. Her skirt was hiked up real far, and her legs were spread pretty wide apart.
Not only was Kenny's dad watching Mom's beaver, but Kenny had his head turned back toward us most of the time. He pretended to make small talk to Mom and me about the game and such, but his eyes were focused up Mom's skirt. Damn, I couldn't see her pussy from my angle. And I couldn't confront Mom about flashing my teammates and their dads.
xxxxxxxxx
When home, I cornered Mom in the kitchen, while she fixed us a quick dinner. "That was quite some show you put on today."
"What show?"
"Not wearing panties. Everybody was talking about it in the locker room."
"Well, I'm embarrassed to say that my panties got soiled, and I had to take them off. I'm sorry if some of your teammates noticed, but I'm sure they didn't see much. And I'm sure it wasn't everybody."
"It was a lot of them."
"How many? What did they say?" Mom seemed eager to hear exactly who said what. I repeated some of the conversations I heard in the locker room, plus what I saw the players and dads looking at. Her face actually got flush. She grilled me on the details, making me repeat exact quotes. "He really said that about me? What were his exact words? He really said he'd 'do' me? Who else was looking at me?" Etc.
"Did you see me?" She asked.
"No. But you know I wanted to."
"Uh, Uh," she said.
"Do you want Dad to hear about this from me, or one of the dads?"
"The other dads won't say anything to your father, so please don't tell him anything either."
"You know I can be bought," I whispered.
Just then Dad came downstairs and plopped down in the chair in front of the family room TV, grabbing a paper and the TV remote.
"Don't say anything," Mom whispered, and walked upstairs.
Just a few minutes later she was back downstairs, in her nightgown. The nightgown was nearly ankle-length, but there were buttons all the way up the front. Last time she wore them, the buttons were buttoned nearly all the way to the bottom. Now, they were unbuttoned about halfway up her thighs. Mom laid down on the couch. I was sitting at the kitchen table.
Mom laid on her right side on the couch. Her nightgown fell open, exposing most of her legs. Mom lifted her left leg up, leaving her knees nearly two feet apart. Mom was looking right at me, with a casual expression on her face. I could see right up her nightgown, and saw her panty-less crotch easily. Her pussy was covered with a thick patch of brown hair, just like the guys described.
Dad was reading his paper, but from his angle he couldn't have seen Mom's pussy anyway. I just gawked at Mom's beaver, and she stared at me.
Then Mom got up, and sat on one of stools at the kitchen island, only five feet from my kitchen chair. Mom faced me, and let her nightgown fall to either side of her legs. Maybe she wasn't sure I could see her from the couch. Again she spread her legs wide, and I gat a close-up view of her pussy, and could even make out some of the flesh through the brown forest.
Dad still wouldn't have been able to see Mom's pussy from that angle, although I thought her pose was a little risqué. Mom also couldn't help that dirty smile on her face. Finally when my sister entered the room Mom stood up and left. And I had to let my hard-on come down before I could leave the kitchen table. Damn, is Mom a serious slut!
CHAPTER 10)
We were spending the weekend at Grandma and Grandpa's house. This was my Dad's parents. Some of the other family members were there, too. We always had to go to church on Sunday when we were there, and then Grandma would make a big meal afterwards.
Grandma and Grandpa are your typical mid-seventies retired grandparents. Grandpa is sort of fat, with thinning gray hair and bifocals.
Whenever we eat a big meal at Grandma's, there's not enough room for everybody at their kitchen table, and I end up eating with the kiddies on a card table in the living room. But this time, there wasn't even room for me there, so I ended up sitting at the kitchen table.
Grandpa was sitting on one side of the table with his back against the wall, and Mom was sitting next to him on his left. Mom was still wearing the frumpy, formless, below-knee-length black dress that she had worn to church. I squeezed into a folding chair right at the corner of the table to Mom's left, and barely had room to place my plate right on the corner of the table. Dad was sitting on the opposite side of Mom and Grandpa.
While I was eating, I noticed that Grandpa was eating with his right hand and had his left hand under the tablecloth. His hand was over on Mom's lap. Normally nobody else would be able to see this, but from my unique spot at the corner of the table I was looking right down at their laps. I could see that his hand was between Mom's legs. Mom's skirt was bunched up a little on her lap, and I could tell that Grandpa's hand was under her skirt. Real high. Like right on her crotch!
Neither Mom nor Grandpa were overly talkative during the meal, but they did converse a little. They never looked at each other. I didn't converse either, trying to subtly glance down at Grandpa's hand under my mother's skirt.
I was dying to see more. My cousin was sitting on the end of the table to my left, and when he finished eating he left the table. This gave me a little room to work. I dropped my fork on purpose. I bent down to pick it up. Fortunately, the tablecloth wasn't very long at the end of the table, and I didn't have to lift it to look under the table. I quickly leaned way over and looked under the table.
Mom had her legs spread wide. She wasn't wearing any hose, and I could see her bare legs. I got a quick glimpse of her white panties at her crotch. I could also see Grandpa's meaty left hand, and his fingers disappearing inside of her panties.
When I sat back up, Mom gave me a wary look, but neither she nor Grandpa adjusted their position that I noticed.
Instead of darting from the table like a usually do when I finished, I hung out and talked with the adults, keeping an eye on Mom and Grandpa. Finally when other people stood up to leave, Grandpa removed his big meaty hand from under the table. I could see that his fingers were moist. He wiped his hand on his napkin.
xxxxxxxxx
On the drive home from Grandma and Grandpa's, we stopped at a crowded burger place to eat. All four of us ordered. Dad and my sister waited for the food, while Mom and I grabbed a booth in the far right corner. Mom slid to the back of the booth, and instead of sitting across from her, I sat next to her on her right.
"So how long has Grandpa been a dirty old man?" I asked her.
"What do you mean?" Mom asked.
"I saw what he was doing under the table at lunch."
"Oh my God," Mom muttered. "Uh, well, I can remember when your dad and I were engaged and we were visiting him, and I was brushing my hair in the bathroom mirror, and he came up from behind and grabbed my breasts. And he's been a little grabby ever since."
"So why do you let him?"
"Uh, well, he's really harmless, just an old-time dirty old man like you said. I endure it to keep peace in the family. It keeps us in his will."
"Dad doesn't know, does he?"
"No. And let's keep it that way."
"My silence comes at a price," I said. I slipped my left hand under the table, onto Mom's thigh over her dress.
Mom looked over at me and whispered, "Oh, no. Very wrong."
But I started slowly pulling her skirt up with my fingers. Mom took her coat, which was bunched up next to her, and placed it on her lap. Possibly she's had some experience with this sort of thing before. When her hem got above her knee, I slid my hand under it, up her naked thigh. My mom stared around the room as my palm climbed her long right thigh. It was the first time I'd felt her smooth naked upper thigh flesh. My heart was racing.
When my little pinky grazed against her cotton panty, Mom spread her legs wider. I cupped her warm mound and rubbed it, and slid my fingers over her hump. Mom's panties were wet around her slit.
I looked around the room, too. I could see Dad and my sister still waiting for the food. I began to work my fingers inside the elastic at the side of Mom's panties. I felt hair.
Mom's right thigh was pressed against my left thigh as she spread her legs wider. I got four fingers completely inside of her panties. I combed them through the long pubic hairs. I rubbed her fleshy mound. I found her slit.
Mom arched her hips forward as my middle finger slid into her warm greasy pussy. I circled it around as wide as I could go, then slowly thrust it in and out up to my third knuckle. It seemed like a bottomless pit.
Mom emitted a little gasp. She clamped her thighs around my hand. Her mouth was open and her eyelids were fluttering. "Does it hurt?" I asked.
"No," she grunted. "Orr, Orgasm!" She briefly rested her head on her hand. I kept fingering. Her naked thighs were quivering around my hand.
Dad and my sister approached the table with a big tray of food. In all of the hustle of finding the right food and drinks, they didn't seem to notice that I was sitting next to Mom, and that I was only using one hand to grab my food. Mom began to regain composure.
For another minute I kept my finger in my Mom, as I sat across from Dad. Finally Mom put her hand under the table and pulled my hand away from her pussy. I couldn't resist subtly brining my wet middle finger up to my nose and taking a quick whiff of Mom's pussy smell. Then, like Grandpa, I wiped my finger off with my napkin, and ate my burger.
While finishing my meal next to Mom, across from Dad, I realized that I apparently was the third generation in my family to finger-fuck my mom. Damn, she is such a slut!
CHAPTER 11)
On Saturday night, Dad had a cocktail party at our house for his employees and co-workers. My sister spent the night with a friend. I went to the movies with some friends, and got home around 11:00. The party was in full swing. There were maybe twenty people there, couples and singles. Some were Dad's subordinates; a few were people at his level and their spouses. And there was Dan, Dad's boss. Most were consuming plenty of liquor, judging by all the bottles on the kitchen counter. The guests were spread throughout the front living room, the dining room, the kitchen, and the family room.
Mom introduced me to some of the people, including Dan, whom I'd met before. Then I helped myself to some food in the dining room. I scoped out some of the wives in the living room. There were some decent-looking ones, but I judged that Mom was the one I would fuck over any of them. She wore a dark green turtleneck sweater tucked into black dress slacks. The panty lines under her slacks were stylishly small – not tiny, but not her granny panties. Her sweater wasn't the skin-tight type that she wears to work, but it made her buxom figure look curvy. Under it I could see the swell of her cleavage spilling out over the top of her bra.
Mom was drinking. She wasn't sloppy drunk, but I could tell by her smile and body language that she had a nice little buzz going. Dad was in the family room talking shop. This left Mom alone to host the living room and dining room guests. Several of these guests were single men, or men who came without their wives. One of these was Dad's boss Dan.
I roamed the downstairs on the outskirts of the party, drinking pop. I could see Mom showing some guy a painting on our wall. While they stood admiring the painting, I could see Mom pressing her tit into his shoulder. He didn't seem to mind.
Rather than going downstairs to my room, I decided to observe the action from upstairs, where I could see most of the living room. I stood in the second-floor darkness, peering down at the guests. I managed to catch several men staring at Mom's chest. Several of them approached Mom and talked to her. And for her part, Mom seemed to be enjoying their conversation. Twice I saw Mom squeeze through a tight spot and rub her tits on some guy's back or shoulder. Both times the guys looked up at Mom's eyes and she's give them a little smile as she walked away.
Then I noticed Dan talking to Mom. They both had their backs to the wall, facing the rest of the party. Dan had a mixed drink in his hand, Mom a wine cooler. Their faces were inches away from each other. I thought their demeanor was very flirtatious. Dan occasionally glanced down at Mom's chest. At one point he seemed to put his arm around Mom's waist. When others joined them, Dan wandered off.
Shortly after that, I saw Mom walk toward the stairs. I ducked back into my sister's room. I heard her familiar footsteps ascend the stairs, and I could see her enter the hallway bathroom. A moment later, I heard more footsteps coming up the stairs. Dan stepped into the upstairs hallway. He stood outside the bathroom in the dark, glancing around the hall and back down the stairs.
Mom opened the door, and turned out the bathroom light before stepping into the dark hallway. She jumped back and gasped when she saw Dan's silhouette.
Mom quietly giggled, "Oh, Dan, you startled me."
Dan stood silently in front of Mom briefly. Then he simply pushed her up against the wall, and kissed her. Mom didn't resist. She kissed him back, and put her arms around him. My eyes had adjusted to he darkened hallway to make out most of their features, and I could hear much of what they said and did, including their kissing sounds, and Mom's low moans.
Dan wasted little time moving his right hand up Mom's stomach to her chest, and fondled her left tit over her sweater. With no resistance from Mom, his left hand worked its way under her sweater, and went beneath it to feel her right tit. Soon her sweater and white bra were both residing under her armpits, and Dan groped her bare tits.
"Let's fuck," I heard Dan order, as his left hand went down to Mom's crotch, and rubbed it over her slacks.
"Oh Dan, we might get caught here," moaned Mom.
There was a muffled exchange that I couldn't decipher. Mom glanced down the stairs once, and then said, "You keep an eye on the stairs." Then she dropped to her knees. She unsnapped Dan's Dockers, unzipped them, reached in, and pulled out his hard cock. She stroked it a few times, opened her mouth wide, and placed the cock into it.
I watched in fascination as Mom's head bobbed over the glistening dick. Dan leaned against the hallway wall looking down at his employee's wife on her knees in front of him. Her slurping sounds were quite audible. She jerked her neck rapidly, her brown hair falling in her face. Occasionally she would palm his balls or stroke his shaft with her long fingers while she slurped his dick head, but she always kept her lips on him.
Dan moaned. Mom sucked with conviction and fury. Dan lasted about as long as I would have.
"Here it comes," grunted Dan. If he came much, which I expect he did, then Mom swallowed most of it. Her sucking slowed as she gulped, before licking it clean.
Mom rose and quickly ducked back into the bathroom. Dan zipped his pants, looked around, and descended back downstairs to the party. I heard the water running in the bathroom as Mom cleaned up, spitting into the sink. Within a minute, she again exited the bathroom, with her sweater tucked in and her face clean, and rejoined her party.
xxxxxx
"Is that how Dad keeps his job?" It was the following afternoon before I had a chance to speak to Mom alone, in the family room.
"What are you talking about?" Mom asked.
You and Dan. At the party. Upstairs."
"I don't know what you think you saw, but nothing happened," Mom lied.
"First you made out with him. Then he felt your bare tits. Then you dropped to your knees and unzipped his pants. Want to hear more details?"
"NO! And your father's a good employee, and that's not the ONLY way he keeps his job. But it uh, helps."
"I can see how. It would help me to keep my mouth shut, if you, uh, helped me that way."
"Brad, that's SICK!" How can you even think of having your own mother perform a, a SEX ACT on you? NO!"
"If it's such a bad thing, I'll bet Dad wouldn't want you to be doing it with his boss."
"Please, PLEASE, not this, Brad. I just couldn't. It would be so wrong. Uh, something else."
"No, I really want you to blow me. I'll let you think about it for a while."
"I'll, I'll THINK about it, but don't get your hopes up."
That was the last we spoke of it for the rest of the day. That night I went to bed downstairs, unsatisfied, wondering what to try next. I really would never squeal to Dad about my mom, and maybe she has finally called my bluff.
Then there was a quiet knock on my bedroom door. "Yeah?"
Mom entered my darkened bedroom. With the hallway light behind her, I could see that she had her long robe on. "What?" I asked.
Mom made no reply. She very quietly closed the door behind her. Only my nightlight allowed me to see her creep over to my bed. I was starting to get tingly.



Mom sat on the edge of my bed to my left. I could see that she was smiling. That was a good sign. She quickly pulled back my cover, and climbed into bed next to me. She kissed me.
We briefly made out, lying sideways. I couldn't help myself, and fondled Mom's left tit with my right hand, over her loose nightgown. Mom ran her left hand down my side, and it found my already-stiff cock over my boxers. She played with it briefly through the fabric. Then she sat up, grabbed the sides of the boxers, and tugged them down.
My cock sprang straight up into the air. I kicked off the boxers myself. Mom sat next to me. She placed her left palm on my exposed cock, and stroked it. She used her right hand to play with my balls. Then she got on her knees next to the bed. She helped me swing my legs off the bed, and I let my feet touch the floor, on either side of my kneeling Mom.
Mom lowered her head down. Her dangling hair touched me first, tickling my thighs and stomach. Then her lips kissed my dick head. I saw her stretch her mouth open wide, and she sucked my dick. Slowly she worked her lips down, taking in more and more of my cock.
"Ohhh!" I moaned.
"Shhhhh!" Mom said. Then she licked my dickhead. She circled her tongue around and around, then flitted it over the tip.
I put my hands on Mom's head. She sucked. She sucked lower, sucked faster, sucked harder. I've never felt anything as pleasurable as having my mom's soft lips gliding up and down on my saliva-covered cock.
The only sounds in the room were my panting and soft involuntary moaning, and the sucking and smacking sounds of Mom's lips on my cock. Her head bobbed up and down, faster and faster. She was like a jackhammer.
"Uh, Mom, I'm, uh, cumming, uh, NOW!" I shot gobs of jizm into Mom's mouth. I just kept shooting and throbbing and squirting for what seemed like the longest cum session I'd ever had.
The first load went right down her throat. She recoiled and lost hold of my cock, and the next several shots hit her in the nose, the eyes, forehead, and cheek. She recovered and got her lips back over it, and gulped my cum down, although some of it oozed out of her mouth and down my scrotum, and down over Mom's chin.
I lay back on the bed panting. Mom sat up, also panting, and swallowing. I had some Kleenex nearby, and handed her some. She took a handful and wiped off her face. Some of the Kleenex stuck to her face, and I picked it off.
"That was GREAT. THANKS, Mom."
"Don't mention it," Mom quipped. She stood up, and snuck out of the room. Hopefully, she was going to wash her face before going back to bed with Dad.
I cleaned myself off, but I was still hard. My balls hurt, but I was still horny. But there was also a feeling of great satisfaction and accomplishment. GodDAMN! Is Mom a remarkable slut!
CHAPTER 12)
My sister is younger than me, but her boyfriend is older than me. Mom and Dad don't like him. I'm not enamored with him either. Kurt's not really a bad guy that I can tell, just not someone you want dating your sister. He doesn't go to college, has some cheap job, and drives a big old noisy beater. Smells like cigarette smoke, has greasy hair, wears offensive t-shirts. Just sort of a punk.
One night I was going out with my some friends. Dad was out watching some game with his work buddies. My sister was going to go somewhere with Kurt. I left early, stopping at my friend Brian's house. We were going to go together to Chad's house, when I realized that I'd forgotten to bring a porn DVD that I'd borrowed from Chad, who wanted it back before his dad discovered it missing. So Brian and I drove back to my house to retrieve it. Brian stayed in the car, and I entered the house from the side door, hoping to sneak in and out without getting a third degree from Mom.
I entered through the laundry room and tiptoed through the kitchen. No sign of anyone yet. I heard the shower running upstairs. I was about to sneak downstairs to my room when I heard a noise that sounded like whimpering. I peeked around the corner of the dining room, and saw two figures in the living room.
One figure was Mom. She was sitting on the couch. The other figure was my sister's boyfriend Kurt. He had his head between Mom's legs!
Mom was wearing her nightgown, even though it was only about 7:00 PM. The buttons were unbuttoned to about mid-thigh, the rest was bunched up around her lap, and Kurt's face was buried in her crotch. Mom's bare legs were spread wide. Her head was tilted up, and her eyes were closed. The top of her nightgown was also unbuttoned and pulled aside, enough to expose both of her tits. I'd swear that I could see saliva reflecting off of her tits and left nipple.
"Ohhhh, Ummmmm," Mom quietly moaned. Kurt's head moved up and down, then side to side. When he turned his head right I could see Mom's brown pussy hair, some exposed pinkness in the middle, and Kurt's tongue licking it.
I heard the bathroom door open upstairs. "Mom?" My sister called.
Mom opened her eyes. "Yes?"
"Is Kurt here yet?"
"Yes," Mom yelled.
"Tell him I'll be ready in about fifteen minutes," came the holler from upstairs.
Kurt looked up from between Mom's legs. "Take your time," he yelled, and returned to Mom's pussy.
With Brian waiting for me outside, I snuck downstairs, grabbed the DVD, and exited the side door. Brian wanted to know what kept me. I just told him that I had an encounter with Mom.
xxxxxxxx
It was two days later. My sister had to be to school early, so Dad dropped her off. I was still at home, ready for school. Mom came downstairs, holding her bulky outer sweater. She was wearing a white low-cut see-through blouse, with a seamless white bra under it. Her skirt was almost ankle-length, a thin silky thing.
I followed her to the dining room.
"Yes, Honey," she said to me when she saw me following her.
"I missed the end the other day. Did Kurt give you a good orgasm?"
"What?"
"You remember. Kurt. Your daughter's boyfriend. The one that gave you oral sex."
Mom had a very concerned expression on her face. She knew as well as I did that this wasn't just cheating on her husband. This was betraying her daughter.
"You know that Susie would never forgive you if she found out."
"I, I know," Mom said, with her head down. She looked up at me. "Brad, you can never tell Susie about that! You're right, she would never forgive me! It would break her heart!"
"If you want to cheat on Dad I guess that's between you and him. But to mess up my sister's life, that's different. Promise me you'll never do it again."
"Yes, I do promise. Now promise me you'll never tell anyone."
"I promise. On one condition." I think Mom knew what was coming. "Lift your skirt. I get to do what Kurt did to you."
"Brad! You really want to put your mouth on your own Mother's vagina? That's really something you want to do?"
"Yes," I said without hesitation.
"Well, let me call the school and my office so we don't get in trouble." Mom picked up the phone, and dialed a number. "Brad Balin will be late to school today. He has an early doctor's appointment."
While she was talking to the school's answering machine, I started unbuttoning her blouse. Mom didn't stop me. I unbuttoned it down almost to her waist. Then I reached into her flimsy bra, lifted her tits, and hauled them out of her cups.
Having called me in, Mom dialed a second number, presumably her office. "Hi, Tom, I'll be about an hour late. My son has an issue I have to take care of. See you in a bit."
She hung up the phone. She sat herself down on the end of our dining room table. I stood in front of her, still feeling her tits hanging over her bra cups. Damn, I never tire of seeing or feeling them.
"Do you even know how to do this?" She asked.
"I don't just, uh, lick you there?"
"Well that's the general idea, but there's some technique to make it good."
"What technique?"
"Not rules or anything. Here, sit down here." Mom pointed to the dining room chair right in front of where she was leaning against the table. As I sat down, Mom started lifting her skirt. She was wearing knee-high hose under them, so her thighs were bare. She lifted it all the way up, and bunched it on her lap.
She wasn't wearing panties. Damn, the slut was going to work with no panties on!
Mom's freshly showered beaver stared at me. At this close range I could see how thick and long her brunette triangle was, but I was also able to see some flesh underneath it.
"Well," she said, "I like to have my inner thighs kissed a little, for starters." She spread her legs wide. I pulled my chair up as close to her crotch as I could. Mom put her feet up on the chair beside me, and leaned back on her elbows on the table.
I leaned forward, and nuzzled my face between her legs. As suggested, I kissed and licked the inside of her smooth thighs, inches from her pussy.
"MMmmm," Mom moaned. Then, I like to be tickled here." She put her index finger to the very top of her right thigh, at her "bikini line," where her leg and crotch met. I licked up and down, and Mom shivered. I repeated it on her left side.
Mom sat up and put her fingers in her pussy. "Now, lick along the outside of my labia, right along here. Don't go deep yet."
I stuck my tongue out, and licked the edges of her pussy. It tasted salty and smelled a little musky, not bad at all. I couldn't see much, with my head buried in her crotch, my nose and lips being tickled by her pubic hair.
Mom leaned back again and cooed, while I licked up and down on both sides of her pussy.
I wish I had a picture of that moment. Mom sitting on the edge of the table, feet up on the chair on either side of me; leaning back on her elbows; her long skirt bunched up around her waist, her long thighs naked; her blouse unbuttoned, but still tucked in, pulled open, her big white tits hanging out of her bra cups; her eyes closed, a smile on her face; and my head nuzzled into her crotch, licking her pussy.
"Ohhhhh!, Ummmmm!" Mom pressed her crotch forward. "Lick deep now."
I did as told, licking as far into her pussy as I could go. I couldn't find any bottom, so I just licked deep and fast. Not knowing what worked best, I alternately licked back and forth, up and down, in and out.
"Uhhhh, OOOOOOOOhhhh!" Mom was panting unevenly. "Hoooooo! Oooooooh!" Her thighs tightened around my head. With no further orders, I licker her all over, as rapidly as I could. My tongue wasn't used to being stuck out for that long, and it got tired pretty quickly. I guess I needed to practice this a lot.
"AAAAHHHHH!" Mom thrust her hips forward. Her thighs were quivering. "Now, lick here, my clit, right here, fast!"
There seemed a sense of urgency in her command, so when my tongue found the bump that she was pointing at, I licked up and down rapidly.
"Oohhhhh, YES! THAT'S, Ohhh, right there! Don't stop!"
I flicked my tongue up and down and side to side as fast as I could. I flattened out my tongue and pressed it against the little nub. But whatever I did, I made a point to do at light speed. My tongue made little fluttering sounds "Uba duba duba duba."
"OOOOOOHHHHHH! HUUUUUUOOOO!" Mom's thighs pressed against me. She started gyrating her hips back and forth. I had a hard time keeping my tongue on her. There was some feeling of satisfaction hearing Mom make noises I've never heard her make before. It was weird, but it was sorta hot because I was sorta in control of my parent now.
"OoooooooooouuuuuuuuuuuuUUUUU!" Mom clamped her thighs around my ears. She shook her butt on the table, raising one cheek and then the other, and then she bucked my head pretty good. But I managed to keep my tongue on her clit, until she finally relaxed, released my head, and told me to stop.
I stood up in front of Mom, who was still panting and flush. I felt my face full of Mom's juices.
We both quickly washed ourselves, I brushed my teeth, and headed out to our respective vehicles. Mom did kiss me, kissed the mouth that was just licking her pussy.
The rest of the morning at school, I could still smell her pussy on my face and lips and nose, and taste her juices in my mouth. I kept thinking that NOBODY knew that I was sitting there still tasting my own mother's pussy that I'd eaten that morning. Damn, Mom's such a HOT slut!
END OF PART 3
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CHAPTER 13)
One evening at dinner, Mom told us that she was going to go out to a movie with another mom. She's done this a few times before, and I never gave it any thought. But knowing what I know now, I wondered if that's what she was really going to do. I checked out her clothes before she left the house: she had on a frumpy heavy sweater – but I know that trick of hers now. She also wore one of her shorter casual denim skirts, with no hose, and high-heeled shoes. The skirt might be explainable, but it was the shoes that made me suspicious. They were a little too flashy and uncomfortable for a casual movie outing.
I told Dad that I was going over to a friend's house. I got in my car right before Mom left the house, and parked around the corner, waiting for Mom to leave. She whizzed by me and I followed her. It wasn't too hard to tail a minivan, but I did worry that she would recognize my car if I accidentally got too close.
Mom didn't go pick up her friend, who only lived a few blocks from us, and she wasn't heading towards the local Cineplex, either. I was beginning to think my suspicions were correct. We live in a very middle class, very white town, but there is a seedy side near the old downtown industrial area. That's where Mom drove to.
Mom slowly circled one block of closed and boarded shops and a liquor store and a bar. The second time past she parallel parked the Minivan. I had to hurry back around the block to park about five spaces behind her. I could still see her in the car. She had removed her coat, and was pulling off her sweater. Knew it.
Mom exited the van with her purse and no coat. Besides the shorter denim skirt, she was wearing a white sleeveless sweater. It was real cold out. She walked in my direction, and I had to duck down a little. I could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra under the sweater. Her dark fat nipples were visible to the whole block under the streetlights, and her heavy jugs bobbled noticeably. She almost looked like a hooker to me.
Just before Mom got to my car, she stopped at a dumpy-looking bar, and entered it. I couldn't go into the bar, but I was dying to know what Mom was doing there. I decided to sit tight for a while. I looked around. I was now the only white person I saw on the street. I was a little nervous about being there.
I waited. Clearly she wasn't coming out right away. Black dudes young and old entered and left the bar, dressed up and dressed down. A couple of women, too. But no white people.
It was about thirty minutes later when she exited. She looked back, and a black guy was leaving with her! He was maybe middle age; about as tall as my statuesque mom, but pretty well built, wearing a sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off, and black baggy pants.
Mom had a smile on her face. The guy was expressionless. But he took Mom by the arm and led her down the street. They didn't go far. They turned down an alleyway just a couple of shops down from the bar. I pulled my sweatshirt hood over my head, exited my car, and headed toward the alley.
There were other people on the street, but nobody paid me any attention. I peered around the corner into the alley. Mom and the dude were standing halfway down the alley. Between them and me was a dumpster. I walked into the alley and hid behind the dumpster.
From the streetlights coming from either end of the alley there was plenty of light for me to see him slowly take one look around. Then he stood before Mom, unzipped his pants, and dropped them along with his boxers. Mom dropped to her knees in front of him.
Mom stroked his jet-black cock with her white hand. Mom said that I was well endowed! This dude put me to shame. He was long and thick.
The Dude grabbed the back of Mom's head, and pulled it to his crotch. Mom opened her mouth wide, and stretched her lips around his cock. She sucked on it rapidly while palming his balls. The Dude had no expression on his face while Mom gave it everything she had. Shit, I thought, my mother sucks black cocks in alleys!
The Dude grabbed Mom's hair, and mumbled something. Mom let the cock slide out of her mouth, and stood up. The Dude grabbed her shoulders, spun her around, and pushed her against the alley wall. With her legs spread and her hands up against the wall, she looked like she was going to be frisked.
The Dude stood right behind Mom. He calmly grabbed the hem of her skirt with both hands, and lifted it, bunching it up around her waist, exposing Mom's shiny red thong panties! From the side I could see some of her bare ass.
Dude grabbed the sides of her thongs, and yanked them down Mom's hips to her knees, and from there they fell on their own to her ankles, where Mom kicked them off of her right foot, leaving them bunched up around her left shoe.
The Dude aimed his hard cock at Mom, and worked it into her pussy. I wondered if it would all fit. Apparently I had nothing to worry about, since it only took him a couple of thrusts to shove the whole length of his cock into her pussy, and begin humping away on her.
Over the din of the street noise behind me, I could hear Mom letting out little squeals with each thrust. Her head was thrown back, her mouth was open, and she appeared to have a pained expression on her face.
For his part, The Dude looked so relaxed, almost disinterested, like he was folding his laundry or something. He was humping her hard and fairly fast, but with no apparent effort or emotion on his face, like he'd done this a thousand times before. He did lift up Mom's top, bunching it up under her armpits, exposing her bare tits. He reached up and grabbed both of them, and squeezed them hard and shook them rapidly. Mom's body was in shadows, but I could still see the difference in color between her pale tits and the ebony fingers that were squeezing them.
Dude crouched down just a little to get a good angle on Mom's pussy, but with her long legs and hi heeled shoes her ass was pretty high up in the air for him. He released her tits and grabbed her hips.
I could hear flesh slapping together, and could see Mom's ass flesh rippling and shaking when the big ebony body slammed into it. Mom's head was writhing around as she squealed.
It didn't take long. The Dude stopped, withdrew his cock from Mom, and hosed white sperm onto Mom's back and ass crack. He wiped himself off on her ass, and casually pulled up his pants. Without a word to Mom, he slowly sauntered by my hiding place by the dumpster, and out of the alley. Mom took a minute to compose herself, still leaning against the wall, with her head hanging down, panting. Shortly she pulled her shirt back over her tits and her skirt down over her ass. Somehow her panties had fallen loose onto the filthy alley asphalt, and Mom just left them there. She walked unsteadily back down the alley. I felt protective enough to watch her to make sure she got to her van all right. Then I went back to the alley, put Mom's dirty red thongs in my pocket, and headed to my car.
xxxxxxx
I didn't confront her with it right away. I waited until we were completely alone. I also needed some time to think about it. But I knew that I wanted to fuck her really, really bad. And I knew that there wasn't much she could do to punish me if she didn't like my approach. I wasn't planning on raping my mom, but I decided to be very insistent in getting what I wanted.
It was a couple of evenings later. My dad and my sister went to Best Buy after dinner, leaving me alone with Mom. Mom was in the kitchen doing the pots and pans in the sink. She was wearing some tight blue jeans, along with a white turtleneck sweater. Her sleeves were rolled to do the dishes. I was wearing sweatpants and boxers, and a black t-shirt.
I came up behind her and grabbed her by the hips. I moved my arms around her waist, and goosed her.
"No, Honey, don't," she said, and she took my hands off of her.
I reached into my pocket, pulled out her soiled red thongs that she left in the alley, and tossed them onto the counter.
Mom stopped and looked at them for a minute. She looked back at me, and back at the panties. "What are those?" she asked.
"They're your thongs."
"I don't wear thongs. Where did you get them?"
"You left them in the alley the other night."
"I did no such thing. Why do you think they're mine?"
"I saw you drop them there. You know, right before the big black guy fucked you from behind."
Mom dried off her hands and turned around. But I kept her trapped against the counter. "Have you been following me?"
"Oh, a little. I had a hunch you weren't going to any movie with any girlfriend."
There was a moment of silence. Then Mom said, "What do you want?"
"I want what the black guy got."
"Oh no! NO!" Mom sighed, then turned around and started washing pots again. "I'm NOT going to have sex with my own son. No!"
I put my hands back on her hips, and goosed her a little. "Yes you are."
"No, Brad, no. It's immoral and illegal. They could throw me in jail."
"Fucking and sucking black guys in public alleyways is illegal, too." I moved my hands up her stomach, up her chest. I grabbed her breasts. She was wearing a bra, a thin one.
"It's wrong, Brad," she said, but she didn't move away or stop my fondling. I lifted her sweater up at the sides. When I got to her bra, I lifted that, too. Her tits fell out of the cups. I left her sweater and bra bunched up over her exposed tits, and squeezed her naked jugs. Mom stopped doing dishes. She let out a loud sigh.
I unsnapped and unzipped her jeans in front. I stuck my right hand down inside of her panties. I rubbed her pussy mound over the lawn of hair. Again she sighed.
I grabbed her jeans at the sides, and tugged them down over her butt. I took her turquoise panties down along with them. Her bare ass stuck out as she was bent slightly over the counter. I tugged her pants and panties down past her knees, down to her ankles. Mom stepped out of them.
I tugged my own pants and boxers off, and stepped out of them. Mom looked back, reached behind her, and gave my hard cock a few strokes.
I returned to her naked pussy, and rubbed her mound. I worked a finger inside of it. Mom was plenty wet.
I took put my hands on my own cock, and aimed it between Mom's legs. Mom's hand guided it to her pussy lips. I felt it slide around her hair. I found her lips, and thrust the head in. Once the head was in the warmth and wetness, it was easy to glide the whole shaft inside of Mom's pussy.
"Uhhhhhhggggghhhh!" Mom groaned. She put her elbows on the counter, and thrust her butt back in my direction. I felt my bare hips press into her smooth warm ass. It felt great.
Mom was panting as I pumped into her. I was gentle at first, with a medium tempo. Once I got comfortable, I reached around her and squeezed her hanging tits roughly, tugging on her long fat dark hard nipples.
"Ohhhhhhh, Brad!" Mom moaned. "This is SO hot! Ohhh, Lover!"
I thrust harder. Our flesh made a slapping sound as we met. I thrust harder just to hear that sound.
"UUHH! Yeah! Yes! Harder, you young stallion!"
I did fuck her harder, and faster. Mom wiggled her hips from side to side. Her cunt muscles contracted and relaxed around my slippery cock.
"OOOOOHHHHHHH!"
We got out of rhythm, and my cock slipped out of Mom's pussy. Mom took the opportunity to turn around and face me. With her feet spread out wide on the floor, she leaned back against the counter, grabbed my cock with her right hand, and guided it back into her pussy. I grabbed her hips and thrust into her.
It felt nice having Mom's long naked thighs pressed against me. I pumped upwards into her, watching her smile at me. Mom leaned down a kissed me. My tongue and my cock were both inside of Mom. I grabbed her bare ass and squeezed both cheeks.
"Mmmmmphhhhhh!" Mom groaned into my mouth. I reached up and my hands found both of her soft naked tits. I squeezed them, and tugged on her hard nipples.
"OHHHHHH!" Mom groaned, between rhythmic panting.
I kissed my way down her neck, and tongued her cleavage. I worked my tongue and lips over to her right nipple, licking and sucking it. Then I alternated sucking both of her long fat hard nipples.
"Come here, Brad, over here." Mom broke off fucking. She backed her naked body into the kitchen table. She laid on her back among the newspapers and mail that Dad had left there. Her legs dangled off the end, and she beckoned me to stand between them. Again I slid my slippery cock inside of her.
This position gave me a better angle to fuck her. Mom wrapped her thighs around me as I pumped hard. One great advantage was to watch Mom's big tits shake and bobble as she lay on her back. Whichever way her body was moving, her tits moved the other way. The big melons danced for me in ways that I'd never imagined before.
Mom watched me fuck her, with a big smile. "OHHHH! This is SO SEXY!" she cried.
Soon her smile and open eyes turned to closed eyes and a pained look. "UH! UUUNNNGG!" She started gyrating from side to side, clamping her thighs around me hard. I had trouble staying in her. "OOOOHHHHHHHHH!" Her fingers grasped the edges of the table, her knuckles white. "OOOHHHHHH!" "UNGGUUNNGG!!!"
She finally threw me right out of her. She sat up. "Come with me quick, I want to hold you!" She grabbed my arm and hurried me to the couch in the family room, which was only a few feet away. Mom was reeling, half stumbling. She fell on her back out the couch, and pulled me down to her. I climbed between her legs, reinserted, and laid on her chest.
Mom panted and grunted in my ear as we fucked hard and fast. Soon she was flopping all over again. Her thighs had me in her grip, her ankles crossed to keep me inside her. I was being thrown all about the couch. Mom's a big, strong woman.
"This is the BIGGEST FUCKING TURNON!" Mom grunted. "UNNGG HUNNNGGGG!" she grunted. I pumped as hard as I could, my balls slapping against her.
Mom bucked both of us off the couch, and we landed with a thud on the carpet. Mom wouldn't let go, and I fucked her on the floor.
I couldn't hold out any longer. As Mom jerked and spasmed and growled, I shot jizm deep into her pussy. Gallons, it seemed. Forever.
When we were done, I laid on top of her, still inside of her, while we panted and sweated together.
Then we heard the car door. Dad and my sister were home. We bolted off the carpet, and scurried around the kitchen to grab clothes and underwear, leaving the rooms disheveled. It was funny to watch Mom run down the hall and up the stairs naked, holding her clothes. I hurried down to my room to get dressed, just as my dad was opening the door from the garage. He just missed his wife being a dirty incestuous slut.
CHAPTER 14)
There was a pep rally at the end of the school day, and I decided skip it and sneak out early. There were always a couple of cars parked out in our street, but there seemed to be a few extra cars in the vicinity of our house. I didn't think much of it, though. Mom's van was in the garage, with the garage door open.
Entering the house through the garage, I expected to find Mom, who didn't have to work this day. I was about to head down to my bedroom, when I heard a noise upstairs. Sounded like men. Several of them. And a woman. Sounded like a party up there. The loudest male voice sounded familiar, but it wasn't Dad's. I crept up the stairs.
I knew from experience that if I ducked into the bathroom opposite, I could see most of Mom and Dad's bedroom, including their bed. I crept into the dark bathroom, and peered around the door. The first thing I saw was Mom's face. She was sitting up at the foot of her bed. Then I could see that she was naked! Then I saw that there were other people naked surrounding her. And then I could see that her legs were spread, and a man's head was between them. THEN, I realized that guy was Mr. Msylewski, my hockey coach!
Coach M, as we sometimes call him, is a big man, a former pro hockey player, I'm told. His voice is naturally very loud. He's bald with some gray on the sides.
Coach M wasn't talking at the moment. As he ate Mom's pussy, she had two other older men standing on either side of her. The man on her right was standing at the edge of the bed, and he was reaching over and feeling her right tit, with both hands. The man on her left side was sitting on the bed next to Mom, and he was feeling AND sucking her left tit. And Mom was jerking off both of these guys. And then there was a fourth guy, kneeling kind of behind mom on her right, and he started making out with Mom.
One of the other men was Coach Ed. Coach Ed wasn't a pro coach, he was the dad of one of my teammates, and acted as assistant coach. He was also a big loud former jock, with a crew cut. The third man was my teammate Kenny's dad. He was shorter and heavier. The fourth was one of the dads that sits below my mom at the games, but I didn't know whose dad he was. He was skinny geek with greasy hair.
Everybody was completely naked. Mom was cooing and moaning. She hadn't been naked long, because I could still see the red line and indentations under her tits from her bra.
Coach M stood up, and pushed Mom onto her back on the bed. He grabbed her calves, and hoisted her feet up onto his shoulders. Then he stuffed his hard cock right into her hairy pussy, and pumped her. The other guys went back to feeling her jiggling tits and getting a blowjob from Mom. Coach M shoved his body into her hard, causing all sorts of noises from both the bed and Mom. I grabbed my cock and stroked it while watching my own mom get gangbanged by a bunch of dads I know.
Coach M made a growling noise and stopped fucking Mom. The quintet changed positions, with Coach Ed lying on his back on the bed with his legs hanging off, and Mom sitting on his cock with her back to him and her feet on the floor. She bent her knees and used her long legs to bounce up and down on the bed and on Coach Ed's cock in her pussy. I didn't even know you could fuck in that position! Mom's tits jiggled all over the place, flying up to her chin, and then crashing down again. Then they went in circles; the right one going clockwise, and the left tit moving counter-clockwise. But pretty soon two other guys grabbed her tits and started playing with them.
Mom was letting the guys know she was having fun. "Oww! Ohh! You guys are studs! Wowwww!" She reached out and grabbed two cocks in her hands.
I'm guessing that Mom felt Coach Ed cum in her pussy, because she stopped and rested as the others continued feeling her tits.
Kenny's dad lied down on the bed next, and Mom climbed on top of him and straddled his torso, with her tits hanging in his face. She slid down on his erect cock, and used her ankles as leverage to slide up and down on him. The Greasy Guy stood to her side, and she wrapped her lips around his skinny dick. Again her tits were jumping all over and getting felt as she stroked Coach Ed and Coach M back to life.
"Alright, let me get in here," said Coach M in his loud voice. He got behind Mom, between Kenny's dad's and her legs, and pushed Mom down on top of Kenny's dad, who still had his cock in Mom's pussy. Coach M took his slippery cock and aimed it at Mom's asshole. It took some time and some effort, but eventually he got his big purple dick head inside of her asshole. I couldn't believe Mom's little asshole could stretch that much. Mom grunted a few times, but also voiced encouragement to Coach M.
Coach M slowly slid his entire shaft into Mom's asshole, and began to slowly fuck her anus. Kenny's dad started to buck his hips again, and somehow the three of them got into a rhythm.



I was amazed enough that the three of them could fuck simultaneously. But somehow Mom contorted enough to turn her head to the side, and take Coach Ed's cock back into her mouth, and even move her head and neck enough to suck it in and out. The Greasy Guy had to settle for getting a hand job from Mom as the other three filled her crevices.
I'm surprised that the bed didn't collapse with all the moving and bouncing. There was continual grunting and groaning from all five of them.
I lost control, and came into some toilet paper. I watched a while longer as Mom took each of the men one by one. Then I slipped downstairs and out of the house.
xxxxxxxx
At the end of the hockey season, we were scheduled to have a lock-in party at the local ice rink, where our team was literally locked into the building all night where we would skate and party, and have a handful of parents chaperone us. That was already set up, and I didn't have anything to do with that. But I had something to do with who would chaperone us. Coach M, Coach Ed, Kenny's Dad, and Mom were the only four chaperones. More on that later.
Once everybody was dropped off at the rink and we were safely locked in, and nobody else could enter, we had a fairly regular, if light, hockey practice, in full padding and gear. The three dads ran the practice as usual. Mom sat just above our bench. Once she removed her coat and posed in a tight pink low-cut sweater and tight black miniskirt, distracting everybody with her big tits, long legs, and flirty smiles, the practice was less productive.
After the practice, the coaches ordered everybody into the locker room to change out of the expensive hockey gear. There was food and pop in the locker room, and after we ate there was going to be free skating. Or so that's what the coaches told the players.
But once everybody got into the locker room and started undressing, I escorted Mom into the locker room. Everybody got quiet, and stood in various states of undress, and various states of embarrassment, as Mom sauntered by them, shaking her ass and bouncing her big tits. She said, "Hi, boys," as she walked down the aisle between the lockers and the bench. Greg was standing in just a jock, and she let her hand slide over his bare as when she walked by him. Paul was naked, and she slid her hand over his cock, causing him to jump a mile.
The coaches were in their office. They could see us, but they couldn't leave their office. That was the agreement. I made up the agreement. OK, Mom contributed, but I approached Coach M about it.
I told Coach M who the chaperones would be, and what Mom would be doing there. And if any of my loudmouthed teammates let out later what Mom did, then Coach M and the other dads had to lie like hell to cover it up. And if they didn't do any of that, I'd tell all of their wives that I saw them fucking my Mom, and I had some wonderful cell phone pictures to prove it.
So now Mom was sauntering down the aisle, getting everybody's attention, looking the undressed eighteen-year-old athletes up and down approvingly, and drawing a crowd. I stayed in the back, watching her work. Some boys were embarrassed, some were in shock, and some whistled at Mom.
Mom slipped her shoes off, holding on to Kyle's arm as she did. Then she put her hand on his shoulder, and boosted herself up onto a changing bench. She stood on the narrow wooden bench, as the team gathered around her. There was already music emitting from my CD player that was on the food table. I turned it up. Mom started to dance to a medium tempo R & B tune. My teammates whistled and applauded.
Mom got her heavy tits shaking good in her tight pink low-cut cleavage-exposing sweater, and got her ass shaking in her short, extremely tight, black skirt. Her ass may have been a tad too big for that tight of a skirt, but certainly nobody was complaining, and I thought she looked fucking hot as hell! Her beige nylons made her long legs look great. Her tummy wasn't flat, but her tits stuck out way further than her stomach.
Mom isn't a great dancer, and she couldn't move her feet much on the narrow bench. But she spread her feet apart, which caused her skirt to hike up, swayed her hips back and forth, and put her hands up in the air. The catcalls got louder, the boys pressed in from all sides, surrounding her on both sides of the bench, some mere inches away from her body.
Mom started to grind her hips in a more brazen fashion, which not only looked sexy, but it made her big tits sway, and her exposed cleavage jiggle. She leaned over, and her cleavage swelled out of her bra, right in Marty's face. I couldn't see much of Mom from the waist down, but when the crowd parted slightly I could see that her skirt had hiked up enough to show the tops of her nylons, and expose her pink garters.
From the back of the room, I was the first to yell, "Take it off!" But others followed suit. Mom gave the boys a faux-scolding smile. But then she crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her sweater, and started to lift it. She'd only taken it several inches up her torso when the boys started to get louder. As she brought it up high enough to expose her pink bra, the noise echoed through the locker room. As she pulled it through her long brown hair and threw it into the crowd, and stood in her frilly pink push-up bra with her hands on her hips, the noise hurt my ears.
Next for Mom was her skirt. It didn't have a zipper or anything - it was just a thin stretchy tube, and now she was tugging the tight thing down her hips; first one side and then the other. When she tugged it down her ass and her thighs, she bent forward with her shoulders shrugged, letting more of her cleavage spill out of her bra cups. Then she was able to drop the skirt around her feet, and she stepped out of it, exposing her pink thongs and pink garters.
Mom danced in her underwear, shaking her bare ass at the boys behind her. Kenny even reached up and palmed her right cheek, and Mom smiled back at him. This encouraged other guys to reach up and touch hear ass and legs.
Mom dropped her left bra strap, causing more whistles. Then she dropped the right strap. She reached behind herself, arching her back, and deftly unclasped the three clasps on the wide back of her bra. Mom teased the anticipating guys by holding the bra over her tits, until they were practically frothing at the mouth. Finally, she pulled it away from her body, and let her big tits fall out naked.
Now it really did hurt my ears with all the hollering in the echoing locker room. Mom threw her hands up in the air, thrust her chest in and out wildly, and got her big jugs swaying slowly. She leaned forward, letting them hang over the crowd in front of her. Her dancing was slower and less crisp than some petite young dancer might display; but it was like watching a heavyweight boxer – the movements might be slower than a welterweight, but there was something about that big body that packed a serious punch.
Mom hooked her hands into her thong waistbands near her hips, and stretched them out in all directions, pulling up on them, as she thrust her hips out. Then she slowly pulled them down, and down more, until the top of her brown bush peeked out of the top. The boys in front were going nuts, being inches away, as Mom pulled down her panties, and let them see her full bush-covered naked pussy.
Mom danced in just her garters and nylons, her long earrings dangling, her makeup and hair still perfect. She turned around to let the guys that were in back see her front, and the boys in front see her backside. Her ass cheeks wobbled and rippled. Her jugs swayed and bobbled. My mature Mom had her flaws; some sagging; a protruding tummy; some stretch marks; but her beautiful face, D-cup hooters, and long legs made her a voluptuous sight for all fifteen of my teammates.
A couple more hands reached up and massaged her butt cheeks, and when she leaned over again to shake her tits, Lonny reached out and felt one. Mom just smiled, which invited more hands to reach up. Victor reached out and felt the furry pussy mound in front of him. Mom reacted by grabbing the back of his head, thrusting her pelvis out, and forcing Victor to lean over and burrow his face into her furry pussy. Victor wasn't intimidated; he seemed to be licking right into her pussy.
At that point the crowd was out of control, and hand were reaching in from all sides to grope, feel, and prod every part of Mom. That's when she climbed down off of the bench, and straddled it with one leg on each side. She motioned for Victor to sit on the bench with his face between her legs. Mom spread her legs wide, put her hands behind her on the bench for balance, and let Victor eat her pussy.
Various hands reached out and groped her tits. Mom reached out and rubbed some dicks. Then the dicks were exposed by their owners, and Mom was stroking them with two hands.
Mom lied on her back on the bench, with Victor still eating her out. She reached back up to stroke some cocks. Marty took it upon himself the lift one leg over Mom and the bench, straddling her, and sitting on her chest. He laid his stiff red cock between her big tits, pressed the jugs around his cock, and fucked her tits. While his dick head slithered in and out of her cleavage, Mom laid back and stroked two dicks. She pulled the dick to her left closer, turned her head towards it, and took it into her mouth.
The noise was general now, and the scene chaotic. Some guys, including me, were standing on adjacent benches in order to see the action. Most were standing on the floor all around Mom trying to get better looks, or feels, or to get in line with their dicks out.
Victor had his dick out and was sitting on the bench, lifting Mom's legs up over his shoulders, fucking her pussy while Marty kept fucking her tits. I got in position just in time to see Marty cum all over her tits, spurting thick white jizm all over her cleavage, chest, and neck. Shortly after that, the cock in her mouth came in Mom's mouth, and she wasn't able to swallow it all, and it leaked all around her mouth, leaving her with a cum goatee. Then with no warning the dick in her right hand shot several spurts of cum flying over two feet through the air, and landed on Mom's face and hair.
Mom got up and turned around. With one knee on the bench, Victor entered her from behind, and fucked her while she sucked a cock in front of her. Others reached under her and groped her hanging tits, while stroking their own cocks. Jim came almost immediately by his own hand, shooting his load on the side of Mom's tits.
I started to lose count on how many cocks entered Mom's pussy. Once Victor came in her pussy from behind, the guys started lining up to take her from behind. The ones that didn't fuck her got their cocks sucked by her.
After taking a number of cocks doggie style, Mom got up and climbed on top of somebody or other, and fucked him on the bench, sitting on him, using her knees and ankles to bounce on him, while taking still more cocks in her mouth and hands, and getting her tits played with and cum on. Her hair and makeup were starting to look disheveled.
About the third guy she took from the top, Mom got tired and laid down on top of him, sticking her rear up in the air. I was standing on the end of the same bench that Mom was on, and I saw her puckered asshole sticking out. Nobody had fucked her ass yet, and I never had either, and I wanted to be the first. I got behind Mom, pulled my cock out, pushed her down further, and slid my cock into her pretty much dry. It was easier than I'd thought it would be, and Mom moaned her pleasure.
Mom was taking it in the pussy and asshole, and still managed to turn her head and suck a cock. She was real good at getting into a rhythm that all of us could enjoy. It made me wonder how many time's she'd done it this way.
With my teammates cheering me on, I fucked Mom's tight ass in front of them, riding her from behind and thrusting faster and faster. I had been hard since Mom first entered the locker room, and so it wasn't going to take long to cum in her ass.
I blew my sperm into Mom's butt hole, and spilled some around her crack. I reeled off of her, put my cock away, and went to get some food and drinks while my friends continued ravaging my Mom.
After everybody had their turns with her, I saw Mom stumbling to the shower room. Much of the team followed her in there, and they all took turns soaping up Mom and getting soaped up by her. The feels and jack offs and fucking continued in the showers for quite a while.
The fucking and sucking continued all night, in various parts of the skating rink. At some point I saw Mom skating naked on the ice, with several teammates pulling her around the rink by her nipples, and Mom holding on to their cocks for balance. The fucking continued on the home team's bench, into the bleachers, and Mom really got it in the penalty box.
xxxxxxxx
After the all-night "skate," I didn't have to blackmail Mom into sex anymore. She still acted like my mom much of the time, with the usual curfews, punishments, complaints about bad grades, etc. But sex wasn't a problem usually when I really wanted it. Oh, we still played our little games. I'd catch her flashing her tits at the neighbor and I'd make her flash me; and I'd ask her what the guys at work had done to her that day and I'd do whatever they did.
But when I really wanted to fuck Mom, which was often, I'd find a way to do it, even if it meant taking a few chances, like the time we went camping and I fucked her sideways on the floor of the tent as Dad slept next to her; or the time I was fucking her tits in the bathtub when Dad came home unexpectedly and I had to hide in the tub until he fell asleep.
And each time I did it, I'd go back to my room, shake my head, and think to myself, "Damn, my mom is such a slut!"
THE END



        Shopping Maul Santa

        Mature wife plays dirty Santa's helper.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/shopping-maul-santa

Title: Shopping Maul Santa

Author: George VI

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Mature wife plays dirty Santa's helper.

Tags: dwarves, ravishment, christmas, non-consent, dwarf, older woman, humiliation, humor, midget, light bondage




Disclaimer: This fictional work depicts fantasies of non-consensual sex. In real life, non-consensual sex is immoral and illegal, and not condoned by the author. All characters are fictional, and all characters are over 18.
*
Linda Franks was finishing the laundry and packing. It was noon on Christmas Eve. Her husband was out doing some last-minute shopping, her oldest child was working a seasonal job, and her other two kids were already at their grandparents' house, which is where Linda and her husband would be going tomorrow, to attend mass and open Christmas presents.
Then came the call that would change Linda's afternoon plans. It was her husband on his cell phone. "Honey, I just got a call from my boss. He asked me to ask you for a big favor. You know that Santa thing that he has at the mall?"
Linda's husband had told her about it once, briefly. The owner of her husband's company was involved in some charity organization that sponsored the Santa Claus display at the local mall. This wasn't a big-town mega-mall, but it was Linda's little town's biggest shopping center. As Linda recalled, the charity group paid someone to play Santa, and children got to meet him and have their picture taken with Santa. The parents paid for the pictures, which is how the group made money for charity. This was a common thing in business, her husband explained, where a rich company owner is on a charity board, orders his employees to actually do the work on their own time, and the owner takes the credit. "Yeah, I guess," Linda replied to her husband.
"The woman that worked there taking the photos just up and quit. My boss asked me if you would go over there for a few hours to help out."
What a strange request, Linda thought. "Oh, honey, I'm pretty busy, and in no mood to deal with crying kids. I don't know anything about photography. Why me? Can't they find someone else?"
"My boss said that he thought of you because you would fit into the costume."
"Costume?" Linda pictured some sort of Mrs. Claus outfit. "Does he think I'm fat?"
"Of course not. Just tall, I guess."
Linda was tall, exactly 5' 10" tall, and for a forty-three-year-old brunette mom, not in bad shape, although she'd love to drop a couple of pounds.
In the world of corporate management, with looming layoffs in the New Year, Linda's husband reminded her of how important it could be not to turn down such a request, no matter how silly or demeaning. Reluctantly, Linda agreed to go to the mall for the afternoon. She took just a few minutes to freshen up, and drove, as slow as she could, to the mall.
The "North Pole", or a low-budget mall version of it, was in an empty storefront near the center of the mall. Santa's "throne", a red velvet armless chair on a white gazebo, was empty, but Linda found "Santa" in a back room, in costume, but with his beard and hat off. Sitting in folding chairs next to him were two "Elves" in similar elf outfits, except one was predominantly red, and the other green. Both were smoking cigarettes. Linda introduced herself. The man in the Santa suit only referred to himself as "Santa." The elves referred to themselves as "The Red Elf" and "The Green Elf". Santa was predictably an old man beyond retirement age, tall with thinning gray hair and a pretty realistic gut. Both of the elves appeared to be actual midgets or dwarves, and middle-aged at least, with day-old growths of beards. None of them appeared to be jolly.
The Red Elf dropped his cigarette, stamped it out on the floor with his curly-toed slipper, stood up and said, "Your costume's hanging over here." He fetched it off a rack, and threw it to Linda. Linda caught it, and looked at the bunched-up red garment. This was NOT a Mrs. Claus costume. There was barely anything to it at all.
"This can't be all if it," commented Linda.
"That's it, honey," replied The Green Elf. "Go put it on in the bathroom over there. Our lunch break is about over."
Linda removed her coat and stepped into the bathroom that The Green Elf had pointed to. The costume consisted of two articles. The main article was a red "dress", for lack of a better term. It was a low-cut strapless velvet dress with a built-in shelf bra. There was a band of white fur along the neckline, and also white fir running down the front to her waist. The hem, also with a band of white fur along the edge, barely covered the crotch, and flared out away from Linda's body. The only other article of clothing were matching red "spanky pants" as cheerleaders called them, essentially red velvet panties, cut high so it didn't even cover all of her mature ass cheeks.
Linda made sure the bathroom door was locked good, and got completely naked. She pulled up the panties and dress, zipped the dress up in back, and looked at herself in the mirror. This was not an outfit that a mature mom should wear in public. Linda's long legs were in pretty good shape for her age, but she thought her thighs just a bit thick in this kind of skirt, especially without any hose or leotards. When she lifted her arms, the red crotch of her panties came into view. But it was the bust that popped out the most. The outfit was styled for a fairly busty woman, but Linda's matronly 40D breasts were pushed up and spilling over the top. "My husband's boss envisioned me in this?" she thought.
Linda was considering discarding the outfit and changing back into her own clothes, when an elf pounded on the door. "Hurry up, the customers are waiting!" Linda stepped out and was greeted by a long stare from the little Red Elf. "Whoa, you fill that out nicely!" He also presented her with three other items - black pointed slippers with little jingle bells on the ends, a thick black vinyl belt, and a red Santa-styled stocking cap that Linda placed on the top of her thick brunette shoulder-length hair.
The Red Elf quickly instructed Linda on her job, as The Green Elf opened the doors and let a line of "customers" in. Basically, all Linda had to do was click a Polaroid camera mounted on a tripod. The awkward part was that Linda had to lean over to look in the viewfinder. Immediately Linda noticed both moms and dads standing around her and watching her, not Santa. Dads were standing behind her and looking up her short skirt as she bent over. Other dads would stand next to the camera, looking down at her exposed cleavage as she bent over.
And that little low-cut strapless dress sure exposed a lot of Linda's large breasts. It only took a slight lean forward, or a shrug of her shoulders, for the dress to gap open enough to expose her cleavage way south the part that still had a little tan from the summer, to the nearly-transparent white flesh of her breasts.
Linda also became aware that while Santa's throne area was out of view from people outside the store, Linda herself was very visible to anybody out in the corridor. There seemed to be a number of male window shoppers eyeing her.
The normally festive Linda might have enjoyed spending an afternoon surrounded by Christmas trees, large candy canes, tinsel, and thousands of Christmas lights. But instead it seemed surreal and gaudy, like a strip club, all because of the embarrassment of posing half-dressed before the customers as well as Santa and the Elves, who couldn't seem to take their eyes off her body on display.
One of the dads asked to have his picture taken with Santa, and Linda. Linda declined, until The Red Elf whispered, "He's a paying customer. The boss'll be pissed if you refuse." Linda stepped to Santa's left side. The Red Elf took the photo, imploring Linda to lean over further so her head didn't get cut off the top of the photo. But Linda really suspected that The Elf wanted her to show more cleavage. Certainly Santa and the dad were looking down her top.
"Come in closer," said the aged Santa. Santa put his left arm around the outside of Linda's left thigh and pulled her close to him. Just before the photo was snapped, Santa slid his hand under her skirt and over her ass, and squeezed her bare cheek left naked by her bunching panties. Linda endured the grope for a moment, and said nothing in front of the dad. Santa wasn't wearing his gloves, she noticed.
A number of moms and dads that Linda knew around town came in and saw her in her sexy outfit, to Linda's mortification. Few of them looked her in the eyes when they spoke to her. One dad she knew from her son's baseball team looked her up and down and quipped, "I didn't know we had a Rockette in our neighborhood."
As he walked away, she heard The Red Elf murmur to the others, "Those legs are giving me a rockette."
When the crowds thinned, there would be moments where they waited for someone else to come into the Christmas room. The elves took these opportunities to get fresh with Linda, making crude comments about her outfit and her body. While standing next to her, the two little men's eyes were about at Linda's hip-level. When working with a crowded room, both elves took the opportunity to slide past Linda and get in a quick feel of her ass. Linda noticed, and got irritated and a little flustered each time, but didn't say anything in front of the customers. Several times she felt a cool breeze on her butt and believed that one elf or the other was lifting her skirt from behind to expose her butt, at least once when a dad that lived on her block was behind her.
During a break in the crowds about mid-afternoon, Linda noticed Santa taking a whisky bottle out of his pocket and taking a swig. Then she saw him sharing the bottle with the Elves. "Two more hours with the little bastards," Santa said. "Then I'm on a bus out of town."
Other male customers demanded photos with Linda, and sometimes with the elves, too. The elves were more than happy to pose with Linda, even suggesting it to customers. As Linda bunched in to pose, there was always at least one hand sneaking feels of her thighs and ass. Sometimes it was Santa's, sometimes one of the elves, often more than one of them. As the afternoon were on, the three men were beginning to get noticeably intoxicated, and their behavior grew increasingly obnoxious. The touches of her ass went beyond a little pat, to bawdy squeezing and shaking of her meaty ass flesh. Santa preferred to slide his palm right down the middle of her butt crack, pressing his finger into her velvet-covered crack. Linda found that these little gooses gave her the shivers. She wondered if that's where the term "goose bumps" came from.
"How about having a drink with me later, Linda?" asked The Red Elf. "Ever done it with a little man? See how big my head and body are? I have a man-sized cock!" The Red Elf pointed to the Green Elf. "'Tiny Tim' over there is proportional. It means he has a little weenie."
"No!" Linda replied, with a feeling of revulsion at the thought of having an affair with a man half her size. But she had noticed that The Red Elf had a large head and body, that only his arms and legs were short, where The Green Elf had a smaller head and body, and looked more proportional. She caught herself trying to picture them naked, and then stopped when the Red Dwarf snuggled his stubbly cheek into her cleavage.
Linda was suffering from "wardrobe malfunctions." She couldn't keep the little red panties from riding up into her crack and exposing most of her white butt cheeks, which must have been quite a sight for the men that seemed to always be behind her when she leaned over to take photos. And her dress seemed to stretch out a little, as the strapless top slid down more and more. Linda found herself continually pulling up on the front, but more often than not major white breast meat was hanging out exposed.
Three teenaged boys spotted Linda through the store glass and wandered in. They were all eighteen-year-old classmates of Linda's son. She knew them all by name, and was embarrassed when they insisted on taking a picture with their classmate's mom. She leaned forward for the picture, as two of the teens put their arms around her waist. Immediately after the photo was snapped, Linda looked down and could see her own dark wide areolas peeking out the top of her outfit. "God, I hope they didn't see them. Oh no, I hope they can't be seen in the picture!" The way they ogled the Polaroid before leaving, she feared she'd accidentally flashed her areolas. She envisioned the randy boys showing the picture of her half-exposed body to many of their classmates and her son's friends.
At someone's suggestion, Linda was forced to pose for a photo sitting on Santa's lap. The tall leggy woman sat sideways on Santa, forced to put her right arm around Santa. As she leaned forward, Santa's face was practically in Linda's cleavage. In fact, once she felt his beard tickling her cleavage. She looked down and could see her own left areola as her top gapped open. With certainty, Santa was getting a long, close-up view of her left breast down to her nipple. Santa's left hand started on her lower back and soon found her butt under her skirt. He placed his right hand on the inside of her bare right thigh. Linda tried to clamp her thighs together, but as the picture was still being posed by the other, Santa slid his hand up under her miniskirt, and grazed her velvet panty crotch.
With thirty minutes to go until closing, there was no crowd at all. This left Santa and the elves with plenty of time to drink, and take turns hitting on and pawing Linda. Linda wasn't allowed to leave early because she would be responsible for taking the cash and giving it to her husband later.
A tipsy Green Elf slid his right hand up the inside of her bare right thigh, under her skirt. Linda slapped it away just as he grazed her velvet panty crotch.
Santa snuck up behind her and brazenly reached around into her top and felt her left breast, nearly down to the nipple, before Linda pushed the drunken old man away.
The Red Elf blurted, "It's Christmas Eve and everybody's feeling merry. But I'd rather feel Linda." He stood in front of her, slid his head under the short skirt, and burrowed his face into her crotch, as he grabbed both of her bare ass cheeks with his pudgy hands, squeezing and jiggling them up and down, until finally Linda was able to break free.
With ten minutes left on the clock, Linda was contemplating getting changed into her own clothes. She noticed The Red Dwarf turning off the bright camera lights, leaving only multicolored Christmas lights to illuminate the room. She saw The Green Dwarf lock the main door.
Santa approached Linda, holding something above his head. "I've got some mistletoe. How about a kiss for Santa?" Without waiting for an answer, he put his arms around Linda, and pressed a kiss onto her lips. Linda struggled, but Santa was pretty strong for an old guy. Linda felt his fake beard rubbing into her face, and felt his dry lips press into hers. She opened her mouth to protest, but before she could emit a sound, Santa thrust his tongue into her mouth.
The two elves laughed at Linda. "I saw Mommy kissing Santa Claus," they sang.
Linda pushed on Santa's chest and finally broke his grip. But the two midgets and one full-grown man grabbed her arms, pulled her backwards, and threw her down into Santa's red velvet throne. Linda was momentarily shocked into stillness, her mouth open. The two elves grabbed her forearms and pulled them back behind her. The little old men were stronger than she would have guessed. They were binding her wrists behind her with Christmas ribbon. Linda squirmed and squealed, but her hands were tied tightly. She started kicking, but too late, as Santa and the elves wrapped each of her feet to chair legs with strings of Christmas lights.
The mature wife was gagged with one of The Red Elf's red-and-white striped socks. More strings of bright outdoor Christmas lights, still plugged in, were wrapped tightly around her torso, one band right under her tits, and one just above her tits on her bare flesh. The lights were warm but they didn't burn. Muffled moans were all that could be heard as the three males plotted amongst themselves.
"Lets take some pictures!" said The Green Elf. A Polaroid was snapped of Linda bound and gagged with Christmas decorations. The Red Elf reached around from behind Linda, and yanked her top down, exposing both of her large pale breasts, capped with large brown areolas and long nipples. Another photo was taken of Santa and his elves posing with Linda and her naked tits, her naked thighs, and her legs spread to expose her red panty crotch. More strings of lights were wrapped around her, crisscrossing her tits, and wrapped around each of the big globes.
The two elves stood on either side of Linda and roughly squeezed and jiggled her big tits, while Santa reached under her skirt. Santa rubbed her pussy mound over her red panties. "Oh, I love the feel of velvet!"
"I love the feel of pussy!" exclaimed The Red Elf, who took a quick rub of her pussy, too.
Santa then pulled Linda's panty crotch aside, exposing Linda's patch of thick brown pubic hair. He rubbed her bare pussy. "I love the feel of beaver fur, too."
Another photo was snapped of Linda exposing her pubic hair, and yet another of Santa finger-fucking her. Santa buried his face between her legs, still wearing his fake beard, tickling Linda's thighs. She squirmed and moaned through her gag.
The elves' rough scratchy faces were inches away from Linda's, gnawing at her tits. She could smell their alcoholic breath and hear their heavy breathing. Linda's saliva-covered tits were illuminated in hues of red, yellow, blue, and orange, by the twinkling Christmas lights that bound her. She felt Santa's tongue worming it's way past her labia and inside of her vagina.
The elves stopped suckling her tits long enough to find a couple of green Christmas bows to stick onto her areolas. Another photo was snapped before they fell off. They were replaced by two round Christmas tree ornaments on hooks, which managed to stay hanging from the big woman's long thick nipples long enough for another photo.
The Green Elf climbed onto the chair, placing a foot on each side of Linda, facing her. He yanked down his elf tights, and exposed a stiff three-inch cock, surrounded by dark pubic hair. Linda moaned at the sight of the midget cock just inches from her face. The Green Elf reached down and yanked the sock out of her mouth, and quickly stuffed his cock between her lips. Linda moaned again, as The Red Elf held her head in place. The Green Elf fucked her face rapidly, thrusting his hips in and out.
Linda felt something other than a tongue at her pussy. It was stiff and thin, like a pencil, but sticky. She managed to look around The Green Elf's torso to see Santa inserting a long candy cane into her. The sticky feeling went away shortly, and the cane slid easily in and out of her pussy. Linda realized that her pussy was dripping wet with her own juices, discoloring her pussy and the chair with the mixture of female juices and the multi-colored candy cane. Santa then alternately licked the sugary candy from her pussy. "Hey, Santa, how does her eggnog taste?" Asked The Red Elf.
She no longer required anybody to hold her head still. The captive wife was instinctively sucking on the midget dick in her mouth, to the rhythm of the candy cane fucking her pussy. Without warning, she felt warm liquid spurting from the small cock. As The Green Elf came in her mouth, Linda accepted the load. The surprise package in her mouth put her pussy over the edge and, against her own will, she squealed loudly, thrust her hips forward toward the candy cane, and achieved her own orgasm.
Linda's limp legs were untied from the chair, and the light strings removed. She was yanked up to her feet, then down onto her knees, her chest resting on the chair. Her face was turned sideways, lying in her own multi-colored puddle of cum. Her skirt was lifted, and her panties were pulled off, exposing her big white ass, with her brown pussy hair peeking out between her legs.



The Red Elf stood behind her. Without having to kneel or bend at all, he slid his cock into the big woman's wet pussy. He certainly did have a man-sized cock, Linda thought, as she got fucked from behind. Santa and The Green Elf each grabbed one of her dangling tits and felt them.
While Linda was getting her ass cheeks banged into by the little dwarf behind her, Santa untied her hands, lifted her head, and sat down on his throne. He was in full costume, except that now his pants were down, and his cock was out. Linda looked at the pale thick grandpa thighs, gray pubic hair, and large uncircumcised cock in front of her. Santa grabbed a clump of her hair, and forced her lips down onto his cock. Reluctantly, Linda sucked Santa's cock meat as he sat back in his chair.
The Green Elf climbed on Linda's back. He grabbed Santa's thick black vinyl belt from his lowered pants. He softly slapped Linda's ass with it a few times. And then he wrapped it loosely around her neck; not really choking her, but using it like reins. "On Prancer! On Vixen!" The jingle bells on his curly-toed slippers and his pointed had jingled in rhythm as he rode her.
"I could ride this sleigh all night, Santa," grunted The fucking Red Elf. "I'm fucking her reindeer-style!" Linda's ass and thighs jiggled each time he slammed his little body into her.
The Green Elf slid off of her, and squirmed under her, on his back, his head between Santa's boots, and sucked on Linda's dangling tits. The Red Elf slapped her ass a few times with his hands as he fucked her.
Santa ordered, "Honey, give some attention to Santa's male bag." Linda was forced to lick Santa's hot hairy balls.
Linda couldn't understand it. She was experiencing the most numbingly horrible, humiliating, terrifying ordeal she has ever experienced. Yet she was acutely aware of how good those lips were making her hard nipples feel, how wonderful it felt having that scary dwarf's cock sliding in and out, in and out of her slippery stretched pussy, and how much pleasure she was clearly giving to Santa's cock. She had never been this aroused in her whole entire life. The conservative, religious, matronly wife and mother was writhing and moaning in sheer ecstasy, and sheer terror, at the same time. She shuddered through a loud orgasm, lengthened when the dwarf shot his cum into her hot pussy, and Santa released his present into the back of her throat.
As Linda kneeled in a trance on the floor before Santa, the two Elves unzipped and pulled off her dress. Santa then hoisted her up onto his lap on the chair, facing him. Her bare legs straddled him. Santa worked his stiff cock up into her hairy wet naked pussy. He wiped the cum and white curly hairs off her lips with his sleeve.
"Were you a good girl this year, Linda? What would you like for Christmas, big girl? How about my stiff throbbing magnetic North Pole?" Santa asked. She didn't answer. The elves tied her hands behind her back again with thick wrapping ribbon, and wrapped some gold garland around her like a necklace. Santa pulled her close against his body. "Do you like the feel of velvet on your tits?" he asked. Linda did notice then that her tits were rubbing against Santa's velvet coat as he fucked her, and it did make her tits and nipples aroused.
Santa hoisted her up a little, leaned forward, and buried his face between her tits. His phony beard tickled her tits as he licked her cleavage. He sucked each of her bouncing tits and hard nipples. "Ho ho ho!" he laughed.
"She's a ho' all right," laughed The Red Elf. Santa leaned back and thrust hard, causing Linda's big 40D jugs to bounce all over. The elves stood on each side of her, feeling her tits. The Green Elf's hands were so little that he felt her left tit with both of his hands and still couldn't completely cover it.
Linda started thrusting her hips into Santa, taking his big cock deeply, contracting her cunt muscles around his shaft, her ass flesh rippling. Linda was still wearing her pointed slippers with the bells. Each time that she thrust her hips, the bells would jingle in rhythm. Linda panted loudly in rhythm also, working up to guttural grunts.
Linda felt another orgasm building as she sat on Santa's lap and fucked him. Santa was breathing and wheezing and grunting also. "I'm gonna cum down your chimney now!" He grunted.
Linda felt Santa's hot semen gush into her pussy. The wife then let out loud piercing squeals as she had another orgasm, finally collapsing onto Santa, laying her head on his shoulder.
The elves yanked the exhausted mother off of Santa, and threw her on a table covered with a white sequined tablecloth. They found red garland to tie her hands above her head to the table legs, leaving her feet dangling off the other end. The Red Elf stood on a stool between her legs at the end of the table, and worked his stiff cock into her worn pussy. To the tune of Winter Wonderland, he sang,
"Her pussy is tight
I'm creaming tonight
Fucking in a Winter Wonderland"
As Linda got fucked on her back on the table by The Red Elf, The Green Elf climbed onto her chest. He straddled her, and laid his stiff little midget dick between her tits. He pushed the two large mammaries together, completely engulfing his dick like a wiener in a bun, and fucked her tits rapidly. Each of the elves was bottomless, but still had their elf coats and elf hats on.
"Hey, I want to do that! I want to slide my toboggan down her hills!" Exclaimed The Red Elf. The Green Elf, who had not yet fucked the statuesque woman, agreed to change places. Soon the barrel-chested, large-cocked Red Elf was gleefully fucking Linda's tits, while The Green Elf worked his little cock into Linda's pussy. Linda looked up to see a dwarf on her chest, sliding his cock in and out of her cleavage, while another little man rapidly slid his slippery little penis in and out of her lubricated pussy.
Linda was whimpering and panting, and was surprised at how fast The Green Elf came in her pussy. Shortly afterwards, The Red Elf shot a load of cum between her tits, shooting elf jism on her chest, neck, and tits.
As The Red Elf was climbing off Linda's chest, Santa staggered over to the table, with a candlestick in his hand. He worked the wax dildo in and out of Linda's pussy. Santa seemed to enjoy sticking toys down Linda's fireplace.
The elves reappeared, each holding toy soldier nutcrackers. They both delighted at opening their nutcracker's mouth, gently biting them down onto Linda's nipples, and tugging at her nipples with them. "Nutcracker! Sweet!" quipped The Red Elf.
Santa tired of the candlestick. "I'm too tired to stand up. Untie her so I can lay her down on me," he ordered. His elves obliged, and cut the ribbons to her writs. Linda was too exhausted and defeated to attempt escape.
Santa lay down on a white Christmas tree apron below a large lit Christmas tree, surrounded by wrapped Christmas boxes. The elves led a staggering Linda over to him and plopped her down on top of him. Santa's pants were gone now, but his coat and hat and boots were still on. Linda was naked except for her pointed black slipper boots, and the elves placed her hat back on her head.
Santa worked his cock up into Linda's pussy. Linda stayed sitting up, doing most of the work, thrusting her hips up and down on Santa, her big tits swaying in all directions. The elves played with her tits some more, as Santa grabbed two handfuls of Linda's ass. Each of the elves took one of Linda's hands, placed them on their dicks, and told her to stroke them.
Linda fucked the grunting Santa under the Christmas tree, surrounded by fake snow and presents, with hundreds of colored lights twinkling all around her. The tugged at the two cocks like she was milking cow udders, and the midgets in turn were tugging on Linda's large udders.
The Red Elf walked behind Linda, and said, "Lay down, honey, I'm gonna give you a Christmas goose you'll never forget!" He pushed her down on top of Santa, her tits again rubbing against his velvet coat. The Red Elf spread Linda's ass checks, just above where Santa's red cock was entering her pussy, and stabbed her asshole with his glistening dick.
Linda grunted her objections to being buggered by a dwarf, but she didn't have the strength to fight him. Slowly The Red Elf worked his cock up inside Linda's ass, and butt fucked her.
The Green Elf stood next to Linda. He grabbed her hair and turned her face toward his crotch. Linda obediently opened her mouth, and took the standing elf's little cock between her lips.
Linda was grunting as The Green Elf fucked her face, The Red Elf fucked her ass, and Santa fucked her pussy. The new sensation of having cocks up both her ass and her pussy in such close proximity was an overwhelmingly erotic feeling. Pleasuring three cocks at the same time was something the churchgoing mother and wife had never even allowed herself to fantasize about before. Sure she's had her secret fantasies, which she tried to suppress and pray away as much as possible, but this was a whole new world of eroticism that she was being introduced to. She was trembling all over, covered with goose bumps as well as sweat.
"Umm MMMPH!" Her stuffed mouth moaned. Linda spasmed like she was having a seizure.
"HHHHUMMMMMMMMPHH!" She contracted her pussy and ass muscles around the stiff cocks, and sucked her lips over the cock in her mouth.
"HO HO HO!" the large Santa moaned.
"HA HA HA!" echoed the two elves in their higher pitched voices.
Linda started to let loose with an orgasm. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head.
All at once, it seemed, Santa shot his spunk into Linda's pussy, The Red Elf shot in her ass, and The Green Elf sprayed her mouth.
Linda gyrated and shuddered, squealing with a load of cum dribbling out of her mouth. The Green Elf's cock slipped out of her mouth, The Red Elf extricated himself from her ass, and Linda fell to Santa's side, next to the Christmas tree. Linda cried as the other three laughed.
Linda and the others slowly got to their feet. Santa end the elves slowly made their way to the back room and found their street clothes. They removed their costumes, wiping the jism off their bodies with them, and threw them in a heap in the middle of the room. As they dressed, they watched a dazed Linda stagger into the back room, wipe jism off of her whole body with a dirty rag, find her own clothes, and slowly get dressed.
"Well, boys, I'm gonna find my way to the office, pick up my paycheck, and get to the bus station and out of town," said Santa.
"I'm outta here too," said The Red Elf. "See ya around."
"Me, too. Nice working with you, fellas. Thanks for the fuck, Linda. Hope you get some nice Christmas presents," said The Green Elf.
"I just gave out my first gift. To Linda," said Santa, smiling, without his beard, at the half-dressed wife. She didn't know what he meant, and didn't care to ask.
By the time Linda walked out of the back room, the other three were gone. She didn't know what to do. Call mall security? The police? Her husband? Her husband's boss certainly wouldn't want the negative publicity. And she really, really, didn't want the community to know that she'd been taken by Santa and his elves. She would never ever live it down. She would live with her secret shame before she would let that happen.
And, she didn't want anyone to ask if she'd gotten any pleasure out of it, even involuntary pleasure. There was plenty of evidence around here of sexual activity. But only the red marks on her wrists suggested non-consensual activity. The pictures! She looked around for the stack of Polaroids that the men had taken of her. They were gone. All except one earlier picture of Linda, Santa, and the two elves with a customer, all smiling, and Linda leaning over, likely getting her ass felt, showing major cleavage down to what could be shadows or could be peeking areolas. She slipped it into her purse.
She stepped outside to the near-empty parking lot. Santa and the elves were nowhere in sight, not even at the bus stop, like they'd vanished into thin air.
It was over. Linda drove home, in a light snow flurry, to a hot shower followed by a long bath, a couple of aspirin and a large glass of wine. She had a warm feeling she couldn't figure out. A feeling of satisfaction. Of peace. Had she enjoyed this debauchery? Linda felt desired. So many men, and even a few women, had shown interest in her this day.
Perhaps that's what "Santa" meant when he said that he'd given her a gift.
Merry Christmas
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Having nothing better to do after school, Brad, Walter, and myself walked over to the mall to the video arcade. We don't do this a lot, but when we do none of us has a lot of money. So we'll usually play just a couple of video games, then walk around the mall and look for chicks.
The arcade wasn't crowded that time of the afternoon, but there were a few people there. The two guys who worked there weren't much older than we are, and all three of us are 18. There were a few other guys there, one group of girls, and some littler kids with their moms.
We had just started in on our first game, when I spotted her nearby, watching us. I presumed that she was a mom there with her own kids, but she seemed to just be hanging around where we were in the back, out of view from everybody else. I might have noticed her eventually, because I'm always horny and I don't have a problem looking at older mommy-types. I won't admit it even to my friends, but I lust for just about anything female, even my older female teachers and my friends' moms and women in my neighborhood. I'm a virgin and would take a stab at anything with a pussy that I could get, to experience real fucking.
But I noticed her first off because she was looking at us and smiling. She had stylish shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair with just a little wave to it, and bangs. Her skirt was hemmed just about mid-thigh, another reason that I would have noticed her eventually. Not real short, but not common on someone her age. Her legs looked pretty good, certainly good enough for me. Her top was some light white material, sort of loose, and scooped down quite a bit. Her tits weren't big at all, but she had some. I'd fuck her if I had the chance.
We were playing a standup racecar game with a steering wheel and a pedal, that can play up to four people. It was my turn, and I did pretty well. When I was done, I looked up to see her standing right behind us, watching us play our game. She spoke to me.
"You did good. Do you play this game a lot?"
"Uh, no, not too much," I mumbled.
She stood shoulder-to-shoulder with me, watching Walter play.
Walter finished up, and the game was over. We started to back away from the car game.
"Oh, play another!" She exclaimed." "I'll pay!" She pulled a handful of tokens out of her purse, and handed them to Brad.
"Thanks," said Brad.
"Can I play, too?" She asked.
"Sure," said Brad. The lady took the first turn on the game, and didn't do too well. When she backed off, Brad took his turn. She stood behind me, pressing her chest against the back of my shoulder. I don't get a lot of physical contact with any females, so having a woman that close, knowing her tits were back there pressing into me, smelling just a hint of perfume, was enough to get my cock tingling.
But I noticed that she was leaning up against Walter, too. And when Brad finished with his turn and I took mine, She was talking to him and standing shoulder-to-shoulder, too. Brad and Walter have bragged about the one or two sluts that they've fucked, but they're no studs either, and they appeared happy to be receiving attention from this lady, whoever she was, too.
After my turn, I stood next to her again. I stared at her face as she watched the game. She was pretty. I'll bet she was a real looker in her youth, but she had a pretty face even now, with blue eyes, and a small upturned nose. There were lines around her eyes and above her lips. Of course I looked down at her chest, which had gotten some sun and was flecked with a few spots. I was guessing that she was about our moms' age. Mid-forties maybe?
She looked over and caught me looking at her. She smiled as I quickly looked away. Then she leaned in to see the game. Her blouse gapped open, and naturally, my eyes went down her top. Way down. The lighting wasn't great in the back of the arcade, but I could see past the point of her tan line, to the milky white tops of her tits. Holy shit, she wasn't wearing a fucking bra!
Her tits didn't look big, but I didn't care, they were TITS, and enough to feel. My cock stiffened in my jeans. I glanced up to make sure she wasn't catching me looking at her tits, and I noticed that Walter was on the other side of her, also looking down her blouse, with his mouth open.
We finished the first game, and she put more money in the machine. It was my turn.
"My name's Kathy," I heard her say to the others, who mumbled their names to her.
When I was done I backed away, getting into position to see her cleavage again.
"I'm Kathy. What's you're name?" She asked me.
"Uh, Harry."
She smiled wider, and her eyes dropped from my eyes, down my body. "And are you?"
"What?"
"Are you hairy?" she asked, alternately looking from my eyes to my crotch. She didn't really mean it the way it sounded, did she?
"Uh, yeah, I guess," I mumbled. I had no hair on my chest, but I had plenty on my cock, so I was hoping that's what she meant.
Brad, the most forward of the three of us with chicks, asked her, "Are you here with somebody?"
"Nope. Just Me," Kathy replied.
"Are you from around here?" Brad asked.
"I'm from Mt. Simmons." Mt. Simmons is a town a few miles away.
"Doing some shopping?" Brad continued.
"No, not really. Just looking for some action," Kathy said with a dirty smile.
Kathy stood to the right side of the racecar game, and leaned way over, watching Walter play. Her blouse gapped way open. I was standing to her immediate left, and I could see her whole fucking right tit! It was not tiny, but a little on the smallish side maybe, and was very white. Her areola was a darker pink shade, not too large. Her pinkish nipple was soft and fairly thick.
I'd gotten a couple of downblouses from the girls at school and at the pool. But this was the first tit I'd ever seen on an adult woman. Brad was on the opposite side of the game, across from her, but her top was so wide open that I was betting that he was seeing her tits, too. And certainly Walter could see her tit as he played the game. And he probably did, because he drove off the side of the road and ended his turn, but wouldn't leave the steering wheel. All three of us were leaning in towards Kathy. Kathy looked around at us with a wry smile. I had a hunch that she knew what she was showing, and where we were looking.
Kathy stood behind me again, and this time when she pressed her tit into my shoulder, I knew that it wasn't encumbered by a bra. I rubbed my shoulder back and forth against it, and Kathy brazenly slid her tit up and down on my shoulder. I felt her hand on my back, over my shirt. It dropped down quickly, and as it fell away it brushed down over my jeans-covered right butt cheek. Did she mean that?
Yes she did, because soon the hand was back on my hip. There was nobody else in the last row of games in the back of the arcade, but on occasion another parent or employee wandered through. So there was momentary privacy but people could be watching. Kathy's hand slid down my back, and palmed my ass cheek again. I saw her glance back behind me and check out my ass. I just stood motionless, and gladly accepted the grope.
But I wasn't alone. I saw her lean over to Brad on her left, whisper something to him, and run her left hand down his loose-fitting Dockers.
My left arm was down my side, and I rubbed it along Kathy's right hip. She leaned into it. As she took another feel of my ass, I glanced around to make sure nobody else was looking at us. I put my palm lightly on her lower back, on her blouse just above her skirt. I brushed it downward, and caught a quick rub of her nearest ass cheek over her skirt before quickly moving it up to her back.
Kathy responded by squeezing my ass a couple of times. So I moved my hand back down, grabbed her left ass cheek, and squeezed it. It wasn't the tiniest butt I'd ever seen, but it wasn't bad, and it was round and fleshy, and I loved the way the flesh gave way to my grasp.
"Do you boys like cars? Do you drive?" Kathy asked us.
Brad spoke for all of us. "I have my license. Walter has his permit." He didn't mention me because I hadn't bothered with Drivers Ed yet.
"Do you have cars?" Asked Kathy.
"No, we walked here," I replied.
"I have a new Acura MDX SUV," Kathy said.
"Cool! My dad wants one of those," said Walter, the only one of us much interested in cars.
"Do you want to take it for a test drive?" Kathy asked Walter. "You said you had your permit, right? You're legal as long as I'm riding with you."
"You mean it?" Walter asked.
"Wouldn't that be more fun than standing here pretending to drive a car? C'mon, lets all take my SUV for a spin after this game."
We mumbled "OK," and continued playing the current game. I had to wonder what this lady was up to. Why should she want to us to drive her SUV? Was she really that lonely that she wanted to spend time with us? I looked at her hands. Her left hand had a wedding ring on it, and what looked to me to be a large rock. As much as I wanted to believe that she wanted to fuck one or more of us, that was just too good to be true. But as long as there was the slimmest chance, I was willing to go along.
When the game was over, Kathy picked up her purse, gave us a smile, and led us out of the arcade, out of the mall, to the parking lot. Way down the row, all alone, was a shiny new silver SUV. The three of us walked a step behind Kathy, like she was our mom or something.
When we approached the car, Kathy pushed her electronic key, and we heard the SUV unlock. She turned and handed Walter her keys. After a slight hesitation, Walter accepted the keys and headed for the driver's door.
Kathy approached the rear driver-side door. Brad, the bastard, was quicker than me and grabbed the rear passenger side door handle, leaving me with shotgun. Kathy was already in the back seat next to Brad as I got in the front. I immediately looked back at Kathy, whose skirt had hiked up enough for me to get a nice look at her bare legs. Her calves looked near perfect, and although her tan thighs had just a little extra meat on them, they looked hot to me.
Walter took a minute to familiarize himself with the controls, and Kathy pointed a few things out. He started up the car, and put it into gear. "Where are we going?"
Kathy replied, "You guys know this area, right? Why don't you find some nice quiet area to drive around in where we won't be bothered?"
Walter pulled the SUV out of its parking spot, and headed for the street. "Head for that new subdivision up North," suggested Brad.
I'd seen our town before, so I looked back at Kathy's legs. My hardon still pushed into my jeans. Kathy saw me looking back at her, and smiled. She shifted her right knee towards Brad, spreading her legs and causing her skirt to hike up more. I looked up at her long enough to see if she was watching me try to look up her skirt. She was watching me, and smiling. Then she spread her legs even wider, and her skirt rose further up her thighs. I now had a clear view up her skirt.
But I wasn't seeing panties. What I was staring at was a triangle of light brown pubic hair. The hot bitch wasn't wearing panties! I'd never seen such a thing! Her pubic hair must've been her natural color, being a little darker than the hair on her head, which apparently was highlighted.
Brad sidled over closer to Kathy, and she looked over at him and smiled. Then she placed her right hand on his thigh. But she kept her legs spread open for me. Brad reciprocated and put his left hand on Kathy's right leg at about mid-thigh. Kathy circled her hand around his thigh briefly, and then slid it right up over his crotch, alternately looking into Brad's eyes and then down at his crotch. Brad mimicked her moves, squeezing her bare thigh for a bit, then slowly slid his hand up under her skirt, pushing it up higher. Kathy simply spread her legs further apart.
As much as I enjoyed staring at Kathy's pussy, I glanced up at Brad, and the look on his face when he realized he was touching a naked hairy pussy, was priceless! He had a huge grin that he couldn't wipe off.
While Brad finger fucked the older woman, Walter drove us out on the highway, and up a near-empty road. Kathy and Brad started making out. Kathy stopped to unsnap and unzip Brad's Dockers. Brad finished by opening his pants and whipping out his hard cock. Kathy grabbed it with her left hand, and stroked it up and down. By about the third stroke it was hard as a rock and red as a beet.
Kathy's legs were spread wide in a very unladylike way. I could see her pink labia in the midst of the hair, and Brad's finger going in and out, and in circles. Walter had adjusted his rear view mirror to watch the action also.
Brad removed his hand from her pussy, ran it up her right side, and over her right tit. He squeezed it a couple of times, then reached into her blouse. I watched his hand inside her blouse, feeling her tit, as he made out with this older woman. Kathy continued stroking Brad's cock.
Walter pulled into the new subdivision, in what had previously been all woodlands. There were a number of new winding roads, and a few scattered homes in various stages of construction, but otherwise the streets were empty. I must've been late enough in the afternoon that the construction workers had all gone home. Walter wound through the tree-lined neighborhood, with no sign of any other humans.
Kathy whispered something to Brad, who smiled nervously. He released her, and she threw her right knee over his lap, and climbed onto him. Fortunately the Acura had plenty of headroom. She had her back to Brad, so she was facing me. Her skirt was hiked to her waist, so I was staring at her wide-open beaver. She wiggled her butt to get set where she wanted, and reached between her legs to grab Brad's stiff cock. She lowered her pussy down on it. The dick head disappeared into her pussy. I was watching a grown woman fuck my friend!
Kathy slid her pussy down onto Brad's shaft, and his whole cock disappeared into her pussy. Kathy wiggled a little more, with a smile on her face. Then she started raising and lowering herself on Brad's wet engorged cock, up and down, up and down. From my vantage point in the front seat, I could clearly see the red cock disappear and reappear from her pink wet shiny pussy, about four feet away from my face.
Brad placed his hands on Kathy's hips, as he fucked her pussy. Kathy looked into my eyes, and smiled at me as she fucked my friend. Her blouse had fallen below her tits. While looking into my eyes, she raised it up under her arms again, exposing both of her white tits capped with stiff thick nipples. She reached up, cupped both of them with her hands, and shook them for my pleasure, smiling at me as she played with her own tits.
Brad reached up and started groping her tits while he fucked her. Kathy emitted moans as she rocked up and down. Their rhythm was speeding up, and I could hear the squishy sounds of Brad's cock sliding in and out of her pussy, as well as the slapping of his upper thighs meeting Kathy's ass and thighs.
"Ummm! Ohhh!" Kathy moaned as Brad fucked her hard and tweaked her nipples. Her thighs jiggled and rippled each time Brad slapped into them. "Uhhhh!"
Kathy wasn't looking at Walter or me any more. She was mostly looking up at the ceiling. She looked like she was dizzy. Her eyes were rolling up into the back of her head. Her moans turned into squeals, reverberating through her SUV. "OOOOWWWWW! WUUUUUUUHUUUUUUHUUU!"
I noticed Brad change his rhythm, jerking and slowing down. I wondered if he came. Kathy was rocking back and forth, thrashing about, as she cried out, with a pained expression on her mature face. Her blonde hair was shaking back and forth, and some locks got stuck in her open mouth. "UWUWUWUWWW!"
With a series of final shudders, Kathy fell back onto Brad, panting rapidly, her legs splayed open and her pussy still engulfing Brad's still cock.
Brad isn't a big guy, and the older woman was clearly a lot of weight on him. Kathy noticed, and climbed off of him. She looked around at us, regaining her composure. "Brad, honey, do you want to drive now? Harry, why don't you and Walter both come back here with me? There's plenty of room!" Her voice was already regaining strength. Walter pulled to the curb and put the SUV into park.
As soon as Brad climbed out of the rear passenger door, I climbed in, and Walter entered from the rear driver side. We sandwiched Kathy, as Brad climbed into the driver's seat and got familiar with the controls. It was beginning to get dark out, and with the wooded road and tinted rear windows, the inside of the SUV was comfortably dark.
Kathy's blouse had fallen over her tits, but her skirt was still hiked up high, still exposing her somewhat matted pubic hair. The older woman turned towards me, and we immediately began making out. Kathy reached between my legs with her right hand and groped my cock over my pants. She did the same to Walter with her left hand. "Take it out," she whispered to me. We each unzipped our own pants, and released a pair of hard teenaged cocks. Kathy slowly stroked each of them. I watched her long fingers, capped with well-manicured nails, holding my cock, stroking it like a pro.
My right hand reached around and slid up under her blouse, and for the first time ever I felt an adult woman's soft tit. I lifted it and squeezed it, playing with her hard nipple. Walter reached over and moved his hand up Kathy's left thigh. He rubbed her mound for a bit, and then inserted a finger.
I continued to feel Kathy's tits, but Kathy turned her head towards Walter and made out with him. I reached down with my left hand and rubbed Kathy's smooth naked thigh.
Walter reached up and felt Kathy's tits, so I concentrated on her bottom. I slid my hand up to her now-vacant pussy. After rubbing her mound over her tangled pussy hair, I slid my middle finger inside of her. It was quite the sensation, that slippery, smooth canal! Even better than I'd so often imagined.
Kathy was jerking off us two teens, while making out with both of us, and getting her tits and pussy felt. The tempo of her strokes sped up.
Then Kathy scooted her butt more towards Walter, pushing him against the door. She bent over, lowering her head on my lap. She put her lips on my dick head! Her wet lips slid down my dry shaft, and she was now sucking my dick!
I leaned back and enjoyed the sensation of the experienced woman's cocksucking, sliding up and down my increasingly juicy shaft. Kathy's bare white ass was sticking up in the air, and Walter ran his hands over it. He slid his hand between her legs from behind, and played with her pussy. I leaned against the passenger-side door to give Kathy as much room to spread out as I could.
Kathy looked back at Walter. "Oh, Walter, put your cock in me if you can, sweetie!" Walter put his right knee on the seat, rose up, and aimed his stiff cock at Kathy's rear. Kathy wiggled into a better position, and Walter began to stuff his dick into Kathy's pussy from behind.
Walter was hunched over body, his head touching the SUV's ceiling, as he thrust his cock in and out of Kathy, doggie style. Kathy was still sucking my cock, moaning as she did. Once he was comfortable, Walter pumped in and out rapidly, reminding me of a fucking dog. I could hear the slapping of flesh every time he made contact with Kathy's bottom. I loved the blowjob, but was envious of Walter getting to fuck a woman. I never had, and wanted to know what it felt like in there.



Fortunately for me, Walter was done in no time at all. Kathy moaned her approval, as she apparently felt Walter cum in her pussy. Walter pulled out, and sat back on the seat.
Kathy let her lips slide off my wet cock. She lifted her head, and turned her body toward me. She raised her left knee, swung it around, and sat on my lap, straddling me, facing me. The mature woman with the tan legs and white torso lowered herself down on me. She grabbed my cock and guided her pussy towards it. Soon I could feel her warm pussy sliding over my cock head, and down my shaft.
It was the greatest feeling in the world! EVEN BETTER than I'd ever imagined! As great as her lips felt sucking my cock, the tingling sensation this woman's slippery love canal caused on my cock was way better!
Kathy spread her legs wide around me, her skirt bunched up around her waist. She slowly thrust up and down on me as I held her waist. Her blouse had fallen over her tits again, and Kathy lifted it up once more. Her white tits were jutting out right in my face. Kathy arched her back and moved forward. I took the queue and wrapped my lips around her right tit. I reached up with my right hand and fondled her left tit.
Kathy panted and whimpered each time she thrust into me. I tried to thrust back, awkwardly at first, but soon I got into a rhythm with her. I reached around her and grabbed both of her bare ass cheeks, squeezing them between my fingers as they thrust in and out.
As I fucked this lady hard, my hands were all over her. I played with her thighs, back, waist, tits, and ass. Her blonde hair was hanging in my face as she grunted louder. "Uh! Ung! Huggg!"
As she fucked me rapidly, Kathy no longer sounded like a classy woman. Her grunts were loud and crude, and sounding like a hoarse older woman. "Uhhh! UHHH! "HERRGGG!"
And I was about to cum. The tingling sensation of the sliding slippery pussy on my cock was causing it to erupt. It was a strange sensation, cumming in front of my friends, with a woman present, and it almost felt like I was having an accident. But I erupted inside of the lady's pussy, shooting gobs of jism into her, spurt after spurt after spurt. I'd never cum that much ever.
My orgasm was subsiding just as Kathy started shuddering. She started thrashing around from side to side, like she was having a seizure. "OWUUUUWEEEEE! AHHHHHHH!" She screamed, as she bounced on me, beating me up pretty good, her fingers digging into my shoulders.
Finally Kathy fell onto my shoulder. I could hear her wheezing into my ear, her long blonde hair in my face, her sweating, pungent, nearly naked body spread over mine.
After a few minutes of silence, Kathy raised her head, lifted her torso, and slid off of my still-hard cock.
She fell onto the seat between Walter and me. She smiled at all of us for a moment. "OK, Brad, we better drive back to the mall now."
Kathy pulled her blouse down over her chest, lifted her butt, and pulled her skirt down. She smoothed her clothes as Brad drove out of the subdivision, and onto the now-dark highway. With my pants now zipped up, the rest of us sat and watched her straighten herself out in silence. Kathy grabbed her purse, grabbed some Kleenex to wipe her pussy with, and then brushed her hair. She turned on the rear overhead light briefly to reapply makeup and lipstick.
Brad pulled back into the mall parking lot, and parked very close to where Kathy had been earlier, at the far edge of the lot. We opened the door, but before we got out, Kathy kissed each of us, and thanked us by name.
"Are we going to see you again?" Asked Brad.
"Oh, you never know when I might be around," Kathy coyly replied. With that, she climbed into the driver's seat, closed the door, and blew us a kiss before she sped away.
The End.
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Last summer, right after I turned 18 and I graduated from high school, I got a summer job stocking shelves at a grocery store, a big chain. They're open 24 hours a day, so, I got stuck working the night shift. There aren't many customers in the middle of the night, so there are only a few people working with me. Most nights that I work, the person checking out is a woman named Dee. I'd guess she's about 40, with short black hair, glasses; attractive if not spectacular. The store has a strict dress code, so every night Dee pretty much wears the same outfit: a white blouse buttoned all the way up in the front, black denim pants, and a silly little black tie. And we all wear long green aprons tied behind our necks.
There isn't much to think about on this job, and there aren't many hot babes shopping in the middle of the night, so whenever I'm working near the front, I like to sneak peaks of Dee. Even her apron couldn't hide the fact that she has real big tits under her white blouse and white bra. Also, her black jeans were always real tight, and I loved to stare at her ass. She didn't have a great ass, it was a little larger than ideal, but her pants were so tight that I just loved to look at her. The first couple of times she glanced over and caught me looking at her I was embarrassed, but she would just give me a little smile, and after a while I'd just smile back, and keep on looking.
When we weren't busy or if I were helping her bag groceries, we'd get the opportunity for a little small talk. I took a half-hour meal break at 2:30 AM, and Dee took her break at 3:00 AM. After a few weeks, Dee talked me into taking my break at the same time as hers, "to give me someone to talk to and keep me awake". When we were on break, the night manager covered for Dee on check out, and everyone else was out front, so Dee and I were always alone. Our break room was in back, up a flight of stairs. It was just a small room with one table, a few chairs, a refrigerator, a microwave, some lockers, and a bathroom. Every night we would walk up the stairs, take off our aprons, eat our sack meals, and then read or talk for a few minutes. I'm generally pretty quiet, but we both consumed a lot of coffee to keep awake all night, so we talked pretty freely. I was glad to have someone to talk to, but mostly I enjoyed the opportunity to see Dee up close without her apron. I continuously stole glances at her tits through her blouse and big bra. And her pants were so tight around her crotch. I would sit kitty-corner from Dee so I could look at her crotch in her tight pants. I could see her protruding mound, and the seam down the middle looked like it was being sucked right into her slit. At that angle, sometimes her blouse left a gap between the buttons, and I could look in and see some of her cleavage spilling out of her white lacy bra. She must have caught me looking at her, but I was too horny to stop, and she never seemed offended.
We really didn't have much to talk about. Dee would mention her husband and kids, and working nights kept my social life to a minimum. Dee once asked me if I had a girlfriend. I said "no", and she replied, "You should, you're an attractive boy". That made my night. Actually, I had a few dates in high school, and I guess I wasn't bad looking, but I was quiet and not real popular. I had felt up one girlfriend, but I was still a virgin.
Sitting kitty-corner, our knees would touch under the table, and we got into a little game where I would press my knee into hers every night, and she would silently press back. There was usually a newspaper on the table, and after a few nights we got into the habit of reading our horoscopes. Then I would slide around and sit right next to Dee, and we would read the paper together. The first time I did that I pressed my thigh against hers, and she immediately pressed back. We sat as close together as humanly possible, our legs rubbing together from our hips to our knees, never mentioning it.
One night Dee pressed her tit into my shoulder as we read. I wondered if Dee could see my hard cock in my tight pants. My hand was holding the newspaper, resting on the edge of the table. Dee leaned forward and pressed her tit into the back of my hand. I wanted to escalate the touching, but I didn't want to risk too much with this older married woman. Finally I put my hand under the table, on my own thigh, my little finger just barely touching Dee's thigh. When she didn't move or say anything, I slowly moved my hand over to her leg, about half-way up her thigh, over her tight pants.
Dee slowly moved her hand under the table, and put it firmly on my thigh. My heart was beating faster now, and I slowly moved my hand up her leg and gently squeezed the inside of her thigh. We both struggled to keep a casual conversation as Dee slid her hand up my thigh, resting an inch from my hard dick. I moved my hand up further, and Dee spread her legs to accommodate. I moved my hand up until my little pinky just barely grazed Dee's crotch. Then I felt her fingers graze my hard cock. I went for it all and cupped her crotch over her tight pants and gently rubbed it. Dee spread her legs more, and cupped my dick and squeezed it.
Finally I looked over at Dee, and she looked at me, smiling, and we kissed. Dee slid her tongue into my mouth as we put our arms around each other. Knowing time was short, I quickly slid one hand around to the front of her blouse and squeezed her tit over her blouse and bra. Dee only sighed and moaned with her tongue still wrapped around mine. I started fumbling for the buttons at the front of her blouse, and got one unbuttoned when Dee pulled back, pointed to the bathroom, and said, "Let's go in there."
We both quickly stood up and walked into the small bathroom. Dee turned on the light and closed the door behind us. The bathroom was small, with just enough room for a sink and a toilet. We stood up and hurriedly hugged and kissed and groped. My hands were all over Dee. I squeezed both of her ass cheeks over her super-tight denims, lifting and cupping them. Then I went back to her tits. I unbuttoned her blouse, but I didn't have time to work with the tie around her collar, so I left the top button buttoned. With her blouse still tucked into her pants and her top button still buttoned, I pulled her blouse as wide open as I could, exposing her two huge bra cups. I squeezed both of her bra cups, finding the material very thin, with a wire holding up the bottoms of the cups. I groped and squeezed both big tits, even feeling her hard nipples through the flimsy fabric. I started to slide one hand inside her bra. I felt her warm smooth flesh, working my hand inside until I reached her nipple, and groped. Dee reached up with both of her hands, and pulled down on her bra cups, and her big white tits fell out over her cups. I stared at her round white jugs. She had large dark brown areolas, and her nipples were hard and thick. Her tits were so big that there was no gap between them, you couldn't have stuck a pencil down her cleavage. I lifted both heavy tits, squeezed, kneaded, and milked them.
Dee's hands were busy too. She started by rubbing my shoulders, my back, and worked her way down to my ass, squeezing both cheeks through my pants. Then she ran her hands up my stomach, and unbuttoned my shirt, reached in, and caressed my bare chest. She placed one hand over my crotch, and rubbed it.
I reached down and rubbed her pussy over her skin-tight pants. Dee unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, reached in, and pulled out my hard dick, and stroked it. I unbuttoned and unzipped Dee's pants, reached in and rubbed her crotch over her wet panties. I slid my hand down inside her panties, and felt the hair over her crotch. I slid my middle finger into her wet warm slit, and slowly fingered her. Man, was THAT a great sensation! I moved my other hand to her back, slid it down into her panties, and groped her bare ass.
Dee pulled my pants and underwear all the way down to my ankles. She reached behind me, closed the lid on the toilet, and whispered, "sit down." I sat my bare ass down on the toiled seat. I stared at Dee with her black pants open and her large white cotton panties exposed. Dee hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and pulled down her pants and panties simultaneously. I stared at her thick patch of black pussy hair as she pulled her pants down to her knees. As she leaned over to pull her pants off, her big jiggling tits hung down in my face.
Dee faced me, spread her legs, straddled me on the toilet, and sat on my lap. She scooted up until I could feel her pubic hair tickle the head of my dick. "THIS IS IT, FOR SURE," I thought. "I'M GONNA FUCK THIS ADULT WOMAN!" She grabbed my stiff cock, aimed it at her pink wet slit, pushed her hips toward me, and slid my cock into her warm, slippery pussy.
I have a pretty slight build, so the healthy Dee probably outweighed me, but I certainly didn't mind the weight on my lap. Dee closed her warm thighs around me, and ground her hips, my cock going in and out of her. Dee put her hands inside my open shirt, and grabbed my shoulders, panting. Dee's tits were still hanging out of her bra cups, with her blouse open to the side of them, her top button still buttoned. I held onto Dee's bare hips and watched her big globes bobble and shake in my face. I reached up and squeezed them. Then I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and sucked on her hard right nipple. Dee gasped and moaned as I thrust my dick into her hard, and licked and sucked her nipple.
Dee and I both started pumping faster. I knew I was going to come quickly, and Dee was really into it, her eyes closed, her fingers digging into my back, her big bare bottom gyrating all over my lap. It was hard for both of us to be quiet. Dee moaned in my ear, "Oh, I'm cumming!" She bucked up and down, gyrated all over my lap, and clamped her thighs around me. I let loose, shooting my jism into Dee.
When we were done cumming, Dee stayed on my lap for just a minute, and we kissed. Then she said, "We have to get back before someone comes looking for us", and stood up. We quickly grabbed our clothes off the floor and got dressed, and I kept looking at Dee's naked jiggling body. We cleaned up quickly, and with one last kiss, raced back to work.
THE END
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Jason looked forward to visiting the orthodontist to have his braces worked on. It wasn't the orthodontist he wanted to see, but the assistants. He didn't know if they had professional titles or not, he just knew them by their first names, which were often embroidered on their uniform tops. Unlike the people who work at dentists' offices, the women at the orthodontist's office never wore masks, and having these women rubbing up against him as they worked, their pretty faces only a foot from his, was arousing.
There were three of them. Sally had short brown hair, was about forty-five, Jason guessed, and liked to press her thigh against Jason's arm as she worked on his teeth. Another assistant, Chris, looked just a couple of years younger, had a nice trim figure for her age, and also made contact with Jason as she worked on him. They were so old that they reminded Jason of some of his friends' moms, but he had fantasies about a lot of his friends' moms, too.
It was Kelly, the third assistant that Jason really had the hots for. Kelly was in her mid-to-late thirties, he guessed. At about 5' 9" tall she was several inches taller than the eighteen-year-old Jason, was very slender with legs that went on forever. She had short blonde hair; a very classy-looking lady.
When Kelly bent over with her back to Jason, Kelly's white panties were visible under the thin, almost see-through white uniform slacks, and Jason could spot the seam of her panty crotch shield. Jason was always trying to look down Kelly's multicolored uniform top when she leaned over to wrap the bib around him. Jason will never forget his best view, the time that he could see all the way down to Kelly's chest, to her white bra, and could see beyond the tan line of her small breasts, almost to her nipple. Each assistant had her own way of sitting as they worked on a patient. The other two preferred sitting with their legs together, rubbing their thighs against Jason. But Kelly always sat with her legs spread wide, her crotch up by the patient's head. Jason liked to lay back with his elbows out as far as he could stretch them, hoping to make contact with Kelly's thighs. Sometimes Kelly sat farther back, and there was no contact at all. But on occasion, Kelly's stool was closer, and Jason's elbow rubbed against her inner thigh. Jason had been in braces for over two years, and lately the contact was becoming more frequent. Jason didn't know if his technique had gotten better, if Kelly was just more comfortable around him, or if Kelly secretly enjoyed the contact too. Jason thought the last possibility highly unlikely. Why would this very pretty married woman make sexual contact with some geeky kid half her age?
This appointment was very late. Jason only needed a link change, something the assistants could do and did not require the orthodontist. Jason was in the dental chair, and Kelly was preparing to work on him. She pressed the button that lowered the chair down so Jason's torso was lying nearly flat. The orthodontist was already preparing to leave the office, and the other two assistants were cleaning and turning out lights, preparing to leave as soon as Jason was done. "You two can leave," Kelly told the other assistants, "I'll lock up when I'm done with Jason."
As soon as the other employees left, Jason detected a change in Kelly's demeanor. She glanced nervously at the door where the two assistants had just exited. There was an unusual quietness to the room. Perhaps Kelly was a little uncomfortable being alone with Jason.
Kelly wheeled her stool as close to Jason's right side as she could. He felt his elbow pressing hard into her thigh. This time, Kelly moved her chair to her right a little more, and pressed her crotch against the elbow. As she worked, she ground her crotch against the protruding limb.
Jason was aware that he was alone with Kelly, and that she was humping his elbow in an obvious fashion. Jason immediately got rock hard, creating a tent effect with his loose pants and boxers. Jason could feel Kelly's knee rubbing against the back of his hand. He could see her looking into his eyes, and down at his body.
Kelly leaned forward to grab an instrument from the table on the opposite side of Jason. Although her breasts were small, she had no trouble brushing her left breast against Jason's cheek. She kept it rubbing against him, almost obscuring his face from the light. She dropped a band onto Jason's stomach. As she picked it up off of him, she casually grazed her hand over his hard dick, sending waves of adrenaline and arousal through the teen. She worked with her face even closer to Jason's. He could feel her hot breath, with her lips just inches from his.
This was too much to be an accident, thought Jason. As soon as we're alone she presses her crotch into my elbow, then she rubs her tit on my face, then she touches my dick. All of this had happened before, but not so obviously, in quick succession. She must be doing this on purpose. Jason couldn't help himself. He moved his hand over to her knee, and placed his palm on it.
Kelly was breathing heavier, it seemed. Jason could see her look down at the hand on her knee. She stopped working on his braces for a minute, looked directly in his eyes with a stern expression, and said, "Now, Jason."
Jason felt his face get flush, thinking he was being busted for touching her knee. He was preparing to blurt a groveling apology to the classy lady.
"You can never tell anyone I let you touch me. Ever. Not your friends, not your family, no one. Is that clear?"
With both relief and shock at Kelly's demands, Jason mumbled an affirmative. Kelly smiled at him, and clamped her thighs tightly around his arm. Then she rotated her chair, spread her legs wide, took Jason's hand off of her knee, and placed squarely on her crotch.
Jason heard her sigh as he cupped his hand over her crotch and rubbed her mound. The angle wasn't perfect, but he wasn't complaining. Kelly leaned forward a little, and Jason saw her lips moving toward his. As she kissed him, she slid her tongue into his mouth and snaked it around his tongue. Jason reached up with his right hand and put it around the slender woman. He moved his hand up and down her slim waist and back, over her thin uniform top, feeling the back of her bra.
Kelly reached down and placed her right hand on Jason's hard dick, now sticking almost straight up, and stroked it through his pants. Jason moved his right hand to Kelly's chest and squeezed her breast over her bra.
Kelly stopped kissing Jason, unzipped his pants, and pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees. She briefly admired his engorged cock before standing up, and pulling down her white uniform pants and white panties. As Jason suspected she wasn't a natural blonde. Her triangle of pubic hair was medium brown and straight, and appeared to be untrimmed. She sat on the stool again, bottomless except for her white socks. She placed Jason's hand back over her mound, and after rubbing her pussy briefly, combing his fingers through her hair, he worked his middle finger into her slippery, warm twat.
Kelly slowly stroked Jason's cock, and petted his balls with her long, slender fingers. Jason reached up with his free hand, and began undoing the buttons on Kelly's uniform top. Kelly reached up and completed this task, and when her blouse was completely open, she grabbed the bottom of both bra cups, pulled up, and freed her breasts, resting the still-hooked bra on her chest.
Jason stared at her small pale cone-shaped breasts, capped with pinkish-brown areolas and hard nipples. Jason fondled her right breast, gently tugging and kneading it with his fingers, as the hard nipple pressed into his palm.
Kelly pulled up Jason's tee shirt and helped him pull it over his head. Then she leaned way over and placed her lips around Jason's cock head, and after giving it a few licks, began sucking up and down on his shaft. As she leaned over, Jason placed his right hand on Kelly's bare ass and squeezed it. Kelly lifted her butt off of the stool, and Jason fingered her pussy from behind.
Kelly lifted her right leg, swung it over Jason, and straddled her young patient on the dental chair. She wrapped her long slender legs around his torso tightly on the narrow chair, and lowered her pussy down over his cock. Jason had never felt anything like the feeling of the lubricated pussy wrapped around his tender cock. Kelly squeezed her cunt muscles around the shaft, and began to slowly thrust her hips in and out.
Kelly was doing most of the work as Jason laid back and put his hands on Kelly's hips. As she started thrusting harder and faster, Jason moved both of his palms over her thrusting ass cheeks and squeezed them. Then Jason ran his hands up and down Kelly's long, smooth thighs. Then under her shirt, over her back. Jason looked up at the older woman's face. Her eyes were closed, and her mouth was open as she panted. With some work, he unhooked her bra, and Kelly slid off her blouse and bra, and was now naked except for her socks. The tall woman leaned forward as she fucked her patient, and her tits were hanging in Jason's face. As he fondled them, he reached up and caught a hard nipple with his mouth and sucked on her breasts.
Kelly's panting turned to whimpers, then moans. Only the shock and surprise of the situation kept Jason from cumming immediately. Kelly was thrusting hard, and Jason was thrusting up into her. Her eyes were still closed, and her nose was scrunched up, revealing some age lines around the eyes of the otherwise still-beautiful face.
Kelly's whimpers and moans were now capped with little grunts, a noise Jason had never heard a woman make before. "Oh, Jason, JASON!" she panted. She began to gyrate her hips in all directions. She clamped her thighs harder around the boy, shuddered, and let out one long moan. Jason had been holding out as long as he could, but could stand it no longer, and shot a load of jism up into his partner's pussy.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
It was less than a minute later, with the panting Kelly still impaled on Jason's cock, that they heard the door open. Kelly jumped off of Jason and scampered for her clothes, but it was too late. Sally and Chris both entered the room and gawked open-mouthed at their naked co-worker and their teen patient.
Neither of the older women said anything. They just stared slack-jawed at the naked couple. Jason reached down and started fumbling with his shorts and pants.
Kelly was frozen, holding her clothes in front of her. She tried to speak, "I, uh, I uh, I, what are you doing here?"
Sally and Chris turned and looked at each other, and both burst out laughing. "I forgot my purse," laughed Sally. "We can see what you're doing."
Kelly still had a look of fear and embarrassment on her face, and stood frozen.
"Well, we've caught you, er, red-handed, so-to-speak," said Chris. "What should we do, Sally?"
"Blackmail!" laughed Sally.
Blackmail?
After a brief pause, Sally explained. "Now you're going to have to share your young man!" Chris looked at Sally with some surprise, but then smiled at the notion.
"Shhh, share?" Kelly stammered.
Sally and Chris shed their coats, and walked over to the naked couple. Sally stood to the right of Jason, whose loose pants were up over his cock. She tugged his pants down with one yank of her right hand, re-exposing his sticky, semi-hard cock. "Share," she repeated. She ran her hand up Jason's thighs, and took hold of his teenhood. "I'm guessing you only had time to do it once, and I'll bet a randy young teen like yourself is capable of a couple more rounds. Right Jason?"
The thought of the other two women, whom Jason so often masturbated about, wanting to "do" him, a greasy little teen, along with Sally now stroking his cock, got him completely stiff again. Sally took that physical reaction, along with his smile, as an affirmative answer. She wiped her sticky hand off on her uniform top, and then started to unbutton it.
Jason glanced over at the other two women. Chris now stood on Jason's left, and placed her left hand on Jason's stiff sticky cock. "Mmmm, nice, Jason!" she cooed. The naked Kelly's expression had changed from fear to confusion. Like Jason she was probably beginning to realize that she was not going to get in trouble, but was bemused and bewildered by the two women, who were even older than Kelly, so brazenly touching the teen patient that she had just finished having sex with.
Jason looked over at Sally, who had completely unbuttoned her uniform top, and now dropping it off of her shoulders. Jason stared at her white bra. Of the three professional women, Sally was his least favorite, not being quite as pretty as the other two, and showing a little more age, with the start of a double chin and some bags under her eyes. But she was the only one of the trio with decent-sized tits, so Jason had masturbated while thinking of her many times after an appointment with her. And those tits were about to be exposed as Sally dropped her bra straps and reached behind her to unhook her bra.
The bra was dropped, and Jason stared at Sally's pale round tits, with a slight slope to them, capped with darker areolas. Sally then leaned over and aggressively kissed her teen patient, sliding her tongue in Jason's mouth. Jason kissed back, but Sally just as quickly pulled away. She arched her back, and thrust her tits into Jason's face, sliding both of the warm naked mounds over him, in effect tit-slapping him. "Ummm," she moaned.
Jason felt Chris's hand exit his cock, and looked to his left to see that Chris had stepped out of her shoes and lowered her white uniform slacks. Jason could just barely see her white panty crotch peeking out from her printed uniform top. Her legs weren't as long as Kelly's, but they were awfully nice looking, smooth and tan. Chris lowered her pretty face down over Jason's and kissed him more gently than Sally had. Jason heard her emitting a moan as her soft lips gently pressed his, and her tongue slid around his own.
Jason heard the rustling of clothes on his right, and glanced over to see that Sally had pulled down her slacks and panties, and her tits were hanging down and jiggling as she took the garments off her feet. Sally then took Jason's right hand, and placed it on her bare chest. Jason instinctively squeezed her soft left tit, while getting his first glimpse of Sally's thick triangle of bushy dark brown pubic hair.
Chris stood up and unbuttoned her top. She dropped it elegantly off her shoulders, revealing her small white bra. With a few smooth moves, the bra was off of her chest, revealing her tiny tits. They were as small as Kelly's but they looked sexy on the mature woman's trim body. Her light brown areolas were puckered, and her nipples were long and hard. She lowered her panties, to reveal light brown pubic hair, similar in color and fullness to Kelly's, not as coarse and bushy and curly as Sally's.
Chris, as Sally had done a moment before, took Jason's left hand, and placed it on her right breast. Jason fondled the small tit, rolling her hard nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
Both women simultaneously moved Jason's hands down their torsos, over their rounded bellies, to their crotches. Jason combed his fingers through both of their pubic hair, and then rubbed their protruding pussy mounds. He slid his middle fingers into each of their pink slits. Both of their pussies were as lubricated as Kelly's was when he had entered it just a few minutes ago.
Kelly. Jason looked up at her. She was still naked, standing just below Sally on his right, her arms folded across her chest. Kelly just gave him an amused smile and a shrug.
Jason finger fucked both Chris and Sally, who were standing on either side of him with their knees apart, moaning, and slowly thrusting their pelvises in and out. Chris slowly stroked is cock up and down, while Sally gently massaged his balls.
All three of the older women were naked except for their short white socks. Chris's legs and arms were very tan, but her whole torso was white. Kelly's tits and butt where white, but her middle torso was nearly as tan as her legs. Apparently she had done some sunning in a two-piece bathing suit. Sally was pale all over, except for her chest above her tits.
Sally leaned over, and placed her lips on Jason's cock. She eagerly gobbled most of his shaft into her mouth, and rapidly bobbed up and down on it.
Chris lifted her right leg, and climbed onto Jason's chest. She scooted forward, until her pussy was right up to his face. With her right foot still on the floor, she wiggled her butt to get into better position, wrapping her tan thighs around his head. Jason took the hint and burrowed his face into her pussy, sticking his tongue out. He delightedly ate the pussy of a woman his mother's age, enjoying the sensations of her smooth thighs around his ears and her pubic hair tickling his nose.
Sally let Jason's cock slide out of his mouth, and straddled the teen on the dental chair, lowering her torso over his, sliding her hot pussy down over his cock. She wasted little time getting into position before she fucked him rapidly, grunting as she thrust on top of him.
While fucking Sally and eating Chris, Jason felt the presence of Kelly standing at his left. He reached out to her. She held his hand for a moment. Then the eager teen felt her bare ass. Then he worked his hand around to her front, and fingered her pussy. He was now simultaneously satisfying three mature pussies at once.
While fucking, eating, and fingering, Jason's left hand was all over the place; up to Sally's shaking tits, to Chris's thrusting butt, over both of their smooth thighs.
Some of the ladies' hands were roaming, too. Jason couldn't see too much with Chris sitting on his face, but he realized that Kelly's hand was on Sally's tit, and Sally's hand was on Kelly's tit. Kelly also fondled Chris's tit. Kelly was sort of leaning into the other two riding women, hugging them, and there seemed to be a little bit of smooching going on, too, between all three.
Chris and Kelly were panting and moaning, but Sally was loudly grunting with each of her fuck thrusts. Her thighs were clamping harder around Jason, and she was throwing her torso in all directions. Jason felt her shudder and spasm, almost throwing him off the dentist chair. Finally her orgasm subsided, and she half-fell off of Jason's cock and off the chair.
As soon as Sally vacated the chair, Chris slid her body all the way down Jason's, and impaled herself on his glistening cock. Now it was her turn to emit unladylike grunts as she pumped him.
Jason was nearing another orgasm, and now concentrated on the third women to fuck him. Jason didn't know a whole lot about sex, but he knew that he was supposed to wait for the woman to have an orgasm before he did. He was close to cumming, but he held off as Chris threw herself back on his lap. Unlike the other two women, who leaned forward while fucking him on top, Chris was leaning way back, her jiggling little titties thrust up in the air, her head back, as if riding a bronco. "UrrUrrUrrrrg!" She grunted with every thrust, her normally sultry voice getting huskier.
"Ride him, Chris!" Cheered the recovering Sally.
Chris chortled and grunted as she threw her torso from side to side. She shuddered and lurched.
Jason couldn't hold out any longer. He shot a load of jizm up into Chris's pussy.
Chris reciprocated, by clamping her thighs around him, and then collapsing on his chest, the way that Kelly had just done a few minutes before, lying chest-to-chest with her teen patient, panting in his ear.



As Chris recovered from her orgasm, Sally and Kelly found their clothes and got dressed. Chris unsteadily climbed off of Jason, and also started dressing. He rose and started to look for his clothes, but mostly watched the three women getting dressed in their white pants and colorful uniform tops. As he dressed they ran combs through their hair and found tissues to clean themselves with.
"Jason, you were great!" Exclaimed Kelly. The other two ladies eagerly agreed, which made the teen feel even better than he already felt.
"So were all of you! Amazing!" Was all Jason could think to say.
"But you can't brag about this," cautioned Chris. "You'll keep this to yourself, right?"
"Oh, yeah," Jason agreed. He figured that absolutely nobody would believe he fucked all three of his older married orthodontist assistants anyways.
THE END
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You could tell at a glance that my three aunts are sisters. My dad's three sisters share many similar facial features. They have the same color strawberry blonde hair and blue eyes. But what is different is that all three have slightly different shapes. Aunt Kathy, the oldest at forty-two, still has a very slender body. Aunt Kim, the youngest at 36, has a pretty average sized body, a little more meat on her but still trim. Aunt Valerie, at thirty-eight, is a little heaver. Not chunky, just a little more meat on her thighs. It was sort of like looking at the same woman in a carnival fun mirror. And their breast sizes were different, too. Having snuck into their dressers and suitcases before, I know that Kathy's bra size is 36A, Kim's is 36B and Valerie's is 38C. I was attracted to all three depending on my mood, but frankly Valerie's large breasts occupied more of my fantasies than the others.
I was asked by Aunt Valerie to baby-sit her and Kim's boys one Friday night when Valerie's husband was going to be out of town. Kim and Kathy were coming into town, and all three were going to go out to a bar with an old friend. Since they would be getting home late, Valerie said I should spend the night at her house. My two young boy cousins were no problem, and went to sleep without hassle, which gave me time to snoop around Aunt Valerie's house and check out her underwear drawers.
The three aunts came home after 1:00AM, dead drunk. They shouldn't have been driving. After Valerie and Kim checked on their sons, they retired to the family room for more beers. Since I was supposed to sleep on the sleeper sofa in the family room, I had nothing else to do but join them and watch them drink. They were so wired that they were still standing, or leaning against the adjoining kitchen's island, drinking and munching on snacks. They invited me to join their circle, and they continued their drunken conversation.
They were talking about men they noticed at the bar. As they spoke, Kim drunkenly leaned into me. Her shoulder was rubbing against mine, and I enjoyed the physical connection. She put her arm around me, and I took the opportunity to put my left arm around her small waist. Valerie moved closer and pressed her large breast into my right shoulder. Kathy stood across from me, giving me a sexy smile.
Valerie, loud and boisterous, asked the others, "Wasn't that guy in the red shirt a hunk?" The others loudly agreed with her. It was strange hearing my aunts discuss a man's sex appeal.
"How old do you think he was?" asked Kathy.
"Barely twenty-one," replied Kim. So they were horny, and like their men young. This conversation was turning me on. But I was also feeling a little self-conscious being in the middle of it.
"Brandon, how old are you now?" asked Kathy. Considering the discussion, the question made the other two laugh, and me blush.
"Eighteen," I replied.
"That's right, you just had a birthday! And I forgot about it!" exclaimed Valerie, her face just inches from mine. "Happy birthday!"
Valerie gave me a bug hug. I took the opportunity to hold on tight so I could feel her big breasts press into me.
Kim said, "Eighteen! You're legal now, you're not jail bait." The others giggled at that. I just gave an embarrassed grin.
Valerie offered me a beer, even though I was still too young to drink. I declined. I really wanted a beer, but I was still afraid they would tell my parents.
Kathy said, "It's ok, we won't tell your parents," but I still declined.
"Yeah, it's after midnight," said Valerie. "We have an agreement. Anything that happens after midnight stays here."
"That's right," affirmed Kathy. Kathy walked around the island and gave me a birthday hug also. As we hugged, she kissed me on the cheek. I went to kiss her on the cheek, but as I did Kathy turned her head and kissed me full on the lips. I was startled at first, but when she kept right on kissing me, I kissed right back. Kathy slid her tongue into my mouth, and we French-kissed in front of my other aunts. It was strange kissing my forty-two year old aunt, but I really enjoyed it.
When Kathy finally came up for breath, her young sister Kim said, "My turn," and also slid her tongue into my mouth. She also slid her hands down my back and subtly squeezed my ass. My hands were on her sides under her arms, and as I lowered them to break free, my right hand accidentally brushed her left breast over her blouse and bra. It really was an accident, but she must have thought it was deliberate, because she dropped a hand down and brushed it over my crotch. When I offered no resistance, she placed her hand squarely on my cock and squeezed it. "It's OK, it's after midnight," she slurred.
Kathy and Valerie were having a drunken conversation, but when I glanced over they were watching Kim and me. I was still sober and self-conscious, but when Kim took my hand from her waist and slid it up over her breasts, I couldn't resist fondling it over her blouse. When I'd inspected Kim's bras in the past, I noticed that they had no extra padding at all. And now I was feeling just the thin fabric of her bra cup, and her squishy tit underneath it. My heart was pounding as I wondered how many times I had fantasized about doing this - feeling any of my aunts' tits, and now it was a joyous reality.
I felt more than two hands on my body. Valerie was squeezing my ass also. Kim reached up and unbuttoned her own blouse a little, reached inside, and pulled her left breast out of her bra and rested it on top of her B-cup. I immediately fondled her bare breast.
"Kim, you have to share! Mom always said that we should share," said Valerie to her younger sister.
Kim stopped kissing me and said, "She didn't mean boys!" As she stepped back, I got a good look at her bare breast, white with nice pinkish-brown areola and hard nipple.
"Well," said Valerie, "If you can do that, I can do that." Valerie pulled her sweater up, past her midriff, and exposed her big white bra. She bunched the sweater under her arms, reached inside her bra C-cups, and plopped both of her breasts out. They rested on her cups, giving me full view of them. They were beauties. They were white, with same color areolas as Kim's, but bigger in proportion with her larger breasts. I stood still holding onto Kim's waist, gawking at Kim's one and Valerie's two bare breasts. Kim pulled her other breast out, and Kim and Valerie thrust their chests out like two preening peacocks.
Kathy said, "That's not fair, my boobs are little!"
Valerie replied, "Yea, but I was always jealous of your small butt. Show him your butt!"
Kathy unsnapped her jeans, and wiggled them down, exposing her multi-colored horizontally striped cotton panties. After kicking off her pants, she tugged down on her panties, and exposed her pussy, covered with a large thick triangle of pubic hair. The hair was essentially the same color of strawberry blonde as the hair on her head. Kathy turned around, arched her back, and posed like Betty Grable, pointing her bare white ass at me. Kathy's legs were pretty tan, but her butt was quite a bit whiter, making it appear to jut out more. I don't think it was the great pre-childbirth ass that Kim remembered from twenty years ago. But for her age it was a pretty impressive ass, and I loved looking at it, particularly with that sexy pose.
Valerie grabbed my hand and French-kissed me for the first time. I didn't have to be told to put both of my hands up over her beautiful tits - I wasn't going to miss this golden opportunity to touch them. I eagerly played with the globes, jiggling and lifting them.
All three girls took a hand in pulling my tee shirt off of me. Then Kim dropped to her knees and unsnapped my jeans, unzipped them, and tugged them off. She eagerly yanked down on my underpants, and my hard cock sprang straight out. All three women put their hands on me. I sometimes had a hard time telling who was doing what. Hands were on my cock, my balls, my ass, my chest, my shoulder, and my back. I was basically still in a daze, and let them do whatever they wanted with me.
When I felt a bare thigh press against mine, I knew it was Kathy. She pressed her pussy against mine, and I felt her pubic hair rubbing my leg. I reached down and squeezed her bare ass, feeling the smooth flesh mold to whatever shape I wanted it to, and then snap back into place when I released it. When I reached up and groped her tit over her t-shirt, she pulled off the shirt and her bra, and was now naked. Her tits were bigger than I expected, and still were firm and cone-shaped.
Kim and Valerie both removed their shirts and bras, and I was now able to admire and compare all three of my aunts' complexly naked breasts. They were all the same pale color, and all had the same pinkish-brown shade of areolas, but the areolas were all different sizes, in proportion to their breast sizes. Kim's B-cup sized breasts jutted out nicely, and in their own way may have been the nicest pair. But Valerie's were just so large and round, with a nice little slope to them, that they took the prize.
Kim, and then Valerie, unzipped their pants and pulled them down. Kim was wearing satin lavender panties. Valerie's were also satin, but white. "Do you like our underpants?" Slurred Valerie. She modeled her panties. As I said she was a tad heavy-hipped, but somehow seeing the buxom mature woman shake her butt at me with those silky white panties with the lacy waistband over her large butt made her even sexier. Kim then modeled her panties, spreading her legs in sort of a half-sexy, half-slutty pose.
They yanked off the panties, and I noticed that all three sisters had identical looking pubic hair. All three had big wild patches of strawberry-blonde pubic hair, completely untrimmed. They looked really good to me.
I was leaning on the kitchen island, with Kathy on my left, Kim on my right, and Valerie standing between them. Kathy and Kim were rubbing their pussies up and down on my thighs, like humping dogs. I could feel their coarse pubic hair against my leg. I grabbed their nice asses and pulled them close. Valerie kissed me, and I began roaming my hands over all three pairs of tits and hard nipples. The women took turns stroking my hard cock and balls.
Each moment realized another of my dreams coming true. Valerie dropped to her knees and wrapped her lips around my dick head. She slowly sucked up and down on the shaft, her saliva lubricating it. Her long blonde hair tickled my groin area as her head bobbed on me. I worked my hands around to Kathy and Kim's pussies, and combed my hair through their thick pubes, then rubbed their mounds. I slid a middle finger into each of their warm slits, and fingered them in unison.
The drunken girls started switching places, taking turns sucking me. Aunt Kathy was good. She liked to lick the head, and lick down my shaft and even lick my balls.
But I think that Kim gave the best blowjob. I could hear the sounds of her lips sloshing up and down along my shaft. She was going down on me when I lost it. I didn't know what to say, I just sort of said, "Uh," right before I unloaded. But Kim didn't complain, she just took it all in her mouth and swallowed it. She stood up and wiped some of my jizm off of her lips and chin.
Someone suggested that we sit down, and I landed on the couch between Kim and Valerie. I continued fingering them and rubbing their thighs, and stroking their tits. Kathy sucked on me to get me hard again, not that I really ever got soft. I also leaned over and sucked on Kim and Valerie's tits, which certainly helped to get me aroused again. I hadn't had enough experience to know how women react to sex, but it seemed to me that I got similar reactions from the three sisters. The way they'd turn when I sucked their hard nipples, for example, or the soft moans and purring that they were emitting, were very similar. I wondered if it was from similar environment, or hereditary. But I didn't spend too much time wondering about it, just enjoying it.
Kathy straddled my lap and gave me a sort of lap dance, rubbing her crotch against mine. I could feel her pussy hair tickling my dick head as she slowly humped me. Her long smooth thighs were wrapped around me, and her tits were inches from my face. Without warning, my cock head simply slipped inside her pussy, and Kathy deliberately slid down onto me. Her pussy was lubricated and warm, as she slowly bucked her hips in and out. Just like that, I was fucking Aunt Kathy.
Kathy kept fucking me faster and faster, as I sucked her little tittes, and fingered my other two aunts. Kathy started whimpering in my ear and squeezing me. She bounced me all over the couch, but kept my cock in her pussy. She grunted loudly in my ear, shuddered, and came, just as I shot a load of cum into her pussy.
Kim said, "It's about time you finished,"
Kathy panted, "I thought that was pretty fast!" She sighed and gave me a big kiss before climbing off of me.
Valerie said, "Brandon, can you do two of us at a time?"
Kathy said, "Show him what you mean." Valerie got on her knees on the floor, resting her elbows on the couch. She directed me to kneel behind her, and I worked my still-hard dick into her pussy from behind. Then Kim stood in front of me, straddling her sister, and thrust her muff into my face. I took the hint, grabbing her ass and finding her slit with my tongue. I had to lean over a little, but I managed to eat Kim while fucking Valerie. My hands roamed from Valerie's hips to her hanging tits, up over Kim's tits. I humped quickly into Valerie, her ass cheeks shaking as I slapped into them. Valerie started whimpering, then squealing, and eventually had a loud orgasm.
Kim asked me to lie on the carpet, and when I had obeyed, she climbed on me and slid her pussy down over my cock. Kathy also straddled me, sitting on my face. I didn't mind tasting my own cum, I was just glad for the opportunity to have my face buried in her pubic hair, and having her nice thighs wrapped around my face. Kim and Kathy got into a rhythm, and I could hear them both panting and moaning.
Valerie knelt beside me to my right, and I squeezed her big tits. With my left hand I alternately squeezed Kathy's little tits and Kim's medium-sized tits. But I soon had competition. The girls were feeling each other's tits. Kim felt her sister Kathy's tits in front of her, and Valerie felt Kim's tits. So as I fucked Kim and ate Kathy and fondled Valerie, my aunts fondled each other. Valerie reached between Kim's legs as she fucked me, and apparently found her clit, just above where my cock was, and rubbed it. It sent loud squeals out of Kim's mouth, and she clamped her thighs around me hard. It was shortly after that that Kim came, and I came again, too.
I thought that I was finished now; my cock was starting to go limp, and my balls ached. But Valerie wanted to get fucked again. She had me sit on the couch, and she knelt between my legs. She arched her back, lifted her two big tits, wrapped them around my cock, and started moving her chest up and down. Watching my aunt tit fuck me got me around and hard again. Valerie lied down on the kitchen table, of all places, and had me stand between her legs and fuck her. I watched her big tits bobbling all over as she lied on the table, being thrown back with each of my hard thrusts. Kathy and Kim stood on either side of me, and I felt them all over and fingered them.
After Valerie came, Kathy laid down on the floor, and I climbed between her legs and gave her fuck in the missionary position. This was actually the most intimate position of the night for me. I felt more of a bond with Kathy, more romantically entwined, as she held me between her legs and arms, whimpering in my ear, getting in a rhythm with me. When she came, Kim also laid on her back, and I climbed on my aunt and fucked her until we both came.
Now we were all done, and the women gathered their clothes and slipped upstairs to crash. I didn't sleep much. The next morning my aunts looked a little hung-over and embarrassed, but nobody voiced any regrets. On the contrary, when Aunt Kathy left to drive home, I gave her a hug, and she gave me a kiss, and quietly said, "Thank you. We should get together again soon." And when their kids weren't around, Aunt Valerie and Aunt Kim suggested the same thing.
THE END
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I joined a rock band my senior year of high school. It was the first band for most of us, and we weren't that great for a bunch of eighteen-year-olds. But we all had the usual dreams of fame, fortune, and chicks. The first couple of practices were at my house, but after that it was nearly always at Steve's house. One reason for that was because Steve's mom seemed to actually enjoy having us there making noise in her basement. Another reason was that I encouraged it, because I actually enjoyed being around Steve's mom.
Mrs. Kegal was just divorced fairly recently. She is a career woman with a degree, but sometimes she acted a little silly and ditsy, it seemed to me. As the mother of an eighteen-year-old, she had some miles on her - well into her forties certainly, maybe even older. She had sort of an attractive face despite a few wrinkles. Her eyes were brown, and she had stylish teased strawberry blonde hair that didn't quite reach her shoulders, that was usually in need of combing by the time of the evening that I got there. She was a couple of inches shorter than me, maybe 5' 5" tall. Frankly, she wasn't someone that would normally be considered striking or a "babe". But she had two distinctive features that always caught my attention: her left tit, and her right tit.
On this Friday night, as it had several other times, it started before I ever got to the basement rehearsal area. I arrived at the front door with my guitar, and, as Steve was already down in the basement, Mrs. Kegal let me in, wearing a tight thin beige sweater. She had a couple of similar ones she wore often, that clung to her big tits, and cut way down in a "V", practically down to her bra, actually showing some of her ample cleavage. As I wiped my feet off by the door, I watched her jiggle back to the couch, where she sat and folded laundry. As she made small talk to me, she leaned over, showing cleavage spilling out of her sweater and bra, and I took my time cleaning my shoes.
As she often does, she was wearing some really tight black stretchy pants, spandex maybe or possibly cotton. I don't even know if she had the right figure for those; her butt wasn't all that little. I mean she had a slim waist for a mom, which made her tits look big, but she had a tad bit of a wide butt. You could easily see her panty lines through the skin-tight fabric, and her butt jiggling when she walked. I caught the other guys looking at her rear-end a couple of times. But we never talked about it, even when Steve wasn't around. I wasn't going to admit to my friends that I found any of their moms arousing.
She was sorting her own underwear. My teen eyes bounced from her cleavage to her pile of colorful panties, and a couple of HUGE empty bras of various pastels. They seemed gigantic to me, lying there on the couch in front of her with the cups flattened out, but then I looked at her tits and I could see that she had plenty to fill those cups with. I know that she was a working single mom and had precious little time for housekeeping. Yet it seemed a little odd to me that she would so often have her underwear out on display when she knew that several teenaged males were coming over.
I saw one thing I hadn't noticed before. There was a glass of wine on the coffee table in front of her.
About thirty minutes into the rehearsal, Mrs. Kegal came down to the basement. She was always around at practices, and seemed to use any excuse to come down when we were rehearsing. Sometimes she had questions for Steve, sometimes she'd bring down snacks and pop, but often she just came down to listen. That's when I would sometimes have trouble concentrating on my guitar playing, as I got aroused by the way she dressed.
Tonight that thin beige sweater showed every seam of her big bra. The fabric seemed painted to her chest as her heavy wide tits hung down a little from their own weight. The sweater scooped down to expose the top of her cleavage. That's when I really caught Jim and Ronnie staring at her. They looked at her as she bounced down the stairs, and when she leaned over to put the drinks and snacks down on the table, they peered right into her top at her exposed cleavage.
She gave us all sexy smiles as she stood leaning on a metal poles that supported the ceiling. At the start of one fast song, Mrs. Kegal started dancing in front of us. Perhaps that glass of wine put her in a more chipper mood than usual.
As she danced, her cleavage jumped out of her bra and blouse. I could both see Jim and Ronnie staring at her bouncing tits and shaking ass, as I was. She gave Steve a smile and a wink. He just smiled and shook his head a little. She moved her shoulders back and forth, and kicked her legs up a few times.
After the song ended, Jim, our tall singer and guitarist with the long blonde hair, said, "Nice dancing, Mrs. Kegal." Us other boys all mumbled in agreement.
"I'm your number one groupie!" Mrs. Kegal laughed. The other guys grinned silently at her.
"Do you even know what that word means, Mom?" Asked Steve.
"Yes, I grew up in the sixties, Steve," she laughed, although I wasn't sure what that meant.
"You should come to our shows and get everybody up dancing," commented Ronnie, the bass player.
"On TV they always show a woman in the front row flashing her boobs at the band," Mrs. Kegal continued. "Maybe I should flash my boobs at your next show."
"OK," Jim said, with a smile on his face.
"Yeah, fine with us," Ronnie agreed. I just smiled, but I was getting a hard-on watching Steve's mom dance and flirt and talk dirty to us, talking about showing us those big boobs.
"Mmmm," was Mrs. Kegal's reply to that, smiling. "Play 'Come On Over' now," she said, requesting our original song.
"We're kind of tired of that one. We're working on a new song," I said.
"Ohh!" She replied, with a pouting expression. Then she smiled and said, "If you do "Come On Over," I'll flash you." The band members all looked at each other and grinned, even Steve.
I don't know if anyone took her seriously, but Jim started playing 'Come On Over,' and the rest of us eagerly jumped in. Mrs. Kegal stood in front of the band, smiling through the first verse, dancing in place, causing her "boobs" to shake again. Then she grabbed the hem of her sweater, with her elbows sticking out to the sides, and started to lift.
Mrs. Kegal's bare midriff came into view. She bunched up her top with her fingers, and I could see her fingers grab the bottoms of her bra cups. With one quick movement, Steve's mom lifted her top and bra up, and her big tits fell out. She held her top and bra over her tits, arched her back, and stuck her bare tits out at us. Her tits were white, almost transparent, and hung down a little. They were topped with large brown areolas.
I glanced over at the other guys. Jim and Ronnie, on guitar and bass, had big grins on their faces as they stared at Mrs. Kegal's tits. Steve, on drums, had eyes as big as saucers, and his jaw hung open.
Steve's mom smiled and shook her tits. I couldn't believe how much they bobbled and jiggled. I thought she'd cover up again, but she just kept showing them as we played. It was hard to concentrate on our playing. We made a lot of mistakes, but just played through them.
Mrs. Kegal pulled her sweater over her head, through her hair, and dropped it on the floor. Then she reached back and unhooked her bra, and dropped it. She proudly danced completely topless, with a big smile on her face. I could see a red line from where the bottom of her bra had dug into her flesh, and her tits hung down over that in front. At first they mostly swayed back and forth and around. Then she seemed to purposely bounce around to make them fly in all directions, as she put her hands in the air and thrust her chest in and out. Her torso was pretty pale, but her tits seemed even whiter and shone like beacons, maybe because her chest and face had obviously seen more sun.
When the song came to an end, I tried to keep it going to watch Mrs. Kegal's tits more, but the other guys weren't thinking clearly enough for that, and it stopped at its natural conclusion. We three guitarists whistled and applauded our drummer's mom for her thrilling performance. "Wooo! Alright Mrs. Kegal!" shouted Ronnie. Jim and I applauded. Steve actually laughed at his mom's show.
Mrs. Kegal let out a little "Wooo!" Herself, giving her tits one last shake. She looked a little flushed. Her expression was one of surprise, like she amazed herself that she did that. But she didn't seem embarrassed at being topless in front a group of her son's friends, or immediately try to cover up as I feared. She said, "Now play 'You'll Be The One', and I'll keep dancing." So we immediately launched into the medium-tempo rocker.
Mrs. Kegal stood right in front of Jim as he sang, and shook her tits in the face of the tall guitarist with the long blonde hair. She stood next to him, and pressed her tits into his right shoulder. Jim was wearing a tight tee shirt, and I watched as Mrs. Kegal rubbed her hard nipples against his bare arm. As she did this she pressed her crotch into his leg, and rubbed up and down on him, humping him like a dog. Then she reached behind him with her left hand and grabbed his ass. Jim just grinned and tried to keep singing and playing.
Mrs. Kegal did the same thing to Ronnie, our bassist, who was about my height, and like me, a fairly skinny kid with brown hair parted at the side and bangs nearly covering his eyes. She also reached down with her right hand and groped his crotch! He held his low-strapped bass to the side for better access, a clear sign that he enjoyed it.
Then Mrs. Kegal moved over to me, and pressed her tits into my arm. She smiled at me as I felt her naked tit flesh rub against my bare arm, her long hard nipple jabbing my flesh. She put her face right up to mine, and kissed me on the lips. As I kissed back, she opened her mouth and slid her tongue into my mouth. I French kissed her as she rubbed against me. She grabbed my ass and massaged it, then reached around felt my hard cock.
She moved back to where her son Steve was drumming on his stool. Her tits were eye-level with him, and he looked sideways at her as she shook her tits right in his face. She stood behind him, held her tits in her hand, and wrapped them around his head. Steve had a big smile as his mom rubbed her tits all over his head. He turned sideways, and clamped his lips on her right nipple. Mrs. Kegal pressed forward and let him suck on her tits. She reached down and rubbed his crotch.
I began to suspect that Steve's relationship with his mom must've been a little unusual.
Mrs. Kegal danced back to the guitarists and knelt in front of Jim. As he played his guitar, she unzipped his pants, and pulled out his hard cock. Ronnie and I moved closer to them to see what she was doing. She stroked Jim's cock for a minute, then left it sticking out. Jim was on my left, and Ronnie was on my right. It was sorta funny watching him playing guitar with is hard cock out.
Mrs. Kegal passed by me, stood in front of Ronnie, and whipped out his hard cock. She jerked him off for a minute, them moved in front of me. I could feel her reaching under my low-slung guitar, unzipping my pants, reaching in, and pulling out my stiff cock. She slid her fingers up and down my shaft, and I pretty much stopped playing guitar, and just held the guitar to my side with my right hand. Then she dropped to her knees right in front of me. She leaned forward, and wrapped her lips around my cock head. I looked down to see Mrs. Kegal's lips stretched around my red cock, sucking up and down on the shaft. It felt great, and I arched my back to thrust the cock out at her. I could feel her wet lips pulling on me and then sliding back down, her hair tickling my hips and thighs.
While sucking me, she motioned for Jim and Ronnie to get closer. She reached out, and grabbed both of their cocks, and jerked them off while blowing me.
Groupie was right! She was taking on three cocks at once, while we were still playing our guitars!
I couldn't contain myself anymore, and abruptly came, right in Mrs. Kegal's mouth. She didn't seem angry or surprised; she simply swallowed my cum like it was ice cream.
I staggered back and sat on my amplifier, as the rest of the band finally finished the marathon song. Mrs. Kegal stood up, but kept jerking the other guys. "THIS is what groupies do," she explained. "I'm your groupie, boys, do whatever you want to me, all night!" She loudly exclaimed.
Steve stood and walked around from his drum set. Jim and Ronnie were too horny to worry about him, but I wondered what he'd do or say to his mom, or us. Jim began to fondle Mrs. Kegal's right tit. But Ronnie didn't seem to know what to do with it. He gave her left tit a couple of light taps, like he was afraid it was going to bite him. Then he lightly slapped it a few times. "It's hard!" he exclaimed.
"No, it's soft!" Countered Steve. "See?" He put his hand on his mom's left tit, lifting and jiggling it, and squeezing the flesh through his fingers. Mrs. Kegal said nothing, just smiled. This was getting even weirder!
So Jim and Ronnie, seemingly with her son's permission, then freely felt Mrs. Kegal's big tits, each putting both of their hands on one of her big mammaries. Mrs. Kegal moaned, arching her back. They lifted and kneaded each of them, lifted them, successfully tried to make them bounce and jiggle, and tweaked and tugged on her nipples.
While still feeling her tits, Ronnie placed his other hand on Mrs. Kegal's ass, and groped it over her tight pants. Then Jim put his hand on her crotch and rubbed her protruding spandex-covered pussy mound. Ronnie slid his hand inside her pants and panties, and squeezed her bare ass. Jim put his hand inside her front, and caressed her mound inside her panties.
"Take my pants off. Strip me, boys," the horny mom requested. Ronnie and Jim finally put down their guitars, and pulled her pants and panties down together, and revealed her light-brown pubic hair that covered her pussy. I'd never seen a naked woman before, except on the Internet. Did all older women have pussies this hairy, or did Mrs. Kegal leave it natural from "growing up in the sixties," as she'd earlier said?
The boys resumed feeling her naked pussy and her very white ass, which may have been a little large, but her cheeks were pretty round, and I enjoyed looking at it. From the positioning of Jim's hand I knew he'd inserted his middle finger in her pussy, causing her to moan.
I wasn't going to miss out on this! I stood back up, leaving my wet cock hanging out of my pants, and stood slightly behind Mrs. Kegal's left side, reached in with my left hand, and felt her left tit. It was an amazing sensation, a marvel of nature. It was at once firm and heavy, and soft and pliable.
With my right hand I grabbed her left ass cheek. It had some of the same qualities as her tit, in that it was both heavier and harder than I'd expected, but soft and squishy and jiggly. My cock was still out, and again quite stiff, and as I reached in it poked Mrs. Kegal in the butt cheek. She looked back at it, and stuck her rear out. I took the hint, moved slightly to my right, and let my dick head goose her just a little. That was a near-orgasmic feeling right there, my cock sliding just at the edge of her ass crack, my pelvis making contact with her two soft naked cheeks, like a hot dog lying in a bun.
Mrs. Kegal then knelt, and alternately sucked on Jim's and Ronnie's cocks, much like she had mine, with much ferocity. And much like me, each of them came in her mouth rather quickly.
While the cocksucking was going on, I watched while sitting on my guitar amplifier. When Mrs. Kegal finished swallowing Jim and Ronnie's cum, she wiped her mouth, stood up, and looked at me sitting on my amp.
My amp has the power and the two speakers built into one unit. It's about as tall as the top of my knee, and it's built really sturdy. I was sitting on the edge of it sideways, with my cock still out of my pants. Mrs. Kegal approached me, looking at my hard dick. Without a word, she grabbed the waistbands of my pants and shorts, and yanked them down. I lifted my butt off the amp for a moment, and she pulled them all the way off of my feet, leaving me bottomless. She turned her back to me, sticking her white ass in my face. She spread her legs wide, and then dropped her bare bottom down on my bare lap.
I grabbed Mrs. Kegal's fleshy waist. She reached between her legs, grabbed my cock, and aimed it at her pussy. She lowered her torso down on it, and the head slid into her pussy, which was very lubricated and slippery. She wiggled down, and my whole cock was swallowed up into her pussy. Just like that, I was fucking a grown woman for the first time!
Mrs. Kegal's knees did most of the work. She bounced up and down on my lap, keeping her back straight, doing squats on me. Her tits were jiggling, and I couldn't resist the urge to reach around her and squeeze them. Then I leaned back on the amp and just let her go at it, using her knees to rapidly bounce on me.
Jim and Ronnie approached us to watch. Mrs. Kegal motioned them closer, and she took each of their cocks in her hands, and gave them hand jobs while she fucked me.
The feeling of the lubricated fuck box sliding up and down on my throbbing cock was an even greater feeling than I'd ever imagined it would be. Mrs. Kegal's love canal was wider than my pussy, but I could feel her tighten her pussy around it, and it felt plenty tight to me.
Mrs. Kegal didn't hold back. She was panting and whimpering as she bounced like a basketball. She started grunting, sounding to me like a crude older lady, but it turned me on that she was enjoying fucking me so much. "UH! UNNG! Hunngg!"
Even though this would be my second orgasm of the night, it didn't take me long to cum up into her. Her reply was "Hummmmph!" "OWWWWW!" She thrashed around on my torso, shaking the sturdy amplifier. Then she stiffened up, and fell back onto me.
Mrs. Kegal climbed off of me. My butt was sore from the hard amp, so I stood up. Mrs. Kegal took my place on the edge of the amplifier, panting and perspiring. But it didn't take her long to call, "C'mon, Ronnie, over here." She spread her legs wide and leaned her elbows back on the amplifier.
Ronnie obediently stood between her legs with his cock out. Mrs. Kegal seized it and guided it into her pink glistening pussy. Ronnie had to lean over himself and put his hands behind Mrs. Kegal on the amplifier, to get the proper balance to fuck his friend's mom. His cock slid in slowly, and his first few pumps were slow. But once he smiled and got comfortable, he thrust faster and harder.
I liked the way Mrs. Kegal's big tits sloped back as she rested on her elbows. They jiggled and shook each time Ronnie pumped her. Her thighs also shook and jiggled with each thrust. Mrs. Kegal's eyes were open, looking up at Ronnie with a dirty smirk on her face, occasionally wincing when he trust his cock particularly hard.
It didn't take Ronnie long to cum either, apparently. After some rapid fire humping, he slowed, and slowly pulled out, with no complaining from Mrs. Kegal.
Jim was sitting on Steve's drum stool. Mrs. Kegal got up and approached him. "OK, big boy, down with those trousers!" She ordered. Jim obliged, dropping his pants all the way off. Mrs. Kegal grabbed a drumstick, and put the butt end up to her pussy. Fortunately, it was a brand new stick, with a slippery lacquer finish and no splinters. She took Jim's hand and placed it on the stick, allowing the longhaired singer/guitarist to slowly work it in and out of her twat, while she reached over and jerked off Jim.



Mrs. Kegal removed the drumstick from her pussy. "I'm ready for something fatter," she said. She spread her legs, and moved closer to Jim, wrapping her thighs around him, sitting on his lap on the drum throne. She slipped her pussy around his cock, wrapped her arms around Jim's slender back, and humped him.
While fucking Mrs. Kegal, Jim buried his face in her chest, nuzzling and munching on her tits. His hands went down to her ass, which was thrusting in and out towards Jim, an impressive sight from my vantage point behind the horny mom.
Mrs. Kegal stopped fucking, and then turned around. She leaned her ass back at Jim, and then continued fucking, with her back to Jim. She placed her hands on her knees, and bounced back on Jim. Mrs. Kegal's big tits hung down, and they swayed back and forth as she fucked rapidly. Some times her tits danced in unison, and sometimes separately from each other.
Steve was standing next to me, watching his mom fuck. "Are you okay with this?" I asked my band mate.
"I found out not too long ago that when Mom was in college before she met Dad, she went through a hippie "free love" period. I guess since she divorced Dad, she's got the urge to go crazy again. She's pretty wild, huh?"
Mrs. Kegal called to Ronnie and Me, and we approached her. At her coaxing, we each grabbed one of her white pendulous udders and milked them. While still leaning over fucking Jim, she reached out and grabbed our sticky cocks and got them stiff again.
"Oh, Yea!" was Mrs. Kegal's response. With every other thrust back at Jim, she inhaled and let out a hoarse grunt. Perspiration was dripping off of her face as her mussed-up hair hung down. "Huh! Huh! Huh!" She puffed.
"OOOHH! She screamed. And then again. And Again. "AHHHH!" Instead of thrusting straight back, she seemed to alternately thrust slightly to the left, and then to the right. We could hear the "shika shika shicka" sounds of her slurpy pussy, and the "slap slap slap" sounds of her ass meeting Jim's pelvis.
"UUHHNNG!" she wailed, shuddering and thrashing. Finally she slowed down, and stopped altogether, sitting back on Jim's lap, still impaled on his cock, as they both panted.
There was a slight pause in the action. But I was hard and horny again, and hoping for more. I left my cock out, and kept looking over at Steve's mom.
Mrs. Kegal saw me with my hard cock out, and said, "Scott, are you ready for more already?"
"If you are," I replied.
"What about you, Ronnie?"
"I'm up for it - literally," he said.
Mrs. Kegal stood, took my hand, and led me back to my amplifier. "Let's see how long YOU can stand leaning back on that hard amp," she chuckled. She sat me down on the edge of my amp. "Lean Back," she ordered.
Mrs. Kegal stroked my dick a few more times. "I think it needs to be a little more ready," she diagnosed. She knelt between my legs. I thought she was going to suck me again. But instead she leaned her chest over me, plopped her tits down on my crotch, and wrapped my cock in her cleavage. She held her two hooters together around it, and shook them up and down rapidly around my cock.
"Wow," Ronnie said as he watched me get tit fucked my Mrs. Kegal. I probably would have come that way pretty soon, but Mrs. Kegal stopped after a minute.
Mrs. Kegal, spread her legs around me, as I leaned back on my elbows, and she sat down on my cock. She lowered herself on it, and it felt just as good as the first time a few minutes ago, if a little sloppier. She put her hands on the amp behind me, and fucked me on top. Her tits were hanging in my face, and I grabbed her left nipple with my mouth.
Steve, who had only been watching since the early rounds, now began unbuckling his belt. "I'm gonna get me some of that ass!" he announced.
"Oh, Steve," was all that his mother said. Her son yanked his pants all the way off, and he stroked his dick rapidly for a minute. Then he stood behind his mother, and aimed his dick head at her ass crack.
"Scott," Mrs. Kegal said to me, seeing what Steve was up to, "You're going to have to lay all the way back for this." I lied back on the amp. The center of the amp hand a vinyl handle on it, which stuck up into my back, but it wasn't so bad.
Steve pushed his mother down on top of me. I felt her weight fall on me, and her bare tits mash against my chest as I fucked her. I had to keep my legs spread for balance. Our naked chests were stuck together with sweat.
Steve began working his cock into his mom's asshole. This caused her to grunt loudly in my ear. "UNNNG!" We got out of fucking rhythm as he worked his cock into her asshole, just an inch from where my cock was entering her pussy. Finally he was all the way in. We worked at a rhythm for a while, and finally got going pretty good again. I could see Steve, standing above us, leaning forward with a hand on the bench, buttfucking his mom.
Mrs. Kegal managed to lean up on her right elbow. She called for Ronnie to approach her from her left, my right. She opened her mouth, and my bassist thrust his hips forward to stick his cock into it. I could hear the sucking sounds as Mrs. Kegal blew him.
Jim stood to my left, Mrs. Kegal's right. Somehow she managed to get her right hand up, balancing herself by lying on my chest, and stroked Jim's dick.
Now Mrs. Kegal was satisfying all four band members' cocks. It was weird, but I found it erotic that she was acting so slutty.
All four of us guys were panting and moaning. Mrs. Kegal was moaning and grunting, but the cock in her mouth muffled the sound. "MMMphh! MRRRPLLLFPH!"
I think Steve was the first to cum, up his mother's asshole. I shot my wad up into her pussy, and just lied there while the others finished. Ronnie shot his jizm into her mouth, some of it dribbling down her chin. Then Mrs. Kegal turned to Jim, and blew him. Finally he came in her mouth, and I watched her lick his cock clean.
The other three guys backed away, but Mrs. Kegal lied on my chest, panting. I was okay with that.
Finally Mrs. Kegal got up and staggered around the room looking for her clothes. "I think I'll go take a long bath and have a glass of wine," she announced.
"Can we have some wine, too, Mom?" Steve asked.
"Oh, no, Steve," she replied. "I don't want to corrupt you boys."
THE END.
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CHAPTER 1
It took a few weeks for Kurt to work out the plan in his mind. His first inspiration was while watching "YourVids" internet videos taken with cell phones in various high school classrooms, of teachers losing their temper with unruly students. Kurt and his friends, Leo, Rod, and Jake, all thought they were funny, and talked about making cell phone videos like that. Then they found more cell phone videos of teachers just walking around campus, getting into cars, and sitting at their desks. Boring, but it made Kurt think of Mrs. Fine, his English teacher.
Mrs. Fine may have been a couple years past her ultimate prime to a teenaged boy, but the bored eighteen-year-old senior spent every seventh period staring at and fantasizing about the mature woman that paraded around the front of the class. A pretty, tall, slender, wife and mother with short dark-brown hair and legs to die for, Mrs. Fine was about the sexiest, classiest woman Kurt could imagine. There were a couple of teachers in his school that were younger and bustier, but Mrs. Fine exuded class, elegance, and sex appeal like no other. Many of Kurt's after-school masturbation sessions were filled with sordid fantasies of her that would make a whore blush.
Kurt and his friends were not the best students. In fact, their permanent records were filled with detentions, bad grades, insubordination, and numerous other academic crimes and misdemeanors. Through their teen years they had encouraged and pushed each other into bad behavior and outrageous antics. Somehow they were all close to graduating in the spring, barely, but their individual and collective insolence and disruptions had frustrated dozens of teachers and other faculty members, raising several teacher's blood pressure each year, as they took pleasure in harassing them in class. Somehow someone had made the mistake of placing all four of them, along with a large group of bad eggs, into one Senior English class with Mrs. Fine.
So it wasn't much of a risk, in Kurt's horny mind, when he started whipping out his cell phone during Mrs. Fine's class and subtly making videos of her at the front of the class. After a few successful videos of her legs and torso, he got bolder; following her down the hall and taping her jiggling ass; got a nice downblouse as she leaned over and assisted another student, showing a little of her cleavage spilling out of a white bra; and other close-ups of her legs and ass and tits. Soon Kurt's hard drive contained an extensive collection of jerk-off videos of his favorite teacher.
Kurt of course showed the videos to his buddies, who all had similar lust for Mrs. Fine. It was Jake who suggested to Kurt that he upload some of the sexy videos to the "YourVids" Internet repository and share them with the world.
"I thought about it," Kurt explained to Jake and his other two friends. "But that would be the end of it once somebody blew the whistle. Why ruin a good thing? I'm still trying to get a video up her skirt."
"Let's blackmail her; tell her we'll put the videos on YourVids if she doesn't pass us," suggested Leo, who was definitely getting a failing grade in English.
That night Kurt, while watching the videos of Mrs. Fine and jerking off, thought about what Leo had said. What if we had some REALLY GOOD video of Mrs. Fine? Would she succumb to blackmail? It was pretty farfetched and certainly risky, but the idea aroused him, and he couldn't get the thought out of his mind. Kurt spent the next several days fantasizing of sexual blackmail, making Mrs. Fine do naughty things to him. The fantasy soon became a plan.
"Now, if we could get her to do something that would get her fired on video, THAT might work!" Kurt told the other three teens. "We've pissed off PLENTY of teachers enough over the years that they did things that would've gotten them fired if we'd had evidence. Get her to hit a student or something."
"I don't think Mrs. Fine would ever hit a student," argued Rod. "She's not real strict, but she's generally got control of the class. She's not some first-year teacher."
"She's not ALWAYS in control," countered Jake. "I've seen her lose her temper with us."
"If anybody could piss her off that much, it's us," laughed Kurt. "She does have a short fuse sometimes."
It was a long shot, just a fantasy really in Kurt's mind, but just several days later, the four boys had been particularly disruptive in Mrs. Fine's class, egging all of the male members of the class to clown around. When the bell rang, Mrs. Fine told the girls to leave, but kept all of the boys late. With a dozen boys sitting before a red-faced Mrs. Fine, she ripped into them, threatening everything from failing them to keeping them from graduating to detentions - all while Kurt held his cell phone under his desk videotaping her.
Rod, sitting in the first row right in front of the standing teacher, knew that Kurt was videotaping this rant from behind him, just as they'd hoped for, and he decided to show off by totally disrespecting his hot teacher. He started with an insolent smirk and arrogant body language, which caused the already disturbed teacher to get more furious. Her face got redder when she saw that she wasn't intimidating the boys in the least, and Rod was even mocking her. Rod had his hand on his crotch, and started rubbing his dick over his loose pants until he got an obvious hardon in his boxers, and licking his licks. None of this could be seen by Kurt's camera, but Mrs. Fine knew Rod was being sexual, and as Rod opened his mouth and swirled his tongue around and flitted it back and forth like he was performing oral sex, Mrs. Fine lost control. She slapped Kurt hard.
"You sick bastard!" she swore at the smirking teen.
Leo and Jake laughed. So did Kurt, but he concentrated on his videotape, not believing his luck that he'd captured the veteran teacher's physical attack on her student.
"Get out. GET OUT! You little shits!" Mrs. Fine shouted, her voice cracking, as if she were ready to cry.
The boys stood up and began walking out.
Before they could even reached the door, Mrs. Fine had regained some composure. "I'm sorry I hit you, Rod," she mumbled.
"You'll be sorrier," Rod smirked before sauntering out the door.
CHAPTER 2
It was too good to be true, Kurt thought, as he downloaded the video to his hard drive at home and watched it. Mrs. Fine would get fired for this. Swearing at and hitting a student, who from the camera's angle appeared to just be silently sitting there. Kurt could get her fired.
But why? So he could stare at some ugly substitute teacher the rest of the semester? Kurt had a love/hate thing with Mrs. Fine. She could be a bitch, just another detested authority figure, but she was a BABE!
Blackmail. Money. Passing grades. Hot teacher. This might work! Kurt worked out further details and shared them with his three friends. That night, using an anonymous email address, he emailed the video to Mrs. Fine's school email address, with a subject of "YourVids". "Mrs. Fine, you NEED to know about this. Watch it and don't tell anyone. I'll be in touch," was the only text.
Kurt waited a full day, enough time for Mrs. Fine to open and watch the video privately. Then he emailed her again. "Did you enjoy the video? Would you like us to post this on YourVids? Answer me, yes or no."
Late that night, Kurt checked his email. He heart raced when he saw a reply from Mrs. Fine's address. Her reply was short. "No, please don't share this with anyone. I'm sorry it happened."
Kurt countered with another email. "We all know there's no doubt you'd be fired if this became public, don't we? That you won't find another teaching job. Don't bother arguing."
Just moments later, another reply arrived from Kurt's English teacher. "What do you want?"
"For one, you have to give us passing grades."
"Who are you?"
"You don't know who we are. You may suspect, but you don't know for sure."
"How can I pass you if you don't tell me your names?"
Was she considering the blackmail, or just fishing for names, wondered Kurt. "You pass everybody this semester, in all of your classes."
The emails had been in rapid succession, but now there was a pause. Kurt tried to go to sleep, but two hours later he got up and checked his email again. Another reply from the leggy teacher.
"What else do you want? Money?"
"No money. Do you own a thong?"
There was no reply. After thirty minutes, Kurt sent a follow-up email. "Don't EVER ignore me! It was a simple question. Do you own a pair of thong panties? All we've ever seen you wear to school are full sized panties."
The next reply came quickly. "Yes."
"Wear them to school tomorrow. With your blue sweater and navy pants, no pantyhose, no jacket" ordered Kurt. "Make no mistakes with me. You get no second chances, and you don't want to find out if I'm not bluffing." He left it at that, figured he'd pushed her enough, and went to bed.
CHAPTER 3
The next day, Kurt spotted Mrs. Fine in the hallway between classes. Damn, she was wearing her blues sweater and tight navy slacks! It's working!" Kurt got a hardon. But what about the thong? He didn't SEE any panty lines in the crowded halls, but he wasn't sure. Wait, is that black thongs bleeding through her navy pants? It looks like it!
It wasn't until Kurt's own afternoon seventh period class that the thong question was answered definitively. Mrs. Fine entered the room with an armful of papers, leaned over her desk to drop the papers down, and exposed the tops of her black thongs. It wasn't until later in the class, when students were turning in papers and milling about, that Kurt was able to sneak up behind Mrs. Fine as she sat at her desk leaning forward, and snapped off a quick video of her thongs sticking out of her slacks.
That night, Kurt emailed Mrs. Fine. "Very good! You looked real sexy in those tongs today! You should wear thongs every day! Keep cooperating and we'll keep suppressing the video that will ruin your life. What is your cell phone number? DON'T keep me waiting!"
Within minutes came Mrs. Fine's reply. "555-555-1212"
"Do you know how to text on your phone?"
"Yes."
"Good. On Monday, wear some colored thongs to school. If you don't have any, buy some. Wear them with your short pinstripe skirt and that red sweater. From the MINUTE you enter seventh period class, keep an eye on your cell phone, set the tone to pulsate, but READ MY TEXT MESSAGES IMMEDIATELY! If you do not FULLY COOPERATE AT ALL TIMES right away, the video will be made public Monday night! UNDERSTAND, MRS. FINE?"
"Yes" was the only answer.
On Monday, the other three boys reported to Kurt that Mrs. Fine was indeed wearing her tight, fairly short, pinstripe skirt and red sweater. Kurt sent her a text message. "What is on the agenda for seventh period?"
The reply was almost immediate. "A review of chapter 12. Then individual time to work on the assignment."
"Cool. Don't forget to keep your cell handy." Kurt couldn't wait until seventh period.
Immediately upon entering the room, Mrs. Fine again dropped her papers on her desk and exposed the tops of red thongs sticking out the back! Damn, this is too easy! There was a brief moment when she forgot to keep her cell phone nearby to receive Kurt's next text, but to Kurt's relief she remembered it before class started. "Sit on the desk during review. Keep your cell handy behind your book."
Kurt saw Mrs. Fine do as she said, keeping her cell phone open to view texts, as she sat down on her Formica desktop to go through review questions. Her tight skirt rose up to expose her long gorgeous legs to mid-thigh.
"Cross your legs," Kurt ordered via text. Mrs. Fine gave a startled glance down at her phone, and then crossed her right knee over her left, displaying a lot of her bare right thigh.
A few moments later, "Let your skirt ride up higher. More thigh." The English teacher hesitated only for a moment, but scooted around on her desk until her skirt showed most of her crossed right thigh. Her skirt was practically to her crotch, giving the whole class a sexy view of her long slender mature legs.
"Put your papers down, your covering too much!" Mrs. Fine put her book and paper down next to her on her desk, with the phone on top of them, giving an unobstructed view of her legs.
"Damn, your legs are hot! Uncross them." Mrs. Fine obeyed, trying to keep her legs together, but gave the briefest glimpse of her red panties.
"Let the skirt ride up. Spread your legs." Mrs. Fine allowed her legs to part just a bit, but with her skirt riding up so high, her red panty crotch was exposed to some of the students.
"Wider." There was a slight hesitation. Finally, the classy teacher relaxed her thighs and let her knees drift about twelve inches. Now practically the whole class could see her red silky panty crotch.
"MORE!" Mrs. Fine, her face as flushed as much as it had been when she slapped Leo, heaved an audible sigh, looked up at the ceiling, and let her knees slide a good two feet apart, scooting her butt forward for balance, and brazenly flashed the whole class a look at her silky red panties pulled tightly over her pubic mound. Even Kurt in the back could see the shape of her pubic hump, and a bonus, a clump of stray dark brown pubic hair sticking out of her lift side of her crotch.
"GREAT! SOOO HOT! Keep showing for the next fifteen minutes." With that Kurt stopped texting, and instead operated the camera on his cell, getting a nice clean video of his sexy high school teacher brazenly and obviously showing her panties to her whole class, her long bare legs wiggling occasionally from side to side, showing her crotch at different angles. Kurt could tell by a number of the other students' expressions and body language that they were staring up Mrs. Fine's skirt, too. There was an awkward tension in Mrs. Fine's voice, as she seemed to have trouble concentrating on what she was teaching.
At about the midpoint of the seventh period. Mrs. Fine completed the review portion of the class. With no further text orders from Kurt, she stood up, smoothed down her skirt, and wrote the assignment on the board, with her nice ass wiggling and her thong showing in back. As she sometimes does, Mrs. Fine said that she wanted each student to write one paragraph and bring it to her desk for immediate review. With that the red-faced teacher sat down in her chair behind her desk as the students worked on their papers individually.
Mrs. Fine leaned her weary head on her hands for five minutes, but then students began approaching her desk with their assignments. Mrs. Fine seemed to answer the questions in a composed manner and temporarily block her stress. The class started getting a bit unruly, with students talking with each other, but Mrs. Fine said nothing about it. Kurt saw Jake approach Mrs. Fine's desk and wait for a girl to finish with Mrs. Fine. Kurt joined Jake in the queue, standing to the side of Mrs. Fine. They both looked down at their teacher's protruding thong, and grinned at each other. In fact, they high-fived each other over their success at getting their sexy teacher to show her panties to them. Leo joined them up by the teacher, and the three of them clowned around behind their teacher at the front of the class while she attended to the girl student. Leo took out his cell phone and alternately videotaped Leo and Jake, and down Mrs. Fine's back and exposed thong.
When the girl left, Jake showed Mrs. Fine his paper. Mrs. Fine glanced back at Kurt and Leo, but quickly returned her attention to Jake as he crouched next to her to her left side, and showed her his paper. He rested his right arm on the back of her chair as she leaned forward. Then he moved his hand down to her lower back, touching the exposed flesh where her sweater had risen. To Kurt's relief, Mrs. Fine didn't seem to acknowledge her teen student's indiscreet touch, and Kurt videotaped Jake touching the top of her skirt.
Watching this also, Leo stood to Mrs. Fine's right side, leaned down, and subtly tugged on her thong sticking out of her skirt. He nervously moved his hand to her hip, wondering what he could get away with doing, as Kurt videotaped his movements. Jake, feeling Leo's hand playing with Mrs. Fine's thong, got more daring, too, and slid his right palm down inside her skirt, hooking his thumb on the outside of her skirt, resting his other four fingers down her skirt and grazing her bare ass crack.
Leo saw what Jake was doing, and battled Jake, pulling his hand out and inserting his own hand down into her skirt and felt her ass crack. Finally Mrs. Fine reached back and attempted to take Leo's hand out of her skirt without ever looking back, but finally gave up the battle.
When another girl approached the desk, Kurt ended his video session, got his friends' attention, and pushed them back to their desks.
Apparently when Mrs. Fine saw Rod approaching her desk again, she decided she would be safer amongst the class than behind the desk, so she stood up and chose to walk up and down the aisle and review the remaining students' assignments in that manner. But she found out she wasn't so safe from her students' hands, when she leaned over to help a girl in the back row, next to Kurt. As the tall teacher bent at the waist to read the girl's paper, Kurt couldn't resist the sexy skirt-clad ass that was staring him in the face. He reached out and placed his hand on it. Mrs. Fine flinched and glanced back at Kurt, but said and did nothing to rebuff his hand from squeezing her ass through her skirt.
With no resistance, Kurt found it irresistible to move his hand under the teacher's skirt, and squeeze her thong-clad ass. Damn, what an ass! It may be softer than a teenager's ass, but it held its shape nicely! Kurt glanced around the room. Besides his three friends, several other guys and possibly one or two girls saw him feeling their teacher with impunity.
Finally Mrs. Fine walked away from Kurt, without any more looks back at her teen assailant. Up at the front of the class, Mrs. Fine helped another boy, but it was Leo who made a point of standing up to throw away a paper, and on his way back to his desk helped himself to a handful of his teacher's ass.
At the end of class, the rest of the students filed out the door. Mrs. Fine gathered her papers, but when called, "Kurt?"
Kurt and the other three halted their exit, and all four approached the teacher.
Mrs. Fine looked at Kurt as he approached her by the front wall. The other three surrounded the teacher, who suddenly looked intimidated by the four teens around her. "Are you the one? Is it you four?"
Kurt, in an intimidating manner, approached his teacher, and stood directly in front of her, inches from her face. "Don't ever ask that again." He made a sudden move that made Mrs. Fine flinch, and grabbed her arms just above her elbows. He moved his face closer to hers. He tried to kiss his teacher.
Mrs. Fine threw her head back and only briefly turned her head. But once Kurt locked his lips on hers, she didn't resist further and her teen student wormed his tongue into her mouth. Kurt ran his right hand up Mrs. Fine's left breast, over her thin red sweater. The startled teacher inhaled and threw her chest out, but offered no other resistance as Kurt squeezed her breast and made out with her. When the sounds of other students approaching for the next class caught his attention, Kurt released his teacher, smirked at her, and calmly walked away with his friends.
CHAPTER 4



"Goddamn, you are so fucking hot, Jackie!" Kurt's email that night was the first where he disrespectfully called Mrs. Fine by her first name. "How did it feel having all those eyes on your exposed panties? How did you like having your students feeling you up?"
"Awful! Are you done humiliating me?"
"Hell no! You're doing great, Jackie, but there's more fun to be had! Tomorrow, wear that grey dress that scoops down in front. And shoes. Nothing else. No pantyhose. No BRA. NO PANTIES! Oh, you can wear the white pearl necklace that you usually wear with it. But I repeat, NO PANTIES.
"I can't do this! Please please PLEASE don't make me dress like that! I think I'd rather be fired. How many people have you told about the video?"
"OK, if you really want to know, there are four of us that know about the video. But now there are others that know that you are dressing and acting like a slut, so we aren't the only four you have to keep happy. You don't know which four of us it is for sure, so you have to let ALL of the students that approach you have their fun with you. And have you told anybody about all this? Did you tell your husband?"
"Yes, I told him about it this weekend, but only my husband. He's being very supportive."
Kurt had anticipated that Mrs. Fine couldn't keep this secret from her husband. Actually, the idea of making her husband aware that he was a cuckold to her students aroused Kurt. He quickly shot off another email with three video attachments: a video of Mrs. Fine spreading her legs and brazenly exposing her panties to her entire class; a video of several boys feeling her ass and snapping her thong behind her desk and Mrs. Fine doing nothing about it; And a video that Jake made of Kurt making out with her and feeling her tit. "It's not just about slapping a student anymore. It's about seducing your students. So if you're thinking you'd rather be fired, consider whether you'd rather be in prison and be called a slut and a sicko. Would you want your children to see you put in prison for being a sick pervert?
"Show this email and these attachments to your husband. Tell him that if I EVER see him near me or any of my friends, I will release all of these videos to the public. And hey, also tell him that his wife's got a great ass! Don't forget what to wear tomorrow, and to keep your phone in hand in seventh period. Goodnight, Jackie, pleasant dreams."
Mrs. Fine wore way too many khaki slacks and casual baggy tops for Kurt's taste, but she did have a few nice dresses like the grey outfit. At a glance it didn't look like anything special, except that it scooped down in the front, and once when she leaned over in front of Kurt she revealed the tops of her nice little titties in her bra. Kurt was hoping that without a bra on, he'd be able to see one of her nipples. Also, being a fairly tight one-piece dress, even though it didn't look very short when she was standing, when sitting it rode up nicely and showed a whole lot of leg.
In seventh period, the first thing that Kurt ordered, via text, was for Mrs. Fine to sit on her desk in front of her class again. She must be guessing what was coming. Would she do it? Was she going commando as ordered? Kurt had a busy class scheduled and cut right to the chase. "Spread 'em wide, honey!"
Even with her legs together, Mrs. Fine's dress rode up to show most of her bare legs again. She looked up, keeping her eyes on the ceiling, as she spread her legs. Kurt could see her bare pussy, covered with dark brown pubic hair, from the back of the room! His adrenaline was racing so much he had trouble typing on his cell phone.
"Make eye contact. Look at all the students stare at your pussy," ordered Kurt's text. Eyes were peering up her skirt, heads were leaning down for a good angle, and necks were craning for better views.
Kurt kept her moving and squirming and changing positions, and just plain spreading her long legs. "Put your left foot under you." "Put one foot up on the desk." "Lift your knee." "Shift your body to the left." "Now to the right." He didn't have to tell her to hike her skirt up further; it was practically to her hips! Even in the back of the room, Kurt could see her pink labia surrounded by plenty of dark hair. The class was stunned. For a change, there was no other distraction or talking from the generally rowdy group of predominantly males. The bright fluorescent lights and the daylight streaming through the windows gave plenty of light to view everything up the teacher's dress. Plenty of light even for a cell phone camera.
After what was probably an excruciatingly long time for Mrs. Fine, but in reality about twenty minutes of class time, Kurt, text Mrs. Fine and suggested that she have individual conferences with each student and discuss their current grade. Her only orders were to make sure that she lean over and let the top of her dress hang open. If Mrs. Fine was unaware how much bra and cleavage she normally showed in that dress, she was getting clued in how much tit she would be showing without a bra.
One by one, Mrs. Fine called up each student, male and female, and discussed their grade. As Mrs. Fine leaned forward as ordered and let her top gap wide open, Kurt watched each one look down her top. He particularly enjoyed watching Leo, Rod, and Jake brazenly peer into her top, and each may have had an arm around her, too. Kurt couldn't tell if they were feeling her ass like they did the day before, but they may have been. Kurt managed to find an excuse to sharpen a pencil at the front of the class, and sneak quick video pic with the cell phone camera. Damn, she WAS showing nipple! Kurt couldn't wait for his turn to sit next to his teacher and see her tits!
Mrs. Fine seemed to make a point to call up Kurt last. That was OK with Kurt. When he finally got up there, he sat in a chair next to Mrs. Fine behind her desk, and pulled it up close, close enough that his right leg was rubbing against her bare left thigh. He put his right arm around her and placed his right hand on her right hip. He lowered his head until his eyes were just below his teacher's, just inches from her chest. The horny student got a near-point-blank look at his mature teacher's small cone-shaped titties. Both of them, all the way to her nipples! Her chest was fairly tan, but her tits were transparently white, making them stand out that much more. Mrs. Fine's nipples were a bright pink. They were smooth and soft when Kurt first peered in, but before his eyes they got hard and puckered and shriveled, her taught nipples poking straight out like pencil erasers.
"These are your grades, Kurt," said Mrs. Fine in a wavering uncomfortable voice. "Your average looks to be about a fifty-eight. Not passing."
"Oh, but I will pass," Kurt said coyly. As he looked down her top, he moved his right hand around, under the desk, and placed it on her bare left thigh. The aroused teen practically shivered himself, feeling this sexy teacher's long smooth bare thigh for the first time.
Mrs. Fine kept her knees and thigh firmly together, but when Kurt ordered, "spread your legs, Jackie," she did as ordered. Kurt smoothly slid his right hand up her thigh, under her skirt, and found her naked pussy.
"Huh!" Gasped Mrs. Fine. But she made no attempt to stop her naughty teenaged student from rubbing his palm over her hair-covered pussy mound. In fact, she instinctively arched her hips forward to meet the hand, and spread her thighs further apart.
Kurt looked up at the rest of the class. They were talking and distracted, and some were looking up at him and Mrs. Fine, but they stayed in their seats. Kurt's middle finger found his teacher's slit. He ran the digit up and down it a few times, and realized it was quite moist. It was no problem to slide it inside of the MILF teacher. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw his teacher open her mouth and emit a moan. Her eyes were wide open as she was finger fucked by her young student.
With his left hand, Kurt worked on his own pants, unsnapping them and unzipping them. With a little effort, he managed to unfurl his stiff cock, releasing it under the desk, where only Mrs. Fine could see it.
"Oh, no," moaned the shocked teacher quietly.
Kurt took Mrs. Fine's left hand with his, and placed it on his stiff cock. "Give me a good hand job, Mrs. Fine." Mrs. Fine slowly stroked her long fingers up and down the shaft, from the purple head down to the hair-covered base. She tried to keep her movements subtle to keep the other students from getting suspicious, Kurt presumed. Still, if they were paying attention it must look unusual to the students to see Kurt and the teacher pressed close together so long, their hands under the desk, and some form of movement going on.
"Ha, huh." Mrs. Fine emitted the occasional pant or moan when Kurt found a tender spot. Slippery liquid was gushing out of the teacher. The young Kurt was no expert on sex, but he was surprised that a woman who was fingered against her will would have so much juice. He thought women got wet when they were aroused!
Kurt himself was aroused, as he looked down at the older, slightly wrinkled hand stroking his cock, with the gold wedding band and large diamond on her ring finger. He looked down her top again. Each time Mrs. Fine stroked his cock, it caused her little hanging tits to jiggle back and forth.
Kurt glanced up and saw that Jake and Leo were watching him, grinning. They had their cell phones out. Several other students got up to sharpen pencils and throw out papers. They didn't get right behind the desk but they got close enough that they may have seen some sort of rubbing activity under the desk. Jake got around enough that he might have been getting some good videos of the action. Kurt hoped that he didn't scare Mrs. Fine.
But Mrs. Fine was distracted. She was arching her pussy up and down, and wiggling her bare bottom on her chair, circling it around Kurt's finger. Her breathing was uneven. Her eyelids were heavy, like she had trouble keeping them open. Finally she clamped her thighs around Kurt's hand in with a vice-like grip, and emitted an audible, "eeee!" that startled several class members, and rested her head on Kurt's shoulder.
It was just at that point that Kurt lost control, and shot a load of his sperm on his pants leg, Mrs. Fine's hand, Mrs. Fine's thigh, even the underside of the desk. Mrs. Fine stroked him a few more times as she panted and recovered from her own orgasm, getting her hand soaked with her student's sticky cum. When she regained some composure, she opened her desk drawer and pulled out a wad of Kleenex, and tried to subtly clean up the mess. Kurt had a wet spot on the front of his pants, but there was nothing to be done about that. Kurt stood up and returned to the rear of the class, wet spot and all, just as the bell rang.
Out in the hall, several of the boys, not just Kurt's close friends, asked him what was going on behind the desk.
"Smell my finger," was Kurt's reply, and he held up his sticky right middle finger for them to sniff Mrs. Fine's love juice.
CHAPTER 5
All along, Kurt had been hammering into his three friends' brains that they must control the videos. If any of the incriminating videos got into other people's hands and ultimately got into authorities hands, they were screwed and the game would be over. Kurt had taken a few precautions just to confuse Mrs. Fine and her husband in case they wanted to track him down. He borrowed numerous cell phones to make some of the text messages, and used school computers to send emails so they didn't all come from a single IP address.
But too many of the other students had seen Mrs. Fine flashing her pussy and tits, wearing thongs, and letting Kurt and the others feel her up. When asked about this at lunch, after school, and in the halls, Kurt and the others' pat answer was simply that Mrs. Fine was a horny slut that liked to secretly turn on her students, and as long as other adults didn't find out, they could all get away with cool stuff with her.
So after watching their sexy teacher show her wares to them and let other students touch her, a number of the randy boys took matters into their own hands, and would then report their successes back to even more boys.
One boy got behind Mrs. Fine in a bottleneck in a crowded hallway, and touched her ass over her slacks, and when she didn't resist he goosed her crack with his hard cock. Mrs. Fine didn't even look back at him.
Another teen saw Mrs. Fine walking down a crowded hall going the opposite direction as he was. Just as she passed him, he reached out with his left hand and grabbed her left tit, getting a quick feel over her sweater, before continuing on his way like nothing happened.
Another teen approached Mrs. Fine at her desk with his book and asked her a question on a particular passage. As he held the book in front of her, he rubbed the back of his hand over her tit, and Mrs. Fine just endured it.
Several other teens reported reaching under Mrs. Fine's skirt and feeling her ass over her panties or thongs, depending what she was wearing that day. This was no longer happening only in seventh period, but in all of Mrs. Fine's classes, all day every day.
One of Kurt's favorite incidents he got to witness himself, in the cafeteria. Mrs. Fine had her back to Kurt and most of the room, while walking through the crowded cafeteria with a tray of food. A boy approached Mrs. Fine, and quickly "pantsed" her, tugging down her slacks to her ankles, before he quickly scooted away. Mrs. Fine was wearing thongs as per Kurt's request the previous night, and so her bare white ass was exposed to dozens of teenagers. Although Kurt had felt that ass, he had never really seen it in all of its glory, so it was a welcome sight seeing the mature teacher's pale bare ass cheeks exposed to so many teenagers in school. It was quite a nice looking ass, for a mature woman. Mrs. Fine had her hands full balancing the heavy food tray, and it took her a moment to awkwardly drop it on a nearby table, so she could bend down and pull up her pants, looking back at the whistling and hooting boys.
Kurt shot off an email to Mrs. Fine, telling her she was doing a wonderful job.
"How long is this going to go on?" She asked.
"Until we receive our grades at the end of the year. There's still a whole lot of time in the semester for fun!"
"Everybody must know about this! There's more than just a few of you groping me."
"I'm being perfectly honest. There are four of us that know about the videos. There may be a lot of other guys that have seen you show your body and seen you let other guys feel you up. But they don't know the real story. They just think you're a horny slut. Don't worry about them, let them have their fun. You don't know for sure which ones hold your future in their hands with the videos, so be nice to all of them. And how about you, have you told anybody else?"
"No."
"How about your husband? Is he under control?"
"He's very upset."
"Of course. Are you showing him all of these emails?"
"Yes"
"Is he there now?"
"Yes"
Kurt attached two more videos and sent them to Mrs. Fine's address. The first one was of Mrs. Fine sitting on her desk in front of the class in her gray dress, her legs spread wide, her pink hairy pussy on full display. The second video was a side shot behind Mrs. Fine's desk of Kurt with his cock out getting a hand job, and finger fucking the teacher. It was taken just as Mrs. Fine was in mid-climax, her head thrown back, her eyes up in the back of her head, and on the video's audio, Mrs. Fine's orgasmic squeal can be heard clearly.
Kurt sent the videos, waited a few moments, and sent another follow-up email. "Make your husband watch the videos." Kurt ordered. "Did he see them?"
"Yes"
"Is he there now with you?"
"Yes"
Kurt picked up a phone and dialed Mrs. Fine's cell phone number. He had text her before, but this was the first time that he actually called her. Mrs. Fine answered tentatively and quietly. "Hello?"
Kurt, trying to disguise his voice, whispered, "Hi, Jackie. Is your husband still there?"
"Yes."
"Put him on the phone."
Kurt heard some muffled speaking, and finally a male voice came on the line. "Yeah?"
"Your wife gives good hand jobs, Mr. Fine."
"You sick punk bastard, I'm gonna fucking kill you!"
"Shut up. You want these videos made public? Want your family to see them? Your friends, co-workers? Huh?"
"No," murmured the subdued husband.
"Play the second video, right now. Play it real loud so I can hear it through the phone. Do it NOW!"
After a pause, Kurt could hear the audio from the second video. At first it was just the din of the classroom, but then, clearly even through the phone, was Mrs. Fine's orgasmic squeal.
"She really enjoyed getting finger fucked by her student. Play it again, louder, and listen to her squeal."
"My children are down the hall," said the male voice.
"Yeah, and they never hear YOU make their mommy squeal like her student did!"
Mr. Fine was speechless, but he was on the line. Kurt could hear the flustered, frustrated cuckold breathing and gurgling.
"Keep your cool Mr. Fine, and this'll be over at the end of the semester. Don't do anything stupid. Maybe I'll send you more videos of your wife enjoying herself with her students. Now, tell your wife to wear her burgundy bra and panty set tomorrow, with her navy pinstripe suit and red silky blouse. Let me hear you tell her."
Over the phone he heard Mr. Fine telling his wife, "He said to wear your burgundy bra and panties, and uh, your pinstripe suit tomorrow."
"And the red silky blouse, with three buttons undone" Kurt repeated.
"And the red silky blouse, with three buttons undone," Mrs. Fine relayed to his wife.
"That's a good hubby. Talk to you later." Kurt hung up the phone. He had a big woody, picturing his teacher and her husband watching Kurt finger her to orgasm. But Kurt didn't masturbate. It was time to save himself for something better.
CHAPTER 6
It was time. Mrs. Fine had been taking her lunch alone in her classroom during fourth period, when there was no class in session. Probably to avoid some of the gropes and comments she'd been enduring constantly. Kurt, Jake, Leo, and Rod approached her room. They entered silently, and closed the door behind them. Mrs. Fine looked up, startled and scared.
"Hi, Jackie," called Kurt. "It's time."
Mrs. Fine stood up and stood before her desk as if she wanted to bolt out the door. The four boys silently surrounded her. Kurt took a second to study her outfit - matching blue pinstripe skirt and blazer, with the shiny red blouse. Kurt confidently grabbed the back of her head by her hair, and kissed her.
"No, please," mumbled the frightened teacher between kisses.
"Don't argue. Keep your mouth shut, Jackie." Kurt said calmly. Mrs. Fine backed up until her butt was against her desk. All four of the eighteen-year-old boys held her arms and waist, not violently or forcefully, but firmly and confidently. They knew that Mrs. Fine knew that she couldn't truly resist.
Kurt moved his right hand up inside the loose jacket and felt her left tit over her bra and red satin blouse. She had, as ordered, left it unbuttoned below her bra, and Kurt had no trouble sliding his hand in the blouse and feeling her smooth-cupped bra.
The other three boys began to feel their teacher, too. They held her hips, squeezed her ass over her skirt, and felt her right tit over her bra. Mrs. Fine only moaned in fear as Kurt made out with her.
Rod and Jake lowered Mrs. Fine's jacket down her shoulders, and tossed it on the floor. Kurt unbuttoned the blouse more, and yanked the top open, but left if tucked into her skirt. He admired the look of her open blouse and burgundy bra for a moment, as Rod and Jake pulled the red garment off of her shoulders, leaving the teacher at the front of her classroom in her small sexy bra.



Leo was working on her skirt. He finally got in unlatched, and worked the zipper town her backside. He crouched down and tugged the tight skirt down her butt, until it fell down her legs. The leggy teacher was now standing barelegged, with her matching burgundy bra and panties in view. Her only other garments were her red shoes, white pearl necklace, pearl earrings, and her wedding ring.
Rod and Jake each lowered one of her bra straps, and Jake tugged at her bra clasp in back, jerking the woman's torso a little as he tried to figure it out. Eventually he got the bra open, and let it drop off the teacher.
Mrs. Fine let out an involuntary gasp as she stood topless before her students. She stared up at the ceiling, batting her eyelids as she fought back tears. There was a brief pause in the action as all four boys admired her topless form. They had seen her nipples before, as she leaned over in her gray dress, but this was the first time at seeing their teacher completely topless. Her smallish tits looked rounder and a little larger than Kurt had expected them to look, but overall they exceeded his expectations. They were very white and pale compared to Mrs. Fine's darker freckled chest, had just a little slope to them, but her nipple pointed straight out.
It was only seconds before Kurt and Rod and Jake all fought for her naked tits, grabbing them and squeezing them crudely, jostling Mrs. Fine as she silently endured having her tits felt.
The feeling became general, as hand roamed down to her panties and wormed their way inside the flimsy garment. Teen hands rapidly felt her ass and rubbed her hairy pussy mound. Leo finally tugged the panties down her butt with ease and down her legs, exposing her dark brown pubic hair and white ass. The mature wife and mom now had some flaws exposed, some stretch marks, a little sag here and there, and a bit of a tummy bulge. But to the horny teens these were minor imperfections on a beautiful work of art. Her bare ass got squeezed, jiggled, and lifted, and her pussy got rubbed and had fingers inserted in it.
"Hey, her pussy's all wet!" Exclaimed Leo as his middle digit wormed its way in and out of his teacher."
"I told you," said Kurt, as he sucked on her left nipple. "She's a hot slut!"
All four boys took turns making out with the teacher, as they fondled her. At first they held her arms to keep her from resisting, but as Mrs. Fine surrendered to the students they let go of her arms. Like a bunch of squirmy jerky boys they twisted her this way and that to bring her lips to theirs and gain access to her body parts, but still they were not violent or brutal.
Jake was the first boy to pull off his pants and boxers and expose his hard hairy cock. He stood to Mrs. Fine's left side, took her left hand, placed it on his cock, and made her stroke it. Soon all four boys had dropped their pants and surrounded their teacher with their naked cocks. She gave hand jobs to Jake and Rod, Leo rubbed his dick head along her ass and up and town the tall woman's ass crack, and Kurt leaned forward and let his dick head get tickled by her pubic hair.
Eventually the hand jobs became general just as the feeling was, with all four boys grabbing their teacher's hands and making her stroke their cocks, which led to a little juvenile giggling as they nearly had sword fights with their dicks over the rights to get hand jobs. There were also giggles when Mrs. Fine emitted little squeals and squeaks when someone or other would squeeze her too hard or penetrate her too much, or bite her neck too sharply.
Kurt was ready. He pushed his teacher back down on her desk. "Lay back," was his only order, and the teacher hesitantly but obediently lied back on her desktop lengthwise. The papers and other objects on the desk where whisked to the floor with a couple of swipes from Rod and Leo.
Mrs. Fine lied on her back with her long legs hanging off the edge. Kurt stood between her legs and spread her knees with his hands. He opened her pussy lips with his left hand, and aimed his dick head at her with his right hand. As the head grazed the teacher's wet outer lips, she emitted a moan, and one weak whimpering, "no," but otherwise offered no counter. Kurt slid his cock into her warm wet tunnel, slowly letting his whole shaft disappear into the dark wetness.
Mrs. Fine emitted another "Ohh," and a few moans, as Kurt slowly slid in and out of her. Kurt tried to lift her thigh to get a better angle, but did his best to get into the saddle, and manage to stand between her legs and hump her fairly rapidly.
"Oohhh," moaned Kurt. "This feels SOOO FUCKING GOOOOOD!"
"Oooohh" whimpered Mrs. Fine, her torso being jiggled as Kurt fucked her, her white tits jiggling in unison on her chest.
Rod and Leo grabbed the instructor's tits and played with them as their friend fucked her. Jake sidled up close to the desk, pulled Mrs. Fine's head and torso to the edge, forcibly turned her head towards him, and offered his cock to her lips. Mrs. Fine moaned between clenched lips and tried to shake her head, but as the persistent Jake held her hair tighter, she parted her lips and allowed the cock head to enter her mouth. She bobbed her head over the shaft, and soon it was glistening with her saliva.
Kurt tried a couple of different positions with Mrs. Fine's long dangling legs, but eventually tried something he'd seen on Internet porn videos. He lifted both of her long legs and threw her knees up over his shoulder, until her legs were sticking straight up in the air. This allowed him the deepest penetration, and he fucked her rapidly.
Rod and Leo were standing on either side of the desk and the teacher, and made her stroke their cocks while she fucked and sucked two others.
"Mmmm, mmmm," moaned the teacher through the dick in her mouth.
"Slap slap slap," was the sound of Kurt's pelvis slapping into the back of his teachers' rippling ass and thighs. Soon the teacher was moaning louder, sucking more furiously, and writhing more as her tits and nipples got tweaked, and she stroked the other two cocks faster.
Kurt took a moment to run his hands up and down her long thighs, knees, and calves. Only days ago, just touching his sexy teacher's bare legs would have been the greatest thrill of his life.
Mrs. Fine rocked from side to side, almost throwing Kurt out of her. But the teen hung on, and just as the teacher stiffened and shuddered through an orgasm, she let loose a wad of jism deep into her pussy.
Kurt pulled out, and his place between Mrs. Fine's legs was quickly filled by Rod. Rod emulated Kurt, fucking deeply into his teacher's pussy.
Kurt heard a choking sound emanating from his teacher, and looked up to see cum dribbling out of her mouth from Jake's dick.
Kurt had only cum a minute before, but he never even got soft. He got back into the game, replacing Jake next to Mrs. Fine, and made the teacher suck the sticky dick that had just exited her pussy. The experienced wife's lips felt soft, but she sucked like she knew what she was doing. Within moments Kurt was already on the verge of orgasm again.
Rod apparently came in Mrs. Fine's pussy, and pulled out and let Leo take his place. The teacher hummed on Kurt's cock as she moaned and squealed at apparent physical delight from the cock in her. As Rod came in her, she shuddered and gyrated through another orgasm.
Mrs. Fine's pussy was empty for the moment, so Kurt made her concentrate on sucking him off. "Ohh, that's it, Jackie, ohh, I'm close! Here it comes!" He shot jizm into the back of his teacher's mouth. This time she did not choke, but swallowed and gobbled the cum, and on Kurt's orders licked his cock clean.
Mrs. Fine lied back untouched for just a moment, crying. Jake approached her and appeared to be consoling her for just a moment, helping her to sit upright, and hugging her naked torso. But his mood was not sympathetic, and he ordered her to stand up and lean over her desk. Jake stood behind her and aimed his cock at his pussy. Mrs. Fine only moaned her disappointment at being taken again, but otherwise spread her legs and offered her backside to Jake, who slid his cock into her pussy and fucked her doggie style.
Leo and Rod were back up on their feet, and played with their teacher's dangling tits as Jake fucked her from behind. Then Leo knelt on the desktop in front of Mrs. Fine, and made her suck his dick as she got fucked.
Kurt took a moment to videotape the action with his cell phone camera, and then joined the others in feeling up the naked teacher.
Despite having cum just moments before, it took Jake only a few minutes of slapping his pelvis into Mrs. Fine's backside to achieve a second orgasm, and he came and pulled out.
Kurt could see that Mrs. Fine's knees were shaking as Jake finished fucking her, and coaxed her to climb up onto the desktop and kneel with her butt up into the air. Kurt climbed onto the desk right behind her. He took his cock in his hand, and aimed it at his teacher's puckered asshole that was sticking up towards him. Mrs. Fine moaned again, and whimpered one "Oh, please, don't." But Kurt ignored her, and began to work his cock, which was still fresh with Mrs. Fine's pussy juice and saliva, into her ass.
It was a great feeling just having his crotch nestled in between her soft buns. And while the teen wouldn't classify fucking his teacher's ass as better than fucking her pussy, it was something he'd never done before, and reveled in his power over his helpless whimpering instructor. It was a tight fit, and a little too much friction, but as he thrust in and out, he was soon ready to explode again.
Mrs. Fine moaned and groaned. Kurt looked up to see Jake with his cell phone videotaping the action, but the other two teens were right up next to their teacher, playing with her tits again. Kurt grabbed Mrs. Fine's hips - she did have just a little bit of a love handle there - and pulled back and forth on her torso. Leo reached under Mrs. Fine and toyed with her vacant pussy, not far from Kurt's cock. As he ran his whole hand over her crotch, he apparently found some spot that drove Mrs. Fine wild, for she let out a yelp, and continued yelping as Jake rubbed her there.
Mrs. Fine was grunting and chortling in a most un-ladylike manner. She was sticky with sweat and cum, and perspiration dripped off of her nose. "Huungng!" Gharrggg!"
As her asshole relaxed and loosened, Kurt fucked her ass faster. Jake rubbed her pussy faster, and the other two tugged on her dangling nipples like little cow udders. "UUURRRGGGGGHHH! HUMMMMMMMMPHHHH!"
Mrs. Fine threw her body around the desk as much as the cock in her asshole would allow. She raised her head, let out a bark like a dog, and tightened her asshole around Kurt's cock.
Kurt let flow some jism into Mrs. Fine's asshole. Finally the gyrating teacher bucked him off, and he finished his orgasm by dribbling cum on her ass and back. Mrs. Fine collapsed, face first, onto her desktop, panting and sobbing and moaning.
The free period was just about up and another class would be starting in ten minutes. Kurt suggested to all that they get wiped off and dressed. As each found their clothes, Kurt got Mrs. Fine's Kleenex box out of her desk drawer. Fortunately it was nearly full, for each of the participants needed a handful of Kleenex to wipe their bodies off. Mrs. Fine, lying on her desktop in a fetal position, was still sobbing. Kurt and Jake helped her to sit up, grabbed some Kleenex and wiped off her face and back and other body parts. Finally the teacher gained some composure, and looking at the clock, wiped off her pussy. As the others dressed they watched their semi-stunned teacher find her clothes and get dressed.
"Thanks, Jackie, I hope you had as good a time as we did," said Rod.
"Yeah, you sounded like you did," chuckled Jake. With that the boys turned and sauntered out the door, leaving the stunned teacher to pick up her papers and books from the floor.
CHAPTER 7
Kurt decided to give the traumatized teacher a break from the heavy fucking, but he could not stop the juggernaut that became "Let's feel up Mrs. Fine." No matter what she wore, whether Kurt ordered a sexy or exposing outfit that day or whether he gave her a break and allowed her to wear more conservative and casual clothes, there were daily reports of students goosing her in the hall, reaching right into her blouse and feeling her tits, and hands sliding into her panties and invading her flesh.
There was the guy that approached Kurt in the hall, held out his middle finger, and said, "Want to smell Mrs. Fine?"
"I've smelled her," Kurt chuckled.
There were stories of unknowing seniors who were following Mrs. Fine up the stairs, and as their eyes naturally looked up her skirt, saw bare ass and crotch instead of the expected panties.
One day Kurt made Mrs. Fine wear a skirt with pantyhose, but no panties. He always thought that would be a sexy look. Mrs. Fine had already flashed her bare pussy to her seventh period class, but Kurt told her to flash all of her classes today. Kurt got reports, and cell phone videos, of the leggy teacher sitting on her desk, spreading her legs wide and lifting her knee, and showing her panty-less crotch under her hose. It didn't look so impressive on a cell cam photo, but in seventh period Kurt got to see live what an awesome show that was, clearly seeing the teacher's dark pubic hair through her sheer hose.
Another day Mrs. Fine wore a flowered blouse, braless, and had it unbuttoned nearly to her naval. She wore a blazer over it between periods, but in each class she lectured to her students with her blouse hanging open and showing her right tit to anybody that she walked by. Kurt laughed when he heard that some unwitting girl told Mrs. Fine that her blouse was unbuttoned, and Mrs. Fine had to make a show of buttoning it and thanking the girl, only to unbutton it later for the next class.
Kurt also had noticed in the past that Mrs. Fine owned an elegant white blouse that was completely sheer and nearly see-through, that she only wore under a blazer and over a camisole and bra. One day, on Kurt's orders, she wore it with nothing at all under it, and, at least in class, nothing over it. It was almost like she was topless in each of her classes. The shape of her breasts were clearly visible, her areolas contrasted sharply with the sheer white fabric, and she jiggled her way around class every hour that day. In seventh period Kurt noticed that the effect was particularly stunning close-up when she was standing with the windows to her back and sides, the sun shining through her blouse and highlighting the shape of her breasts.
Mrs. Fine had become such an obedient sex slave that she would chronically give an honest answer to anything Kurt asked. In an email Kurt got Mrs. Fine to admit she had some smaller and slinkier outfits at home that she never wore to school. He ordered her to wear one particular black outfit that she described, but allowed her to wear a black button sweater over it to avoid suspicion amongst the rest of the faculty, who were likely already alarmed at some of their co-worker's strange attire and behavior of late.
The next day Mrs. Fine obediently wore the little black skirt that was nothing but a little tube. It was shorter, tighter, and lower slung on her hips than anything she ever wore to school. She had explained in her email that she bought it years ago for a party and it didn't really fit anymore. It was tight. It curved around and clung to her mature butt, caused her little tummy bulge to be noticeable, and was so short that the tall teacher looked all leg. The top was a halter style, a little loose for her wide slender shoulder and smaller breasts, and the straps kept falling off of her shoulders and she was constantly pushing them back up. There was a gap of several inches between the top and the skirt, baring some of her not-quite-flat tummy around her belly button. During most of the day, when she wore a button sweater over it, it just seemed a bit short and tight. But Kurt had ordered her to take the sweater off once she was in each class with the students. All day long Kurt received reports of how Mrs. Fine let her ass or her pussy show in the short tight skirt, how good her braless tits looked in it, how her tits were on display as she leaned over, and how she was constantly tugging it this way and that in a vain attempt not to expose flesh.
The last hour of the day was a boring pep assembly. Faculty members occasionally sat in the bleachers intermingled with the students to keep them under control. Kurt invited Mrs. Fine to sit with him in the corner section of the bleachers during the assembly.
As the students found their way up the bleachers, Kurt located Mrs. Fine, and escorted her to a spot midway up the bleachers in the corner section, and then he sat several rows lower and to the left. She had her sweater on, but the leggy teacher still got plenty of stares, and a few whistles, as she climbed her way up the steep bleachers in her short tight skirt. More than a couple of students likely got an eyeful of her panty-less bottom as they sat under her and looked up her skirt as she spread her legs and climbed up.
Once Mrs. Fine was in the bleachers, the section filled up mostly with the male population, friends of Kurt's and the others in his gang. But there were literally hundreds of horny males surrounding the sparsely clad teacher. Mrs. Fine would have had a hard time keeping her legs closed enough not to allow views up her skirt from the rows below, but with Kurt sitting several rows lower and texting her to spread her legs wide, dozens of males were looking back up at Mrs. Fine's naked pussy. Kurt text messaged her to remove her sweater and lean forward, and allow those around her to see her braless dangling tits.
As soon as the students got bored with the assembly, which was about three minutes into it, they turned their attention completely to the underdressed teacher in their midst. Several around her had already groped her or seen others do it, so the first thing the guys sitting right next to her and in the row directly behind her did was start to play with her ass. Forced by Kurt to lean forward to afford views to her nipples, the two-piece outfit left a large gap at her back just above her tailbone, and with no panties on Mrs. Fine was displaying a plumber's crack. Several boys subtly touched the bare flesh above her skirt, and with no resistance, got continuously bolder, touching her hips, the top of her ass over her skirt, and finally one teen slid his hand down her crack inside her skirt. The boys took turns doing this, getting a little stinkfinger from her crack, as other boys looked down at her tits and the ones below her gawked at her bare pussy. Late in the period someone stuck a pencil down Mrs. Fine's ass crack, causing snickers.
CHAPTER 8
Fourth period was when Mrs. Fine now chose to eat alone in her empty classroom, the period when the four teens had taken her en masse. Now Kurt let her know that since she chose not to parade her body around the student population, that she was expected to be in that empty classroom during every fourth period.
The day after Kurt had given his teacher that order, he sauntered in alone to see Mrs. Fine standing at the board in front of the class, erasing the board. She froze when she saw her teen attacker, but said nothing.
Kurt sat down in the teacher's chair. "C'mere, Jackie," he ordered. Mrs. Fine tentatively walked around to the side of her own chair where the student was sitting. Kurt took her hand, and led her around to his front. Mrs. Fine now stood facing Kurt in front of the chair, with her back to her own desktop. Kurt looked her up and down, admiring her figure, checking her out yet again. She was wearing a casual print skirt made of a flimsy fabric, hemmed below her knees, and what appeared to be a slip underneath, but no hose. "I just can't get enough of looking at you. It's too bad I'm going to pass my classes this semester, so I can't come back next year and look at you every day."



Kurt leaned forward. He put his hands on the sides of her knees over her skirt. Mrs. Fine instinctively stepped back, but her thighs were pressed into her desk top behind her. Kurt lowered his hands down below her hemline, and slid them up under her skirt, feeling the outside of her long smooth legs as he lifted the skirt above her knees. "I'll never get enough of your awesome legs, Mrs. Fine."
Kurt continued sliding his hands up the front of her upper legs, lifting the skirt along with his hands, to expose her legs to his gaze. When he got to mid-thigh, he gently pushed her back, so her butt was resting on the edge of her desktop. Kurt slowly pushed her knees apart, and the obedient teacher spread her feet apart and opened her legs. Kurt pushed the skirt still higher, until her blue cotton panty crotch was exposed, just inches from his eyeballs.
Kurt bunched the skirt and slip up around the teacher's waist, and massaged her calves, knees, and thighs, while staring at her blue cotton panties pulled tightly around her pussy mound, sucked into her slit. The panties were not thongs, but appeared to but a little high cut, which accentuated her mound at the top of her long thighs. Kurt squeezed the flesh of her upper thighs for a moment. Then he reached up and grabbed the sides of her panties. Mrs. Fine sighed as he tugged down on them, knowing her naked vagina was about to be exposed to her student once again.
Kurt slid the cotton garment down her thighs, past her knees and ankles, and left them bunched up around her right foot. He re-parted her knees again, and leaned forward in his chair. He pressed his face into her hairy crotch.
"Huuhh!" Mrs. Fine moaned when her teen student's tongue first found her slit. The teen was no expert on oral sex, but he knew how to wag his tongue, and licked his teacher rapidly, alternately circling his tongue around her pussy lips, wagging it back and forth rapidly, and jabbing it inside her as far as he could go. When he performed the latter, he burrowed his face as far into her hairy pussy as he could, her hair tickling his cheeks, his nose rubbing the top of her vagina. It was the nose part that caused the teacher to go "Ohhh," which she repeated every time he rubbed his nose into her.
With each burrow, Mrs. Fine arched her pelvis into Kurt's face and spread her legs wider. "Hoooo, Whhooooo," she whimpered, leaning back on the desk with her hands white-knuckle grasping the edge of the desktop.
Kurt's hands roamed from her thighs to her hips to her bare butt. He pulled her crotch into his face, twisting his head, and licked rapidly. "Oh, oh, ohhhh!"
Mrs. Fine lifted her feet up and placed them on her own chair, on either side of Kurt. Kurt felt her long warm smooth thighs pressed against his cheeks. "Uhhhhh!"
Mrs. Fine put her hands on the back of Kurt's head and pulled his face towards her, and thrust her hips faster, "Ah! Ahh! AHHH!" She clamped her thighs around his ears like a vice, and threw his head back and forth, lifting one butt cheek and then the other off the desk top. "EEEEEHHHH!" Kurt heard the familiar squeal that he heard when he finger fucked her to orgasm, only this time it was louder and longer.
Mrs. Fine finally relaxed her grip of Kurt's head, spread her legs wide, and rested her elbows back on the desk top, panting. Kurt pulled the chair back away from the desk, and took a long look at his teacher with her legs spread wide.
Kurt glanced at the clock. Ten more minutes until the period ended. Plenty of time for a horny teen. He quickly dropped his pants and gave his own hard cock a half-dozen quick strokes. Then he aimed the cock head at his teacher's glistening pussy. There was plenty of juices in it to allow his to slide in with one thrust.
Mrs. Fine was practically silent as Kurt stood between her legs and fucked her on her desk. She looked up at him, panting, as he slapped his hips into her bare thighs. Within three minutes he came in her pussy. Without another word, he zipped up his pants, and exited the room.
The next day, Leo announced that he wanted to go fuck Mrs. Fine on his own during fourth period, so he did. But that didn't stop Kurt and Jake from swinging by her room and peek into the window to watch and get a quick cell phone video. They arrived in time to see Leo sitting in Mrs. Fine's chair; the way Kurt had the prior day. But now Mrs. Fine was sitting on his lap, straddling Leo, facing him, with her skirt hiked up to her waist. She fucked up and down on her student while he reached up under her top and felt her tits.
After a few minutes, they saw Mrs. Fine stand up, and turn around, straddling Leo again but with her back to him. This seemed to give her more leverage to bounce up and down on Leo's cock. Leo was leaning back in the chair, with the tall teacher leaning her body back into his. His hands were around her chest on her tits, again, and he pushed up her top and bra, letting the garments rest on her chest, and jiggled her naked tits as he fucked her hard.
Kurt and Jake could now hear Mrs. Fine squealing and grunting. Her head was thrown back onto Leo's shoulder. She thrashed about, rolled her eyes up into the back of her head and jerked and shuddered. Then she relaxed, her body splayed on top of Leo's, until he finally had to push her off to get up out of the chair.
The next day was Rod's turn. When Kurt and Jake snuck a peek at them, Rod was leaning on Mrs. Fine's desktop, with his pants down around his ankles. Mrs. Fine, in a demure conservative blouse and long skirt, knelt in front of him. Her lips were wrapped around his cock, and she deftly bobbed her head up and down his red shaft. Her lips were stretched wide, and she occasionally turned her head to lick Rod's balls. Later, Kurt and Jake asked Rod if he made her lick her balls. Rod answered that no, he didn't tell her to do that, that she chose to do that on her own.
The following day, both Jake and Kurt insisted that they were horny and wanted to fuck Mrs. Fine during fourth period. The compromised, and went to see her together. Soon Kurt was sitting on the edge of the desk getting a blowjob from the teacher who stood before him leaning over his lap, while Jake stood behind her and fucked her doggie style.
Outside of fourth period, it was hard to get Mrs. Fine really alone to have their way with her, but there were some opportunities. Once Kurt was wandering the empty halls while blowing off his second period class, when he spotted Mrs. Fine coming though the stairway door, and drop a paper off at the office. He anticipated that she would be rushing right back up the same stairway to her class, and waited for her on the first landing.
Sure enough, he heard the lower door open, and Mrs. Fine hurried up the staircase to return to her class. She let out a gasp when she spotted Kurt waiting for her. Kurt put his hands on her shoulders.
"No, Kurt, my class is waiting for me," Mrs. Fine whispered in the echoing stairwell.
"Let them wait. This won't take long." He turned Mrs. Fine's body and gently pushed her down until her butt was on the hard stairs. He dropped his pants and boxers quickly, and stroked himself while standing over Mrs. Fine between her legs. Then he dropped down to his knees between her legs, pushed her shoulders back until she was lying on the stairs, and pushed her skirt up to her waist to reveal a pair of cotton print panties. Kurt simply pulled the panty crotch to the side to reveal her naked hairy pussy, and slid his cock into her. He lied on top of her on the stairway, using the bottom step for leverage as he thrust in and out of her. Mrs. Fine put her arms around his body, and he could hear her panting echo through the stairwell.
Kurt knew he was taking a risk and fucked rapidly to finish quickly. But Mrs. Fine clamped her thighs around him and dug her fingers into his back. She emitted high-pitched whimpers in his ear as she thrust up to meet him. It wasn't even five minutes of work before they both had achieved orgasms, and Mrs. Fine rushed back up to her classroom with her backside full of dirt.
One day during seventh period, the class took a "field trip" to the school library. Mrs. Fine was to help them check out appropriate books for a research assignment.
The library was laid out with tables in the center of the room, surrounded by ceiling-high book shelves laid out in rows. But on one side of the room, between the tall rows of bookshelves and the center tables, were a row of lower, four-feet tall, book shelves filled mostly with research books.
Halfway through the period, Kurt, Leo, Jake, Rod, and a couple of the other boys were hiding out in the rows of tall bookshelves. Most of the other students had gotten their books and were sitting at the tables in the middle of the room, along with various other students who happened to be in the library. The delinquent teens noticed that Mrs. Fine was helping some guy in the row of four-feet high shelves. Jake snuck over and stood behind Mrs. Fine. The other boys stayed quiet, and watched quietly from behind through the stacks of books.
When the other guy got done with Mrs. Fine, Jake approached her from behind. Briefly he got her attention by asking about a book in the short row in front of them.
As Mrs. Fine leaned over to look for a book, facing the tables in the middle, Kurt and the others watched from behind her as Jake reached down and felt her ass. Mrs. Fine stood up straight, startled, but with the four-foot bookcase between her and the rest of the library, nobody else could see Jake's handwork, except for the boys hiding behind them.
Mrs. Fine appeared to be looking around the room to see if anybody else could see her getting her ass felt by her student. Jake ran his hand under her skirt, and felt her ass. It happened to be a day when Kurt had ordered her to go commando.
Then Jake dropped to his knees like he'd been shot. He knelt behind Mrs. Fine, pushed her skirt up to her waist, exposing her bare ass to the hiding boys, but completely blocked out to the rest of the students.
Jake quickly burrowed his face into Mrs. Fine's ass. She raised her head and opened her mouth, but no sound came out. She appeared to even be biting her lip to keep quiet.
Jake's face was pressed firmly into his teacher's ass crack. Kurt and the others suppressed giggles. Kurt's first assumption was that Jake was showing off for his friends, just being outrageous, that sticking his nose into anybody else's asshole wasn't something he wanted to do for long. But Jake went at Mrs. Fine's ass crack with vigor, licking up and down her crack, appearing to burrow his tongue right into her asshole.
Mrs. Fine put her hands out and braced herself on the bookcase in front of her. All the other students could see her face and down to about mid-chest, but they could not see Jake behind the bookshelf rimming the teacher in the library.
While Jake licked and burrowed rapidly, enough to cause Mrs. Fine's ass cheeks to ripple, he reached around and seemed to be rubbing her pussy. Mrs. Fine's face was flush, she was still biting her lips, her eyes were closed, and her whole body was starting to shudder. Jake rubbed his four fingers over the front of her crotch as rapidly as he shook his head from side to side and up and down into her ass crack. He appeared to work a couple of fingers into her pussy. Kurt thought he could even hear his fingers sloshing around in her wetness.
Kurt, and practically the whole quiet library, heard Mrs. Fine emit her trademark "Eeeee!" as she achieved orgasm. A number of students looked up, but all they could see was a distressed-looking teacher appearing to be standing by herself at a bookshelf.
Jake pulled his face back, and Kurt could see that there was a three-inch wide ring of saliva surrounding Mrs. Fine's asshole. Jake literally crawled back to the taller bookshelves, as Mrs. Fine pulled down her skirt and smoothed it out, and nearly fell into the nearest chair to compose herself.
CHAPTER 9
On Friday, Mrs. Fine begged Kurt via email to let her wear underwear the next day because she had a faculty conference. Kurt relented. The next day her outfit consisted of her tight thin clinging blue sweater and a black flaring skirt, that wasn't very short but the flaring was sexy and gave the illusion of showing more leg than it did. Beneath it she wore a lacy white push-up bra, white satin thong panties, beige nylons, and a white garter belt.
After seventh period, Kurt informed her that she was to go with him after school on a "date" with him and several other students. He made her call her husband and tell him to pick up the kids and that she wouldn't be home until late. She called her husband "Sam," the first time that Kurt had heard his name. Before she hung up, Kurt yelled into the phone, "Don't worry, Sam, we'll take good care of her. Don't wait up!"
At 4:00 PM, Mrs. Fine met Kurt at the faculty parking lot. Since she had a nice large minivan, the boys volunteered that they would use her vehicle, but Jake would drive it. Kurt and Rod climbed into the far back seat with Mrs. Fine between them, and three other boys filled out the middle and front seats.
The first stop on their "date" was a burger joint, and Mrs. Fine "treated" her six teen "dates" to pizza and pop. The seven of them squeezed into a large booth at the pizza joint. She sat with the teens while they ate and listened to their juvenile conversations and food fights. Kurt and the others got in a few feels of her legs, but nothing out of control.
Back in the car, Kurt and Rod again sat in the back with Mrs. Fine, and this time Kurt took the liberty of making out with his teacher, and feeling her tits under her sweater, very aware that the other passengers in the middle and front seats were watching him do it. He made a point to spread her legs wide as he rubbed her pussy mound, allowing easy view of her white panties between her nylons and white garter belt. Kurt hoped the other guys could see him snake his hand into the side of her panties and finger fuck her.
The next stop was a liquor store, and since Mrs. Fine was the only one old enough to buy liquor, and the only one with lots of money, she was told to go in and buy numerous cases of beer, and a bottle of gin.
After the liquor store, Kurt allowed Rod to make out and feel up Mrs. Fine in the back of the van, although Kurt did grab her hand and make her give him a hand job through his pants as she did the same to Rod with her other hand.
The final stop was Leo's house, because his parents were gone for the weekend. Mrs. Fine was led downstairs to a large finished basement. Within minutes of their arrival and transfer of the booze from the van to the basement refrigerator, thirty other students, mostly Senior boys, arrived and headed for the beer. An Ipod with speakers blasted out loud metal tracks. More boys arrived to the sight of Kurt and the others fast dancing with their sexy "date," Mrs. Fine.
After being plied with a couple of strong drinks of gin, Mrs. Fine was working up a sweat dancing, to the calls and encouragement of all the boys there. She was quickly the center of attention and the entertainment. A vast majority of these teens had had Mrs. Fine as a teacher either this year or in prior years. Her tits may not have been big, but in her bra and tight sweater, they bounced in unison nicely for the boys. Her pleated skirt jumped as she did, showing more nylon-covered leg, and the occasional glimpse of white garter and bare thigh meat. And the cultured woman was a good enough dancer that she got her hips and ass shaking pretty good, clearly to the pleasure of the beer-clutching teens standing and sitting around her.
In no time the teenaged drinking party was in full swing, with Mrs. Fine the only female in attendance, and the object that most had their eyes on. It seemed like it only took the young drinkers a few sips of beer before they became boisterous. Many of them called for Mrs. Fine to "Shake it!" "Shake that booty!" "Shake that thing!" Soon they were trying to outdo each other in their outrageousness. "Shake your titties!" "Show more leg!" "Pop that booty!" "Shake that fine ass, Mrs. Fine!"
Mrs. Fine, now programmed to obey all of her students' commands, did start to dance sexier, shaking her ass more. She was not young and not little, but she got her lanky body moving the best she could, thrusting her hips. With boys on all sides of her, some were getting eyefuls of her thrusting hips and shaking tits, while others were watching her "booty" shake as her skirt flew up.
It didn't take long for calls to "Take it off!" "Show some skin!" The calls became predominant. Eventually a group of the boys chanted loudly in unison, "Take it off! Take it off!" It was impossible to ignore.
Mrs. Fine crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her sweater, and pulled it up. To the growing cheers of the boys, she lifted it up over her bra, over her head, and threw it to the floor. The teacher danced in her skirt and white push-up bra before the boys, the tops of her mature white breasts jumping into and out of her bra.
The chants for her to strip continued. Mrs. Fine unzipped her skirt in back, and tugged it down her hips. She kicked it a little awkwardly away from her shoes, and continued dancing in her white thong panties and garters. Mrs. Fine was not a small woman, and her ass was not tiny, but she jiggled nicely for the boys, and her thighs and the ass flesh that hung out the thongs jiggled rapidly. The high school teacher certainly knew very well what "booty popping" meant, and when called to do so, she did her best to get her ass meat rippling rapidly. It was crude enough to get Kurt and all the others howling their pleasure.
Mrs. Fine lowered her bra straps, one by one, to the growing anticipation of the crowd. When she unhooked the front-clasp bra, the bra practically jumped off her chest, and there was a thunderous roar from the boisterous boys as they watched their English teacher dancing topless.
Mrs. Fine raised her arms, with her elbows slightly bent, and danced, throwing her chest in and out, and side to side. Her breasts were fairly firm for a woman her age, but they still bobbled, shook, swayed and jiggled more than a younger girl's would, to the delight of Kurt and the other boys who had never seen a live woman shake her tits like that before. As the boys fought for position for better views, Mrs. Fine turned and afforded each angle a view of her bare white breasts and white torso below her tanned chest and shoulders.
The topless display squelched the calls for more flesh for a few minutes, as all teen eyes were riveted to Mrs. Fine's chest and rippling booty. Mrs. Fine's eyes alternately looked up at the ceiling in embarrassment, to the floor in shame, and at the leering grinning faces of her students who were watching her. Her eyes blinked away tears.
Several of the boys pulled out dollar bills, and stuffed them in their teacher's panty waistband and garters. Soon the bill-stuffing got grabby, and Mrs. Fine was getting jostled by hands grabbing her ass and crotch as she tried to keep her balance dancing.
Eventually there were calls for "More!" Mrs. Fine hooked her thumbs into her panties, hesitating to remove them. But the crowd couldn't wait, and the hands that were stuffing the bills and getting in feels now yanked down on her panties. One meaty hand yanked hard sideways, and an audible "rip" was heard from the silky fabric. The panties were quickly ripped right off the teacher, and she lost her balance and fell into the crowed. The boys were circled so tight around her that they caught her before she hit the ground, and pushed her back upright.
Mrs. Fine continued dancing with her hairy pussy exposed to the boys. She looked particularly vulnerable as she repeatedly thrust her pubic mound into the faces of her students as if she were fucking their faces. Her ass was not the firmest, but it was nice and round, with a few noticeable flaws. But the way her mature ass flesh jiggled and shook in the faces of the teens had them grinning howling, and flat-out frothing and drooling.



Semi-intoxicated hands reached out and grabbed at skin. Teen fingers squeezed bare ass flesh; rubbed her pussy mound and lips; tweaked tit flesh and hard nipples; and every other part of her back, shoulders, long torso, and longer legs. The woman's garters and hose were ripped off. Finally, physically and emotionally exhausted from dancing and stripping, Mrs. Fine lost her balance and fell into the crowd. She was dragged to the nearby couch, thrown on one of her student's laps, and devoured.
Hands fondled every part of her, fingers wormed inside every digit. A tongue briefly licked her asshole. Lips found hers and tongues rotated inside her mouth.
Finally one larger boy managed to gain predominant control, covered her on the couch, and worked his hard cock into her pussy. The gangbang had begun.
Cock after cock entered her pussy. It didn't take anybody a long time, and as soon as one cock vacated her, another one took its place. At first it was a long line of boys on top of her on the couch, between her legs, smothering her naked body. Then she was lifted up and placed on a student as he sat on the couch, and he fucked up into her as others felt her tits and shoved teen cocks into her hands and mouth.
There was such a nonstop stream of moans, wails, groans, and grunts emanating from the teacher's mouth that possibly only Kurt, who knew what to listen for, could tell when the woman was having her own orgasms. And that happened countless times.
Later she was pushed down on top of one of her students as he fucked up into her, and another drunken student climbed on top of her back and fucked her ass. This double penetration pushed out loud squeals and shouts from the terrified teacher.
Far into the night, Mrs. Fine serviced cock after cock. More and more students showed up as the earlier ones left or passed out. Word must've gotten around, and the train was in full motion into the early morning hours. Kurt was only guessing, but there may have been as many as eighty to one hundred eighteen-year-old students fucking Mrs. Fine tonight, a sizable percentage of this year's graduating class.
It was nearly dawn when only a handful of drunken teens remained, and all had been satisfied multiple times. Mrs. Fine's lips were swollen and chapped from sucking cocks. Her makeup ran down her face. Her hair was a sticky mess from having numerous loads of cum shot into it. Her pussy was raw. So was her asshole. She could barely walk from all of the soreness.
She was covered with hickies. A battle had ensued somewhere in the middle of the night to see who could give her the largest and deepest hickies, with her neck, chest, tits, ass, inner thighs, and hips all covered with the dark marks.
With no objections from any of the sleepy drunk teens, a dazed Mrs. Fine rummaged around to locate her clothes. Her panties were mostly ripped, but she put them on anyway because of all the cum leaking out of her holes. The rest of her outfit had gotten trampled and inspected throughout the party. Her garters were stretched out and her hose were nonstop runs.
"Put them on anyway," ordered a half-awake Kurt.
"They're so ripped, I don't even know if they'll stay on," said Mrs. Fine in a hoarse voice.
"Put them on anyway. I want your husband to see you that way when you get home." Kurt pulled out his cell phone camera one last time. "Now say 'cheese'."
Mrs. Fine shot him a quick dirty glance, then remembered her situation and only looked down at herself in shame. Her sweater had booze stains, rips, and handprints over the breasts. The zipper was broke on the skirt, so her panties protruded in back. And the skirt too was covered with cum stains. One or more boys had used it to wipe themselves off with before going home. Mrs. Fine found her gold necklace and crucifix where it had been yanked off of her. Her shoes were gone.
Kurt, who had been the keeper of her car keys, tossed the key chain to her, and watched her head barefoot for the exit. But he couldn't resist a couple of taunts. "See you Monday, Mrs. Fine. Tell your husband I'll be emailing you and him some awesome cell phone videos of your performance tonight. This will all be over for you in less than a semester. But isn't it nice to feel so wanted?"
THE END
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CHAPTER 1) INTRODUCTION: SUSAN'S PREDECESSOR
Marcia jumped when the phone in her cubicle rang. With a feeling of dread, she picked the handset off the cradle.
"This is Marcia. Yes, Byron, I'll be right in." Her heart sank. As if being marched into a prison camp, she stood up, and stiffly walked towards Byron's office door. She could hear his voice behind the door, and she opened it without knocking.
Byron was sitting on his desktop, talking on the phone. The fifty-year-old short slender balding executive with the short-cropped beard looked up at Marcia, and waved her in. The thirty-five-year-old slender woman in the scooping satin blouse and short skirt closed the door behind her and timidly approached Byron. Without even pausing his loud phone conversation, Byron spread his dangling legs and simply pointed to his crotch. Knowing the drill, Marcia stood between Byron's legs and unbuckled his belt. She unsnapped his pants, unzipped his fly, reached into his briefs, and pulled out his all-too-familiar cock.
As Byron continued his phone negotiations, Marcia reached out and stroked his cock to full hardness. Byron ran his free hand though her long thick strawberry blonde hair one time, and then slid his palm down her exposed chest, into her blouse, and over her white lacy bra. His fingers slid into her bra cup, and he fondled her small left breast.
When Byron released her hard nipple and withdrew his hand from her blouse, Marcia knew it was her next queue. She dropped to her knees onto the carpet, leaned forward, and placed her lips onto Byron's dick head. She slid her lips over the warm vein-covered shaft and sucked at a medium pace.
Marcia heard the door open, and she glanced back. Her boss Gary closed the door behind himself, and he sauntered over to the desk. He appeared to listen to Byron's phone conversation for a moment. Then he casually unbuckled his belt, unzipped his pants, and dropped his slacks and his boxers to his ankles. After a few quick strokes of his own cock, Gary knelt behind Marcia.
Marcia felt the cool air hit her bottom as Gary pushed up her skirt, and exposed her naked, panty-less ass. She felt him slide his warm dull cock over her ass crack a few times, felt him grabbing her exposed ass cheeks, and then she felt his fingers spreading open her pussy lips. His cock head was thrust into her pussy, which to Marcia's usual humiliation, was moist and slippery.
Marcia grunted quietly when Gary pumped his cock deep into her pussy, slamming into her ass and knocking her slightly off balance. She managed to hang onto the cock in her mouth and keep sucking as she got fucked.
My God, she prayed silently. How long can this go on? How many times do I have to go home to my husband with the taste of another man's penis on my lips? With somebody else's semen dripping out of my vagina? How often do I have to make excuses to him not to have sex before he figures out I'm getting ravaged almost daily at work? She remembered the line from The Exorcist: "Your mother sucks cocks in hell!" Marcia sucks cocks regularly in what feels like hell, and she didn't want her children to ever know about it.
"Yea, Gary just came in. Let me put you on the speaker," Byron said to the person on the phone. Byron put the phone down, and he and Gary continued a three-way conversation on the speakerphone, all the while filling Marcia's crevices with their cocks. Marcia now recognized the voice on the phone. It was Alex, a top client. Alex had also had sex with Marcia several times.
The three men finished up their business dealings while Marcia took care of their physical needs. "Hey, Byron, you still have Marcia working there?" asked Alex.
"Yea," grunted Byron, "She's right here. Marcia, say hi to Alex."
As commanded, Marcia removed her lips from Byron's cock and said, "Hi Alex."
"Ha ha, hi, Marcia," Alex chuckled. "Well, I can tell you guys are busy, so I'll let you get back to, um, business. See ya later."
With the phone business completed, Byron and Gary exchanged a few comments about the deal, and then became silent, finally paying complete attention to Marcia's efforts. Gary pumped her harder and faster, making loud slapping sounds as his pelvis banged into her ass.
"I have a meeting in ten minutes, you better get a little tongue action going, Marcia," commanded Byron. Marcia licked over Byron's dick head like it was an ice cream cone, and flitted her tongue over it rapidly. She licked her tongue down the shaft, and onto his hairy testicles. Byron's moan told her she had done well.
Marcia returned to rapid cock sucking, and Gary banged faster and harder. Then came Marcia's next moment of shame. She knew that she was approaching an orgasm. She hated it when these two men she despised so much got her off, but she'd tried to suppress her feelings before to no avail. So this time she let her orgasm build. She moaned and whimpered, and thrust her bottom back to meet Gary's cock.
"Hmmm, she's gonna cum soon, Byron, I can tell," chuckled Gary.
"Urrg, me too," grunted the man sitting on the desk.
Gary came first, shooting his jizm into Marica's pussy. In turn, this began the final launch of Marcia's shuddering orgasm. And while still jerking her way through that, Byron unloaded a wad of cream into Marcia's mouth.
Marcia deftly swallowed nearly every drop of Byron's cum, not wanting to get it onto her face or clothes or hair. As Gary pulled his cock out of her pussy and stood up, Marcia leaned back and let Byron's cock slip out of her mouth.
After a moment of panting and dizziness, Marcia stood up, smoothed her skirt down, and wiped some jizm off her chin with the back of her hand. Byron and Gary zipped themselves up, and started right back on their conversation about the deal. Without a word from Marcia or an acknowledgement from the two men, Marcia silently crept out of the room, closed the door behind her, and headed to the bathroom to clean up, trying not to notice the knowing eyes on her in the hallway.
CHAPTER 2) SUSAN GETS PROMOTED
For the most part, Susan Fonda was excited about her new promotion. With her husband having just returned to work after a lengthy unemployment, the large jump in pay was a godsend. And it appeared to be a wonderful opportunity for the twenty-eight-year-old liberal arts major, who had limped from one low-end clerical job to another since graduation six years ago. This new sales assistant job wasn't something she had been trained for, but apparently management felt that after two years with the company that she knew the business well enough. Plus, her predecessor Marcia's sudden announcement that her husband had accepted a job in another city left the sales department in a bind with so many contracts up for renewal in the next few weeks. She was told that this was a visible, high-pressure sales job, and she had promised to be tough and put in extra effort to keep old accounts and land new ones.
The downside was that she never cared for Gary, her new boss. The chubby, slightly balding, forty-something Gary seemed like he spent all his time joking around, and flirting with the women in the office. Several times over the past year or so he'd complimented her on her hair, or her outfit, in ways that told her he was looking at her in more than a business context. In fact, he once made what she considered an offensive comment to her, saying something like, "That's a nice sweater, Susan, it shows off your perky boobs!" She couldn't get that "perky boobs" comment of her head. And she was afraid of Gary's boss Byron, a short, skinny, nasty man. Byron just scowled at her the way he did everyone, except that he seemed to stare at her body a little too long sometimes. Susan was aware that she was a sensitive woman, and knew she would have to toughen up to impress these men.
Susan's first day in her new position was relatively uneventfully. Mostly she got her new cubicle organized, studied some sales brochures at Gary's request, and prepared several presentations. It was the second day, about mid-morning, that Gary called her into his office.
"This afternoon Chuck and Frank are going to be in. They represent one of our biggest clients. I want you to meet them," ordered Gary.
"Sure," acknowledged Susan.
"And then after the meeting, I want you to go out for some drinks and dinner with us. OK?"
"Uh, yes, I suppose." Actually Susan was disappointed that she couldn't go home to her husband. But she really had nothing planned after work, and she didn't want to turn down such a request on her second day on the job.
"Later you will be working with them from time to time. But today I just need you to be agreeable, you don't have to hard sell, that's my job. I just want them to get to know you. Now Chuck and Frank are from the old school. They're old geezers and haven't even accepted women in management yet. Touchy feely guys. So you have to put up with them even if they get a little obnoxious."
Susan wasn't exactly sure what Gary meant by that. "Touchy feely?"
Gary didn't exactly elaborate. "Let me just say that no matter what, you can't risk offending these guys, they're that important to the company. You have to endure whatever they throw at you. But don't worry. They'll love your perky boobs."
There was that expression again! Susan felt her face getting flush. She instinctively glanced down at her white top, clinging tightly to her breasts. Her breasts aren't even that large. They did sort of stick out in a cone-shaped fashion in her current B cup bra, but she didn't think the sweater was inappropriate for business. Susan took offense at the comment, but didn't know what to say. Another fault of Susan's that she was aware of was that she sometimes didn't speak up when she should. She didn't have time to verbally react to the "perky boobs" comment, because Gary kept talking, and got back to business.
But her mind wandered. Susan didn't even think of her self as overly attractive. Her face was pretty, with big brown eyes and full lips, but her nose wasn't perfect. At five-foot five-inches she wasn't particularly tall. Her legs were nice but not particularly long. Her butt was just OK, she thought, and her stomach was flat, she was in good shape, and her long brown straight hair was full. Susan was confident in her appearance, but she didn't think of herself as someone who turned heads. Just an average, late-twenties wife and office worker.
When the conversation concluded, Susan stood to leave. She wished that she'd had some notice about the meeting and dinner, as she realized that she was dressed sort of casual. Along with her thin sweater, she wore a casual printed skirt that hemmed slightly above her knees, and didn't even have on pantyhose. "Should I go home and change into something a little better?" She asked her new boss.
Gary came around his desk and put his arm around her. "Naw, you look great! Just show them a little leg, and they'll love ya." Gary gave her waist a little squeeze, and then opened the office door for her.
Again, Susan was taken back by Gary's comment on her appearance, but again she didn't know what to say in return. And the arm around her waist. Is this the way he was going treat her? Maybe he was testing her. Am I really up to this kind of wine-and-dine sales? "Toughen up, Susan," she told herself.
The meeting itself included Chuck, Frank, Gary and another member of the sales department named Terry. Susan was introduced to Chuck and Frank. They were, indeed, old, each looking gray, bespectacled, and in their sixties. Chuck was a little chunky, and bald. His shirt collar was too small for his neck, and flesh hung over his collar and tie. Frank was tan, spiffily dressed, and his full head of hair appeared to have been sprayed into place.
Susan ended up sitting next to Chuck at the conference table. Except for chiming in on a couple of product details, Susan said little during the meeting. The men behaved, with the possible exception of Chuck maybe staring down at Susan's legs a little too much.
After the meeting, Gary drove the five of them to the restaurant. Somehow Terry ended up in the front seat, and Susan was seated between her two clients in the back. Susan had worn a light jacket to work, but left it behind so it wouldn't end up smelling like smoke from the lounge. During the drive, both Chuck and Frank took up more than their share of the sedan's back seat, pressing their thighs into Susan's. Susan's skirt hiked up from the constant rubbing, exposing more thigh than she liked. Chuck dominated the conversation in the back, but Susan caught both of the older men looking at her legs. Gary wanted her to "show them a little leg." She didn't mean to, but she was.
The quintet entered the crowded restaurant lounge and found a small lounge table with four stools. Susan was seated across from Gary and Terry, and was flanked by Chuck and Frank, who both said they preferred to stand. Gary and Terry quickly got into shop talk with each other, while Frank and Chuck both turned their complete attention to Susan, talking loudly in the noisy bar, their wrinkled faces inches from hers. Susan was not a heavy drinker - an occasional glass of wine was generally all she was good for, or maybe an occasional rum and coke. But on Chuck's and Frank's insistence, she joined them in several rounds of very, very strong mixed drinks. The first one should have steadied her nerves, but her nerves because continuously more frazzled as the two older men began to hit on her.
Their conversation started out friendly enough, with a lot of questions about her personal life. But as the drinks kept coming, they went from semi-veiled flirtations to crude innuendos. Even worse was their "touchy feely" demeanor. Chuck, on her left, started with the occasional touch of her arm. Then his right hand rested on the back of her stool, and then was placed on her waist. Then his left hand ended up touching her knee. On her right side, Frank was pressing his upper thigh into her leg, and she could feel the lump of his penis occasionally press against her. His left hand occasionally rested on her shoulder as he spoke to her, but his eyes mostly spoke to her chest.
Chuck's and Frank's hands were all over Susan, who was trapped between the two men. Their conversation and their touching were relentless, and Susan, aware of what she considered her "wining and dining" duty, endured it. Chuck's left hand was halfway up her bare thigh over her skirt, Frank's right hand was on her other thigh, and both of them had their other hand on her shoulder and waist.
Finally their table was ready, and they were summoned to the restaurant. As Susan slid off her bar stool, Frank gallantly let her walk ahead of him, only put his hand on her hip and run it down her ass, giving it a quick pat.
The restaurant was even darker and nearly as loud as the lounge was. They were led to a round booth in the corner, and somehow Susan once again was stuck seated between the two boorish older clients. It was not a coincidence, it seemed. Gary and Terry sat next to each other and continued their private conversation, with only the occasional glance up from Gary.
Yet another round of drinks was brought, even though Susan requested nothing. Each drink seemed to be stronger than the last. With an empty stomach, Susan knew she was quite intoxicated. Her senses were dull and her reaction times slow, but she was acutely aware of the "touchy feely" hands that had returned to her body. Chuck was still on her left, and again his right hand was on her hip as he faced her, and his left hand was again on her thigh, this time pushing the hem of her skirt up under the table. Frank, on her right, put his whole arm around her and rested his left hand on her left shoulder. His right hand was on her bare flesh at mid-thigh.
Keeping a smile on her face, Susan was bold enough to slide her hand under the table, place them on the two hands on her thighs, and gently push them away. This kept them at bay for a moment, but then Frank slipped his right hand under Susan's left armpit, reaching far enough around for his fingers to be grazing the side of her breast over her thin sweater and bra. Chuck's hand dropped down below Susan's hip, patting the top of her fanny.
Susan tried to wiggle her way out of the hand grazing her left breast, then tried to push it away with her right hand. But in the meantime, two hands ended up on her thighs again, pushing her hem higher. Again she pushed the hands off her thighs, but Frank countered by moving his right hand up her waist, and grabbing a quick handful of her right breast. Chuck's right hand worked its way under her sweater in back, and she felt it roam over her bare back, over her bra. It was a battle, with Susan pushing hands away from one place, only to have another hand placed somewhere else. Susan looked at Gary for help, but he only smiled at her and nodded.
Dinner was finally served, and everybody ate, but Chuck and Frank managed to eat with one hand on the table and one under it, stroking her bare thighs. Her skirt was pushed up so high that a quick glance under the tablecloth gave Susan a quick glimpse of her own white panty crotch. Susan tried to "be tough" and endure the groping, and in her intoxicated state wasn't able to think quickly or react enough to find a clever way out. As the hands under the table continued to squeeze her inner thighs, she was resigned to eat with both hands while she felt the hands move closer and closer to her crotch. When Chuck's little pinky grazed the edge of her panty at her crotch, Susan let it stay there a little too long before subtly reaching under the table and pushing it away. She tried to keep her legs pressed together, but soon Chuck's hand was back pressing against her panties. This time she left it there, rubbing her pubic mound over her cotton panties.
Gary and Terry bought more rounds of drinks, ate slowly, and then ordered desert while Chuck and Frank finished their meals and returned their complete attention to groping Susan. With knowing looks from Gary, she couldn't stop them. Frank's left hand was back around under her arm, freely squeezing her left breast. Chuck's hand relentlessly rubbed her pussy. Eventually they shifted positions. Now Frank's hand was tickling her panties over her crotch. And Chuck's left hand was under her sweater, feeling her left tit over her bra. Susan alternately tried to stop him, and then turned his way in order to hide the fondling from the restaurant staff.
Susan kept trying to push the hands away without being offensive, but the hands kept groping and prodding. Chuck's fingers were attempting to work their way up inside the bottom of Susan's bra. While Susan fought off this attempt, Frank worked his fingers inside of her panties, and roamed through her pubic hair.
Susan had a fleeting thought of her husband, of what he would do if he knew his wife was letting two dirty old men fondle her in a restaurant. She felt ashamed, knowing she could never tell him about this.
Chuck's hand managed to reach inside of her left bra cup from underneath, and he squeezed her bare tit and hard nipple. Frank rubbed her pussy rapidly, then worked his middle finger inside of her pussy. Susan realized that her pussy was soaking wet, and the finger found plenty of lubrication.
Susan continued her endurance and inadequate defenses until Frank found her clit. The minute he touched it, Susan jumped. And then she was paralyzed as he diddled it rapidly with two fingers.
At first Susan thought it was the liquor, but then she realized that she was dizzy because she was about to have an orgasm. She closed her eyes and tried to wish it away, but that only made it worse. She tried to subtly rest her head on her right hand with her elbow on the table. Terry and Gary didn't seem to notice it, but the other two men were looking right at her as her eyes rolled upwards, she shuddered and shook, bit her lips, and climaxed into a medium-sized orgasm.



Susan leaned back onto the booth for a moment. Then, said, "excuse me, I have to get up," and practically pushed Frank out of the booth to get by him.
Susan walked quite unsteadily to the women's washroom, threw the door open, found the small bathroom's single stall, and collapsed into it. She silently wept, unable to compose herself for several minutes. The room was practically spinning from the alcohol, but Susan finally grabbed some toilet paper and began to mop up her pussy and her soaking wet panty crotch. When she had done a quickie job on them, she stood up, opened the stall door, and stood before the mirror over the vanity counter. Her make-up was a mess. She started the water in the sink, bent over, and washed her face.
Susan heard the bathroom door open. Damn, she didn't lock it! Then her eyes focused on the bald, gray, short, chunky figure of Chuck. Susan gasped and turned towards him. Chuck quickly moved the several steps toward Susan, pushed her backside against the vanity counter, put his arms around her, and kissed her.
Susan was in such a state of shock that she didn't react at all. She felt his hands rapidly roaming over her body - lifting her sweater up; raising her bra cups up to expose both of her jiggling tits; his lips suckling her right breast; pressing his hard crotch against hers - all in a matter of seconds, it seemed on one level. But it also seemed like it was happening in slow motion, and despite her drunkenness Susan was aware of every little detail, but somehow seemed mentally paralyzed and unable to react.
Susan got her hands in front of her and pushed against Chuck's body. Chuck was not deterred. In less than ten seconds, he somehow got his own pants opened, reached under her skirt, pulled aside her panties, and before Susan had any idea it was coming, the old man thrust the entire length of his cock up into her slippery pussy.
She fell back, and her butt landed on the edge of the vanity. She reached back and caught herself, placing both hands on the counter behind her. Chuck was standing between her legs, forcing them wide apart, humping her rapidly like a horny dog.
Susan was a deer in the headlights. She wiggled and gyrated a little, but otherwise was too shocked to offer any physical or verbal resistance.
It was maybe only three minutes or so that she felt a gush in her pussy, and knew that Chuck had cum inside her unprotected vagina. He slowed down his thrusts, and pulled his cock out from between her legs. Susan laid back, panting, watching Chuck pull up his pants and zip up his fly. Without a word, he smiled at her, turned, and exited the women's restroom.
CHAPTER 3) SHOW ME YOUR PERKY BOOBS
Susan made it into work the next morning, despite a queasy stomach and a nasty headache. She had an important presentation to make to several of her company's executives, and needed to prepare and be at her best. In fact she got up a few minutes early to put on her best business skirt and blazer, and take her time with her hair and makeup. The rest of the previous night went with no other serious incident. In one of the few slick moves she made all night, Susan had managed to jump into the front seat on the drive back to the office to pick up her car. She shouldn't have driven home, but she made it there and quickly showered away the evidence of Chuck's sperm, and passed out in bed next to her sleeping husband. Since 4:00 AM she had tossed and turned as she replayed the incidents of the night before. Another man had sex with her. He forced himself on her. But did she resist? She didn't hit him or run away. She didn't scream or fight as two men touched virtually all of her very private parts all evening, and then in the washroom she didn't even say "no" while being penetrated by another man's penis. It was rape. Wasn't rape. Rape. Not rape. Susan knew it would never stand up in court. She knew if she told her husband that he would be unsatisfied with her defensive efforts, and justifiably so. Susan chose to try to forget the incident ever happened. If Chuck didn't tell anybody else about it, nobody would ever know.
But when Susan opened her email at her desk, there was a memo from Gary, with no subject. She opened it, and there was an attachment. Above the attachment, the text read: "I took this last night with my cell phone camera. Please see me."
Susan clicked on the attachment. To her extreme horror, it was a photo of her and Chuck in the bathroom. Taken from behind Chuck and slightly to his left, Susan was up on the counter, with Chuck standing between her legs, his pants down to his knees, his big bare ass exposed, as he appeared to be humping Susan. Susan's legs were bare and spread wide around Chuck. Her sweater and bra were pushed up onto her chest, and her right breast was partially visible from the side. Susan's eyes appeared to be closed, and her head was thrown back. The photo wasn't real sharp, but there would be no doubt to anyone that knew her that it was Susan.
Susan felt her skin crawl. Should she pack her belongings and get ready to be fired? Was Gary going to chew her out or punish her? She was afraid to see him. She spent an hour polishing this afternoon's presentation. Finally, not wanting to put it off any longer, she went to Gary's office.
Gary's door was open. He was on the phone but waved her in. Susan took it upon herself to close the office door. Gary finished his conversation and hung up the phone.
"There's my girl with the perky boobs!"
God, I HATE it when he says that!
"I got really lucky with that picture! I happened to peek in the bathroom at just the right time, and the photo turned out pretty well! A nice action shot, don't you think?"
Susan couldn't think of anything to say for a minute. With her head hanging down, she finally spoke. "He, he, forced himself on me."
"I didn't hear you screaming, or see you fighting. A little writhing, maybe."
"I didn't know what to do, I froze. You don't believe me, do you?"
"It doesn't matter. The account is sewn up for another year."
"Why, what did Chuck say?"
"He didn't say anything. But I emailed him this photo, too. He's a married man. He knows how the game is played. He knows I have this photo, and he'll give me all his business."
"You're blackmailing him?"
"Well, implicitly. I told you, this is a mean business. I play dirty and I get what I want. And now I want something from you."
Susan looked up. "What?"
"Mmmmm. Quite the blockbuster photo I have. Did you tell your husband Bill what happened last night?"
"No, no! He wouldn't understand."
"Especially if he saw this picture. I know where he works, I could email it to him right now."
"Noooo! What do you want from me?"
Gary leaned back in his chair and paused. "Well, for starters, I'm dying to see those perky boobs!"
Susan gasped at his gross proposition. "NO!" She instinctively crossed her arms over her blazer to cover her chest.
"You let Chuck and Frank play with them all night, but you won't even give me a little peek. OK, then, I'll just send this picture right on over to Bill."
"NO, NO!"
"Unbutton the blazer."
Susan stood up. Her hands shook as she unbuttoned her blazer. When Susan opened the blazer, Gary saw what nobody else was supposed to see - a pristine white camisole-type blouse, scooping down and sleeveless, nearly transparent. Her white smooth molded bra was clearly visible underneath the thin fabric.
"Pull up the blouse," commanded Gary.
"Gary, please,"
"Don't argue. Show me the goodies."
"OK, you, bastard," spat an incensed Susan in a wavering voice. But while she said it, fighting tears, she had already started to lift her camisole off. She crossed her arms and slowly lifted it over her bra, above her head, pulling it through her long brown hair, and holding it in her right hand.
Gary stared at his new employee in her little white bra, grinning at her chest. "Keep going. I can't wait."
Susan slowly pulled each of her thin bra straps down off of her shoulders. At home she would have spun the bra around and unclasped it in front. But despite not wanting to give Gary the satisfaction of giving him a good show, for some unexplained reason she chose to reach back behind her, and unclasp the bra from the back. She then pulled the bra down from the front, and felt her breasts fall out of it.
"Helloooo!" Gary moaned. "Ohh, look at those babies!" Gary leaned forward and stared at Susan's two perfect conical tits. They jutted out from her chest, with just a little bit of a slope, but her nipples stuck straight out, and were capped by sizable puffy brown areolas.
Susan stood with her arms to her sides, holding her bra, her blouse on the chair behind her, sniffling and fighting tears, but trying to be defiant, not wanting Gary to know how humiliating this was for her.
Gary stood up, moved around his desk, and approached her. Susan instinctively moved back, stumbling over the chair behind her, and then turning. "No."
"I gotta touch em."
"No," said Susan, moving backwards.
"I gotta feel those puppies!'
"No," whimpered Susan. But she had maneuvered herself back against Gary's desk, and he reached out and placed his cold right hand on her left breast. A momentary wrestling match incurred, with Susan trying to push her boss away, and Gary moving both of his hands around his employee's topless torso from behind her. Susan's lovely tits shook and bobbled as she squirmed and fought, and Gary grabbed and shook them.
Finally Susan surrendered. Turning and leaning against the desk, she allowed her boss to fondle her naked breasts. He tried to kiss her, and she threw her head back, but he caught her big lips and snaked his tongue into her as he felt her tits. Gary kissed her neck, then worked his lips down Susan's chest, and landed on her right breast. He licked and sucked on it, making Susan's nipple puckered and hard as a rock, sending shivers through her body. He flitted his tongue over it as he held her in place against his desk.
Gary moved his right hand down her waist, down the side of her skirt. He touched the top of her thigh just above her knee, Susan feeling his hand sliding over the roughness of her pantyhose. When he tried to move his hand under her skirt, she started a new round of wrestling.
"No," she moaned, trying to push his hand away. She stood up, and moved away from the desk. Gary chased his topless employee completely around his desk one time, watching her tits jiggling the whole trip, before he caught her again. He got his arms around her, pressed her back against the desk, put his right hand on her inner thigh, and slid it up, forcing her skirt up with it. When his hand found her crotch, Susan let out a little squeal, before Gary pushed her over.
Susan's back crashed down on the cold Formica desktop, and her legs splayed open. Her white panties were exposed under the diamond-shaped stitching of her pantyhose. Gary grabbed her crotch and held it. He rubbed Susan's pussy over her hose and panties while kissing her as she lied on her back, her legs kicking in the air. Despite her employment predicament and Gary's blackmail photo that she never wanted her husband to see, Susan instinctively fought for her honor. It wasn't a whole-hearted defense, but she wasn't ready to just lay back and be assaulted like she was last night without feeling like she'd done something to stop it.
But for the moment the battle was over. She was topless on her boss's desk, he was kissing her and feeling her all over, and just like last night, she just took it.
At that point, Gary's phone rang. Gary, to Susan's surprise and relief, reached over and pushed the hands-free button. "Yes?"
The voice of Carol, the front receptionist, responded. "Gary, I have Phil Lewin on the line. He's looking for Susan, he says it's urgent."
"Oohh, OK, put it through here!" Phil was another one of the small handful of most important customers, someone Susan had been working with for some time. He was a pain in the ass, but his problems had to be resolved promptly.
Gary stood up, and so did his topless assistant, blinking her eyes and trying to regain some composure. The phone rang again, and Gary pushed the hands-free button for Susan. "Hi, Phil," she said in a slightly warbled tone."
Phil began to babble on about his delivery problem, and Susan started writing notes. She momentarily concentrated on her job and Phil's problem, attempting to forget that she was topless in her boss's office.
But as she took notes and talked she felt Gary's hands return to her breasts, this time from behind her. He squeezed both of her tits while standing behind her, as she leaned over the desk to write.
Susan tried to bend over and move away from Gary. But his fingers squeezed her tits tightly, stroking and lifting them. Susan tried once to swat them away, and managed to get the hands off her. She concentrated once again on Phil's questions.
Gary's hands rubbed Susan's ass over her skirt, squeezing her cheeks. Susan did a quick hula dance to try to throw them off, but was too preoccupied with Phil to mount a defense. Gary's hands ran under her skirt again, and rubbed her pussy. Susan bucked her hips once, but Phil wasn't happy with her answers.
Gary unclasped Susan's skirt at the side and slowly zipped it down. He gently grabbed the waistband at each side, and pulled it down off her hips. Susan turned and gave him a dirty look, but he dropped the skirt down around her ankles, leaving Susan standing topless in just her white cotton panties and pantyhose.
Gary ran his hands up and down Susan's legs over her hose. Then he grabbed the waistbands of both her pantyhose and her panties, and tugged them down together. Susan was being jostled by the tugging, but continued her conversation with Phil. "Yes, I agree, Phil, you should have received them yesterday. I can try to track them. Do you have enough to get through the day?" In the meantime, her bare ass was now out in the open, and her boss was crouching right behind it.
Having exposed his assistant's bare ass, Gary yanked the hose and panties down her legs rapidly. Susan absentmindedly stepped out of them and stood naked, still leaning over and writing notes and talking. When Gary grabbed her bare ass, the inflection in her voice went higher.
Gary entertained himself with her butt cheeks for several moments, and then Susan felt a hand slide between her legs from behind and rub her furry pussy. She wiggled, but she thought she was close to resolving Phil's issue and wanted to get off the phone to stop her boss's groping. So a finger entered her pussy, and slid in without friction. Susan was soaking wet.
"Yes, I'll deal with this PERSONNALLY!" Squealed Susan as she felt something else at her pussy slit. She looked back, and saw that Gary had his pants down, and was pressing his hips into her backside. Just like last night, his cock was in her before she knew it. DAMN! OOHHHHHHH!" It was thick and stretched her out, but she was so lubricated that it was only mildly painful. "I know, PHIL, we SHOULD be able TO resolve, uh, this with ONLY a couple of phone CALLLS!"
Gary had Susan bent over his desk, and was fucking her doggie style rapidly. Susan had never had sex this way, and it was a new feeling. They made loud slapping sounds as Gary's hips banged into her bare ass, and Susan hoped that Phil couldn't hear it or didn't notice it.
Gary groped Susan's dangling tits as he humped her. "Let me wrrrritttee that, unngg, down, Phil. Uhhhhh! You said twenty-twoooOOO, right." Uh, I'll, uh, have to get baaaaack tooo YOUUUUUUUU!"
Susan pushed the hands free button to disconnect the phone, and thrust her hips back at Gary. She was in the middle of a minor orgasm, and it was building into a whopper of a big one. "OHHHHH!"
Gary grunted in her ear as he humped over her rapidly. He reached between her legs, and his right middle finger found her clit. He rapidly diddled it as he fucked her with his cock and groped her tit with his left hand. Susan grunted, squirmed, and gyrated her hips. UH! UH! UH! UH!" She bit her lip to try to keep herself quiet.
The reserved wife thrashed about wildly, exploding in a major orgasm. She felt her boss shoot his wad deep into her pussy, and her knees buckled as she collapsed facedown on the desk, panting, and drooling on the Formica.
CHAPTER 4) THE CONFERENCE ROOM
When her boss pulled his wet dick out of her pussy, Susan panted and cried as she collapsed in a chair. Too exhausted to move for several minutes, she watched Gary pull up his briefs and his slacks and straighten himself up. Then the grinning man picked up each of Susan's garments, inspecting each. He laid her skirt, blazer and blouse out over the arm of her chair. He looked at her bra, panties, and pantyhose, and stuffed them in his desk drawer.
Susan gained enough strength to stand up and get dressed. "What about my undergarments?" She asked.
"I'll keep them for the rest of the day. You won't be needing them."
"I need panties. Otherwise I'll, uh, leak uh, your juice."
"Very well," replied Gary. He reached into his drawer. But instead of retrieving Susan's white cotton panties, he handed Susan a blue garment. "These belonged to Marcia. They're almost clean."
Susan looked at her slender-hipped predecessor's panties. They were blue silk thongs. Susan had never worn a thong, never had the inkling to purchase one. But the defeated employee knew not to argue with her boss anymore, that he held all the cards. Plus, she was in a hurry to get any clothes on her at all before someone entered the office.
Susan stepped into the thongs and pulled them up her legs. They were too small for her, but she pulled them up as high as she could. She saw her boss watching her as she threw her camisole over her braless torso, pulled her skirt up over her naked butt and zipped it, and slid into her blazer and button it. She slipped her shoes on over her bare feet.
"Do you have your presentation ready for this afternoon?" Gary asked.
"Uh, yes," replied Susan, still in a daze.
"Then I'll see you at one," replied her boss, and Susan let herself out.
For the rest of the morning and through lunch hour, Susan tried to concentrate on her PowerPoint presentation for the meeting, but she had a hard time concentrating with all that had happened in the past twenty-four hours. She tried to put her assaults behind her, hoping that Gary was satisfied with having screwed her once. But he did still possess the photo that would destroy her marriage to the man she loved. She intended to get through this important presentation, and then she could work out her problems at home tonight.
Susan felt funny sitting at her desk braless and in thongs. No one could notice, really, as long as she kept her blazer on, and hopefully nobody at the meeting would notice that she wasn't wearing hose under her best business suit.
Susan arrived at the conference room fifteen minutes early to make sure that the overhead projector worked. Gary and all of the other five sales executives arrived a couple of minutes late. Gary took a seat on one side of the wooden conference table, and Susan made a point of sitting on the opposite side, directly across from him.
Susan was scheduled to make her presentation at the end of the meeting. For thirty minutes she sat among the six older reps, listing to them discuss various issues. She made a point of pulling her chair as close to the table as she could, so the men on either side of her wouldn't see that she wasn't wearing pantyhose.
She felt something touch her knee. She realized that it was a foot. She looked across the table at Gary, who was grinning at her. He had taken his shoe off, and was playing footsy with her from across the table. The sock-covered foot was sliding between her legs up her bare thighs. Susan glanced from side to side. Nobody seemed to notice yet. She knew better than to disobey Gary. She allowed the foot to push her knees apart. The foot continued its journey up her thigh unimpeded, until it rested squarely on her silk panty-covered crotch. Susan could only sit and endure this intrusion while the others spoke.



When it was finally time for Susan to present her proposal, she stood up, walked around to the other side of the conference room, and adjusted the lights. She dimmed the front lights, but the directional lights over the table still illuminated the room well.
Gary stood up and whispered to Susan, "It's hot in here, you don't need your blazer."
Immediately Susan figured out what he was up to. He wanted her to stand in front of the men braless. "It's OK, I'll leave it on."
"Take the blazer off," he mumbled in a stern manner. Susan's heart sank, as the look in Gary's eyes told her to obey. Her hands shook as she unbuttoned her blazer for the second time that day.
Susan knew what she looked like standing in front of the room with the lights from the overhead projector on her. She had seen herself without her blazer in the bathroom mirror earlier. Her white camisole was practically transparent. Susan knew that she was virtually topless, that her dark, larger-than-average areolas could be seen a hundred feet away, and that the whole shape of her breasts and puffy nipples could easily be studied at close range by these men whose respect she was trying to win.
Susan tried to keep calm and speak with a firm confident voice. But now, instead of concentrating on her presentation and her material, she could feel her breasts swaying each time she leaned over to forward to the next slide, or back away and point to the screen. She felt like she was an exotic dancer, exposed and jiggling in front of a group of men. It didn't help that the sensation of her bare butt cheeks chafing against her skirt was new to her. She was humiliated, but she tried to act like everything was normal, that the men weren't all staring at her chest, and she soldiered on with her presentation as best she could.
When she completed her presentation, she asked, "Are there any questions?"
There was a moment of silence. Then Byron, the man that Susan was afraid of, known for being irritable in meetings, said, "Yes, I have a question."
He paused for a moment. "We can see that you don't care to wear a bra to work. But are you wearing panties, or are you going commando?"
Several of the other execs snickered. Susan was devastated. She had tried so hard to make a good presentation, to prove that she could fit in at this corporate level. And all the sales VP could do was make a remark about her breasts and ask a crude question, humiliating her in front of everybody. Susan's jaw dropped, her face went crimson, and her knees locked.
The men all had a good laugh, and Susan stood there in silent humiliation, with nothing to say. She thought she was going to cry. She turned to go back to her chair.
"Susan," called Gary. "You didn't answer the question. What are you wearing?"
Susan stopped, turned to the men, and mumbled, "Yes, I'm wearing underwear."
"Prove it," said Joe, a fat bald man.
"C'mon, Susan," commanded Gary. "Prove it. Show them what you're wearing."
Susan couldn't believe that these men were treating a woman this way in this day and age. She thought the days of corporate pigs were over, but she'd learned the past twenty-four hours that there were plenty of pigs in her own company.
"Here," said Joe, standing up. "Come on up onto the table and show us." The others mumbled their encouragement.
Susan didn't budge, couldn't. Then Gary said, "The real thing is better than A PICTURE!" She knew that he was referencing the photo of her and Chuck having sex. He was blackmailing her with that photo again! And she COULDN'T let that photo go public, no matter what she had to do behind closed doors!
Joe grabbed Susan's arm. Susan slipped her shoes off, and Joe helped her step onto her chair, and she unsteadily climbed up onto the conference table. With her head nearly touching the ceiling, she stood at one end with the overhead projector lights shining on her body like a spotlight.
"Let's see, Susan," said Gary. Susan grabbed the hem of her skirt and slid it up her thighs. She held the front of the skirt up by her hips, exposing her blue panty crotch to the businessmen. She felt like some burlesque can can dancer, showing her panties to a bunch of horny men.
Byron said, "Take your skirt off. Let's get a good look."
Susan looked at Gary, and his expression told her that she had to do as ordered by his boss. Her hands shook even more than they had this morning in Gary's office, so much that she had trouble unclasping the clasp on the side of her skirt. She fumbled silently in the spotlight, glancing down at the six men sitting in front of and to the side of her, in semi-darkness, helping the illusion that she was on a stage runway. Her trembling fingers slowly pulled down on her zipper, and the zipping sound could be heard throughout the room.
Susan wiggled out of her skirt, shaking her braless tits as she tugged on one side and then the other as she pulled it off. She took it down to her knees, and then let it drop around her ankles.
The men woofed and moaned as the late-twenties wife stood before them barelegged, modeling her tiny blue silk thong. The silky fabric was pulled tightly over her protruding pussy mound, being sucked up into her slit. Her waistline dipped down in the front, and the material barely concealed the woman's pubic hair. Her stomach was not washboard-firm, but the effect of the married woman having just a little rounded bulge made her exposure all the more erotic.
As Gary commanded, Susan was holding the hem of her camisole up to give the men a better view. "Just pull that blouse off, it ain't hiding anything anyway," said Mick, a man not much older than Susan. Gary's nod seconded the motion, and Susan crossed her arms and pulled her camisole off. She stood topless before the men in just her blue thongs, while the men made comments about her body. At least they were mostly positive notes; "Those tits are beauties, sweetie;" "Hot body, Susan."
She was commanded to turn around to show off her ass, and that also met with unanimous approval. But now Joe pointed out that there was a wet spot growing at the bottom of her pussy slit. "She's getting off on this," he said.
"Shit, yeah," said Mick. "You think she dresses like that if she ain't an exhibitionist?'
"One more question on your 'presentation', and it's multiple choice," said Byron. As usual when Byron spoke, everybody else shut up. "Are you shaved, trimmed, or full bush?" It took the innocent woman a moment to figure out what he asked. How could he ask such a personal question? But of course she was full bush, she hadn't expected any man except her husband and her doctor to ever see her bottom.
"Show us," was all Gary said. Susan, with dread, hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thongs, and lowered them down.
"I knew it, full bush," said know-it-all Mick.
Susan was told to walk up and down the conference table like she was a model on a runway, and she obliged, modeling her completely naked body, complete with swaying tits and jiggling butt cheeks.
Susan felt faint, and without waiting for permission, knelt on the table, and began to crawl off.
"Thank you, Susan, nice presentation," said Byron. He pushed his chair back from the table. "Come and sit over here."
Susan stumbled over to Byron, and stood in front of him naked. She leaned back and rested her bare butt on the cold table in order keep her distance from the VP. Byron rolled his chair forward. "Put your feet up here and lean back on the table," he commanded. Susan put her feet up onto Byron's chair, on either side of him, and leaned back and rested her elbows on the table. Susan could see Byron leering as he stared between her legs at her bare pussy. She felt like she was on a visit to her OB-Gynie. He leaned forward and massaged the bottoms of her thighs. "Mmmmm, smooth," he moaned. He dropped his head down between Susan's thighs, and burrowed his face into her pussy.
"Oooh!" Squealed the surprised Susan, as her boss's boss licked her inner thighs and crotch. His burrowed through her forest of hair until he found her slit, and he licked up and down slowly. Susan looked up to see the other four men on all sides of her, staring at her naked body, watching their boss perform oral sex on her.
Susan didn't know what to do. She was afraid of Byron like everybody else was, and made no verbal objection to his unwanted sexual probing. With her naked thighs spread wide, her bare ass on the edge of the conference table, leaning back on her elbows, her tits sloped forward, her hard nipples pointing up. It was horrible having Chuck and then Gary having sex with her in private, but now Byron was having his way with her while four men she knew watched. It was the most awful moment yet, but somehow it was very erotic, seeing the men's eyes as they moved from her naked breasts to her exposed pussy. And Byron's tongue was having its effects, as it probed deeper and quicker into her. "Oooh! Ohhh!" Susan thrust her hips forward, and opened and shut her jiggling thighs around Byron's head. "Please," she thought, "don't let anybody else walk into the room."
Joe, standing to Susan's left, reached out and grabbed her left breast. His meaty hand lifted and massaged it as Susan looked down at it. Then Mick moved in from her right and gripped her right breast. Nobody in the room was going to get in Byron's way, but as long as her tits were free, they took the opportunity to feel their co-worker. Of course, Susan had never had more than one man at a time, and the sensations of two hands independently squeezing her breasts and pulling on her nipples, along with the flitting tongue on her pussy, were driving her wild, and she couldn't stop her shudders and moans.
Susan bit her lip and tried to quiet herself, aware that people were working outside the conference room door. But as she looked up at the four staring faces, and looked down at the two hands and the face pressing her body, she shuddered out of control. "UnnnGG! MmmmmmGGGGGH!" When Byron's tongue found her swollen clit, she clamped her thighs tightly around Byron, and thrashed her hips back and forth wildly, shaking the VP's balding head with them. Susan's orgasm lasted for minutes, it seemed, and then she lied back on the wooded table with her forearm covering her eyes.
She could hear the voices chuckling and commenting on her intense orgasm, and she could feel the hands leaving her breasts and Byron's head pull away from her crotch and pull back his chair until her feet fell to the floor. It did not register that she was hearing a belt unbuckle and a zipper pulled. It was only when she felt her ankles being grabbed that she looked up. Byron was standing between her legs with his pants down and his dick out, and was lifting her legs up onto his shoulders. She gasped, opened her eyes wide, her body stiffened, and her hands grasped the edges of the table, but otherwise she didn't move or say anything as her feet were slung over the little VP's shoulders, and he thrust his bottomless torso toward her butt.
Susan could feel Byron's cock slide into her well-lubricated pussy. It was not a big dick by any means, but the penetration and subsequent lubricated thrusting sent shivers into her. Byron wasted no time and slammed into her rapidly, like a small dog humping. Susan could hear his flesh slapping against her body and thighs. With her legs up in the air, Byron got good penetration into Susan despite the short length of his little unit. Susan looked around at the four other smiling faces watching her get fucked rapidly. She could see her exposed breasts jiggling up and down, in the opposite direction whichever way her body was being thrust. Almost immediately, the young wife felt herself having a mini-orgasm. She had already lost count on how many she'd involuntarily had in the past twenty-four hours at the hands of her business associates.
Susan braced for more humping, but in a very short time, Byron shot a load of jizm in her pussy, and pulled his wet dick out of her.
"Alright, gentlemen, lets get back to work! Get dressed, Susan!" Ordered Byron. The other men snapped to attention and began to straighten up their papers. But they kept their eyes on Susan, as she quickly rose, found her blazer, skirt, and thong. But Gary grabbed her blouse first, and refused to give it to her, stuffing it into his pants pocket, forcing Susan to throw her blazer on with nothing underneath. Once she was reasonably presentable, the conference room door was opened, and the others filed out. Susan put her shoes on, ran her fingers through her hair, and made herself as presentable as she could. She exited the conference room, and walked down the aisle. Maybe it was her imagination, but as she passed the men and women working at their desks, she got the feeling that they knew exactly what she had done with the men in the conference room.
CHAPTER 5) GETTING FELT ALL OVER
For the rest of the afternoon, Susan sat at her desk, trying to avoid any other human contact, but not able to concentrate at all on her work. About an hour after the "conference" ended, she heard someone approaching her from behind.
"Susan, I liked your presentation very much." It was Emil, the Arabic man who had watched her stripping and getting laid on the conference table. Emil put his hand on her shoulder.
"Thank you," mumbled Susan, not looking up. Anyone else within earshot may have thought he was sincere, but Susan knew that the "presentation" Emil was talking about had nothing to do with business.
When Emil didn't leave, Susan looked up to see what he wanted. She could see his eyes peering down at her. She realized that with no bra or blouse on that he could see right inside her blazer at her right breast. Emil calmly reached down and stuck his hand inside the married woman's suit, and placed his left hand on her right breast as he stood behind her. Susan stiffened as she got felt up in her cubicle, but sat speechless with her mouth open.
Emil calmly smiled as he rapidly squeezed and jiggled her tit, pulling on her stiff nipple. Susan simply sat silently and endured the fondling, until Emil heard footsteps coming down the hall, calmly removed his hand from her blazer, and walked away silently.
This wasn't the last man to see her exposed breast on this day. That pleasure fell to Jon and Walter, two young college interns that were setting up a new marketing display in the front reception area. Gary called Susan and asked her to assist the two twenty-one-year-olds. Under normal circumstances Susan would have been happy to assist. But as she began helping the younger men with their assembly, she spent more time trying to hold her blazer together to keep from exposing her breasts to them. It was in vain, for she caught the boys staring down at her exposed breasts constantly, as she had to lean over and hold one part while they assembled others. Despite everything that had happened in the past twenty-four hours, she still felt her face get flushed. And it didn't help when the UPS man delivered a package, and stopped to stare down her top, too.
At the end of the day, she worked up the courage to walk into Gary's office and politely ask him for her clothes back.
"Oh, sure," he replied loudly. He opened his bottom desk drawer. "Let's see. Your blouse." He tossed the bundled garment on his desk. "Panty hose. Boring white bra size 34B. Is that it?"
"Panties," Susan mumbled.
"Oh yes, here they are. Boring white cotton panties. But you're gonna have to do better than that. You need to quit dressing so frumpy and spice things up more. Here, start with these." Gary reached into his drawer once more and came up with a tiny red garment. They were silky thongs, not dissimilar to the ones that she was currently wearing. They looked like a child's. "They were Marcia's too. Wear them tomorrow. Hey I know, wear them with your white skirt, you know the one I mean? They cling to your ass real nicely, and show off every jiggle. All the guys love them. And your ass wiggles nicely when you walk. In case you didn't know."
Susan didn't know. She blushed again, thinking of men ogling her derriere as she walked the halls.
"But those big panties got to go. Boring. Wear these panties, and you'll have real sexy thong lines to show off your nice ass. See ya tomorrow, Susan. Oh, let me have a quick feel before you go." Gary stood up and reached into her blazer and gave her tits a jiggle.
"I've been ogled and groped all afternoon in this outfit," Susan complained, while her boss felt her up.
"Let them ogle and grope. They're just showing their admiration. You're gonna dress sexier from now on. I'll buy you a few things to wear. And soon enough you'll learn what I like, and I'll give you some gift cards so you can shop for yourself."
With that, Gary pulled his hand out, and Susan was dismissed. She grabbed up her extra garments and stuck them into her purse, and put them back on in the bathroom before returning home to her husband.
The next morning, as she walked down the hall, she heard footsteps behind her.
"Damn, is that a nice ass, or what?"
Susan glanced back to see Mick, who was at the prior day's meeting, along with Randy, another fortyish man, from Texas, walking behind her. She didn't acknowledge them or Mick's comment, but she knew they were looking at her tight white skirt. Susan had checked herself out in a mirror earlier, and knew that her red thongs were clearly visible through the tight translucent skirt.
"Boom boom, boom boom." Mick was making sound effects to the rhythm of Susan's movements. Randy just snickered. "Makes you want to reach out and give them a squeeze. I think I will."
Despite the verbal warning, Susan was still surprised when Mick's big hand grabbed her ass check over her skirt, and gave it a good squeeze. She gasped, but didn't verbally react. She turned with a wide-eyed dirty look, just as Randy grabbed her other cheek. "Uh!" Susan gasped again, which made both men laugh out loud. Susan simply scooted away in a semi trot, hearing the laughing men behind her.
Thinking about the gropes later, Susan wasn't all that Surprised that Mick would treat her like a bimbo, since he watched her get fucked in the conference room. But Randy wasn't there. Did Mick or someone else tell Randy what happened? Who else knew that she would endure any sort of sexual harassment?
She learned soon enough. As she washed her coffee cup in the sink of the lunchroom, she felt a body behind hers. She looked back to see Darnell, one of the few black men that worked in the office. He said, "Good morning. You look real nice today."
"Thank you," Susan replied.
"Mmm Mmmm," was the next sound out of Darnell's mouth, as he pressed his body into Susan's from behind. He put his big hands on Susan's waist over her blouse, and ran them up her chest. He cupped both of her tits through her blouse and bra. At the same time, Susan felt Darnell's hard dick goosing her through his slacks and her skirt. Susan inhaled deeply, thrusting her chest out involuntarily. Darnell took a moment to knead her tits and goose her good, and then simply poured himself a cup of coffee, and exited.
Later in the morning, Susan was in Craig's office, reviewing a proposal. While Craig sat in his chair, trying to look down Susan's blouse, Susan stood to his right, leaning over and reading the proposal. She felt a hand on the back of her left knee. When she offered no objection, the hand slid up the back of her thigh. Soon it was under her skirt, climbing towards her ass. Susan tried to keep talking, but she stammered and lost her focus. Craig's hand slid over her bare left ass cheek, and gave it a little squeeze before massaging it. Susan simply stood up and let Craig feel both of her ass cheeks. When he was done, she composed herself enough to understand the proposal, and left.



CHAPTER 6) SUCKING UP TO THE BOSS
After lunch, Susan was summoned into Gary's office. Gary, sitting at his desk, motioned for her to close the door. "Come over here," he said, motioning for her to walk around the desk. "It's time for a little quiz."
Susan had had a sinking feeling about the situation. She sunk more when Gary began to unzip his pants.
"Kneel down here. Let's see what you can do with this."
Uggh, thought Susan. He wants me to perform oral sex on him! Susan sank to her knees between Gary's legs. She stared at the sizable cock that had invaded her pussy the previous day. Resigned to the chore, she wrapped her lips around the head. It was bigger than her husband's cock, the only other cock she had ever sucked. Her husband had never really complained about her oral sex technique, but it was not something she really enjoyed doing, and only performed on him sporadically.
Susan wrapped her lips wide around Gary's unit, and sank down on the shaft. She slurped on the top third of Gary's cock slowly. Within a few seconds, her boss started to criticize her technique.
"Go down further. As deep as you can. Wrap your lips tighter, but watch your teeth."
Susan obeyed each command. At this point she just wanted to get the chore over with, but it seemed that Gary was going to keep her there until she did it to his satisfaction.
The phone rang. "Shit," Gary muttered, but hit the "hands free" button. Susan recognized the voice as Thom, one of the corporate attorneys.
"Gary," said Thom. "I'm here with Miles, and we have to get the wording correct on our deposition this afternoon. Can we have a moment of your time?"
"Yeah, if you can come down here. I'm not in a position to leave my office right now."
"OK, we'll be right down," said Thom.
Susan presumed that she would be dismissed from her current sex chore. But when she lifted her head, Gary said, "Keep going."
Susan was still slurping on Gary's cock when Thom and Miles entered the office. She couldn't look up at the two men in their grey suits, so she could only imagine the look on their faces when they saw her performing a sex act on her boss.
"OK," said Gary to the men. "What do you need from me?"
The two legal eagles read a statement, and then bantered with Gary on the correct wording.
Susan took the occasional quick glance out of the corner of her eye at the two pinstriped men. Their attitude seemed to be of mild discomfort and surprise, but they didn't seem incredulous or completely shocked to see her sucking on Gary's cock. Did they think that this was normal behavior for her?
Susan tried to remember all of Gary's earlier cock-sucking instructions. She sucked with vigor, causing loud "slurp slurp slurp" sounds that the other men could probably hear. She tried to take his cock as deep into the back of her throat as she could. Once she gagged on it, emitting a "guguccckkk!" sound. She was embarrassed. Subconsciously, she didn't want the other two men to think she gave lousy blowjobs.
Gary stayed hard in Susan's mouth, but she feared he would never finish this way. Her jaw was getting tired. Finally Gary told her to stop. "We'll get back to that later."
Susan stood up and wiped off her mouth, expecting to leave the room. But instead, Gary grabbed her wrist and said, "Here, straddle me." He maneuvered Susan until she was standing in front of him, with her legs spread on either side of his knees. His hairy cock was still sticking up, with his pants down to his ankles. "OK, Susan, lower yourself down."
Susan couldn't believe that Gary wanted her on his lap in front of the legal department. But he pulled her down by her hips, and as her legs spread and she squatted on her boss, her skirt hiked up to her crotch. Gary helped the garment along by grabbing her hemline and pushing the whole skirt up past her crotch, exposing her red thong-clad crotch. Gary easily pulled aside the thong, exposing Susan's pubic hair to the two men. He aimed his hardon at it, and as Susan lowered her body, Gary's cock slid inside her pussy.
Susan felt a little weak again, as she sat on Gary's lap and tried to get comfortable. Her skirt was bunched up at her waist, and her legs were spread wide. She looked at the two other men, sitting across from her. They were staring at her pussy, watching Gary's dick disappearing inside of it.
Gary got into a thrusting rhythm, and Susan bounced up and down on him. Gary then continued talking to the two men. But soon he got sidetracked back to Susan again. He reached around her chest, and unbuttoned the buttons of her blouse, down to her waist, leaving it tucked inside of her skirt. He massaged her breasts over her bra for a moment, and then pulled the two cups down, forcing Susan's two tits to fall out.
"Don't you just love these perky boobs?" Gary asked the other two men.
"Oh, yeah," they both agreed, staring at Susan's exposed white breasts hanging over her cups, as Gary jiggled them.
Despite the anger and humiliation and low self-esteem Susan was feeling, the big dick being thrust up into her, in a sex position she'd never tried before, in front of two men she knew, was getting her physically aroused, and she couldn't turn off the arousal. It was only then that Susan realized how wet she had been when Gary had entered her love canal. The sliding cock was big and well-lubricated, and Gary's hands tugging on her nipples made her arch her chest out to meet them. "Huuuhhh," she sighed involuntarily, to her embarrassment.
Gary continued to talk to the other two men, but there was more dead air between sentences, as all three men seemed to be enjoying seeing Susan get fucked.
"Whoooo?" she cooed. She panted loudly, as she forgot about where she was, and couldn't keep her mind off the thick cock in her. "Uhhg!" She grunted.
Gary pumped up into her faster. The sound of his crotch slapping against her bare ass echoed off the walls. Her tits jiggled up and down on their own as Gary squeezed her spread-out upper thighs.
"Urrgg!" she grunted. She tried to be quiet, to be ladylike, but she couldn't help herself and growled like a tigress. Her eyes began to roll up into her eyelids.
Gary moved his right hand up to her crotch, and rubbed her clit above his cock. That's when Susan exploded with high-pitched squeals, practically jumping off of Gary's lap. Her thighs opened and closed, her torso gyrated, and her face contorted. "OwwWWWEEEEEEEEOOOOOOIIII!"
Susan fell back onto Gary, panting heavily, her eyes closed, as her orgasm subsided. Gary and Thom and Miles continued their conversation.
When they were concluded, Thom and Miles stood and exited the office, closing the door behind them. Susan slowly and wobbly stood up.
"OK", said Gary. "Back to your sucking lesson." Susan realized that Gary hadn't cum yet. He wanted her to return to his blowjob.
Susan returned to her knees on the carpet, and sucked on Gary's cock again. The salty taste and pungent odor of her own juices were both gross and somehow erotic.
Susan sucked fast, firmly, and deeply, as Gary continued giving her tips. "Lick the shaft a little. Take my balls in your mouth." Susan did as she was told, gently sucking her boss's hairy balls into her mouth, something she had never done before. She licked his shaft as instructed, and licked the head rapidly. Then she went back to deep sucking.
"When I cum, swallow every drop. Try not to let any spill and make a mess." Susan was disgusted by this idea. She had never swallowed her husband's cum. The few times she even let him cum in her mouth, she spit it out.
"Here it comes, be ready." Even with the warning, she still wasn't ready when the warm thick liquid spurted down her throat. She gagged, but did as she was told, trying to swallow it as fast as he shot it. She coughed a little, and some of the jism dribbled out her lips and down her chin, but she kept the liquid from falling on the carpet.
"OK, that was pretty good! You'll be an expert in no time!" Susan felt her heart sink again as she realized that Gary had intentions of this being a regular thing. Gary was nice enough to hand her a Kleenex from his desk drawer so she could wipe her mouth off, and a second one to wipe her pussy with. He watched her in silence as she stuffed her tits back into her bra cups, button her blouse, straighten out her thong, and smooth down her skirt.
END OF PART 1
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CHAPTER 7) SLIDING DOWN THE CORPORATE POLE
Susan had just returned from a lunch with another client, who managed to finger fuck her under the booth, the bastard. Since Gary had earlier made her go pantiless in a short skirt while she and Gary had sat in the client's office across from his desk, and give him a good wide open view, he was visibly aware of her lack of undergarment. Plus she was pretty sure that she accidentally flashed the quartet of young men at the opposite table in the restaurant when she climbed out of her booth and spread her legs.
Xxxxxxxxx
But that wasn't as bad as the week before, when Gary made her give a lecture to the sales reps on the new expense account form. Gary was out of the office that day, but he left her orders to wear the shortest little dress with no panties. She cheated and wore pantyhose, but per her boss's orders she sat on a stool at the front of the training room as she forwarded the Power Point slides. She was glad for the pantyhose, but without panties she still felt bottomless, and with the little dress riding up and pulled tight, despite her constant attempts to pull it down, she knew that some of the men in front of her could probably see her pubic hair under her hose, especially since she had to keep getting off and on the stool to point out something on the screen.
The man in the first row center was Phil. Phil had been her first boss when she started working for this company, in the accounting area. Phil never would do the things that the others were doing to her, she thought. He was a fifyish man, very slender, completely bald, and bespectacled. He was married, but he was so reserved and quiet that she never thought of him in a sexual way at all. Susan was seriously considering approaching Phil about her blackmail problem, since there was nobody else she could talk about it with.
After the presentation was over, the rest of the group exited as Susan turned off the computer equipment. Phil hung back until everybody else was gone. He approached Susan at the front of the room in his casual manner.
"Uh, you know, Susan, if I'd known you wanted to use sex to get ahead in the company, you could have moved up in the finance department."
Susan knew he'd been staring at her pussy, knew what he was talking about, and was pretty sure he'd heard stories about her. She wanted to confide in him, to tell him her story. But before she could open her mouth, Phil pressed her up against the front wall, holding her hips in place.
"If I'd known it was that easy, I would have just done this when you worked for me." He ran his right hand up her thin tight clinging top, cupped left tit, and squeezed it over her flimsy bra.
"Oh, Phil," Susan whimpered. But with no physical resistance, He placed his left hand on her right tit, bending both of his wrists back and curling his fingers over her twin cones. Her nipples had been sticking out of her dress for most of the lecture, and they stayed hard as Susan's former boss felt her up. Susan just whimpered and endured the gropes, looking up at the skinny accountant.
Phil slid his left hand down her side, and down her hip. He slid it up under her skirt in back, and Susan felt it squeeze her right butt cheek over her pantyhose. Then Phil's right hand slid down her front under her skirt, and cupped her crotch over her hose.
Standing to Susan's right side, Phil pulled her tight skirt up to her waist. He found the waistband of her pantyhose in back, and slid his hand inside, feeling her bare ass. Then he did the same in front, sliding his hand down inside the hose, and rubbed her pubic mound over her fur. With his left middle finger sliding gently up and down her ass crack, and his right middle finger sliding up and down her pussy slit, his fingers actually touched each other under her crotch. Susan clenched her butt cheeks, but both the light touching of her ass crack and pusssy crack sent shivers through her.
Phil pulled her pantyhose down her legs, and Susan stepped out of her shoes and then the hose. The middle-aged accountant unbuckled and unzipped his fly, and whipped out a hard cock. He crouched a little, lifted Susan's left knee up, and slipped his cock into Susan's wet pussy. Her former boss humped her against the wall. Phil felt her thighs and ass, and made out with his former employee.
"Do you have any idea how many times I sat in my office and imagined doing this to you?" He asked rhetorically. In no time, he shot his cum up into Susan's pussy, while she gyrated though her own orgasm.
Xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
And a few days before that episode, Gary made her wear an outfit that he'd bought, which featured a short shirt that revealed her midriff, coupled with a pair of low-hung beige slacks, where the waistband was several inches below her hips. Susan knew that some of the teenagers wore these types of outfits, but her tummy wasn't perfect, and if someone looked real close they could see just a bit of short blonde peach fuzz on both her front just above her pubic mound, and some in back leading into her asshole.
And when Gary made her reorganize the file on the lower shelf, squatting down in the aisle, she new that quite a bit of her ass crack was visible to any person walking along the aisle. She knew this because Thom and Craig and two other men made crude jokes about it when they went by.
Xxxxxxxxxxxxx
And Byron, Mick, Emil, Joe, and numerous other men took their liberties with Susan whenever they felt like it, squeezing her boobs in the cafeteria, rubbing her ass in the halls, lifting her skirt in their offices.
Xxxxxxxxxxxxx
But this afternoon, she was hoping to just hide at her desk all afternoon and avoid the leering and comments and gropes that seemed to be around every corner for the past several weeks.
She felt someone's presence behind her. She turned to see Louis the maintenance man smiling down at her. Louis was probably in his forties, but he'd never been married, wasn't particularly attractive, and wasn't particularly bright. He was a little less than average height, had a slightly receding hairline, and had a bad haircut.
Louis shuffled his feet, smiling broadly, and cleared his throat. "Um, Gary said that you could help me in the back."
"In back? With what?" There was a large storage area, loading dock, and maintenance area in back, which Louis was in charge of. Susan had only looked in the door at it once.
Louis continued with his slack-jawed grin and said, "C'mon, I'll show you. Gary said you'd do it."
Susan slowly rose, and followed Louis down the hall to the maintenance area. He closed the door behind her. The area, including the loading dock, was about the size of an average schoolroom. It was dusty and cluttered with boxes and supplies.
Susan, wearing her short skirt, new white see-through blouse and white lacy see-through bra, stood in a narrow aisle surrounded by boxes. "What do you need help with, Louis?"
Louis stood in front of her with his shitty grin. "Uh, I helped Gary fix his car, and he said that if I did, that you'd let me feel your boobs."
Susan's heart sank once again, but she didn't doubt the story. Only Gary would use her as payment to save money on some car work. She felt her face get flush. She was alone in the warehouse with Louis. Louis wasn't a completely hideous individual, but he wasn't someone that Susan would ever have considered dating. At least Louis asked. Everybody else was just grabbing them.
Susan wanted to get this over with, and go hide at her desk again. She emitted a deep sigh. "Oh, okay."
Louis stepped forward and put his right hand on Susan's right tit, over her blouse. He rapidly groped and squeezed it, still grinning at her. Susan's blouse was buttoned low enough that Louis easily reached in, and felt her over her bra. The maintenance man awkwardly reached inside of her bra cup, worked his rough calloused fingers inside, and felt her bare tit.
Susan felt awkward and embarrassed, just standing there as the lowest full-time employee in the corporate food chain groped her breast. Louis was breathing heavy, even wheezing a little. He put his left arm around Susan, leaned forward, and kissed her, too hard and too aggressively. Susan gingerly put her arms around Louis's work shirt and kissed back.
With his right hand in Susan's bra, his left hand slid down over her ass, and squeezed it over her skirt. The skirt was so short that it was easy for him to slide the hand under the hem, and grope her bare panty-less ass. He pressed his torso into Susan, and she could feel his erection pressing into her stomach.
Louis's left hand moved to her front, still under her skirt, and rubbed her pussy. A calloused digit worked its way into her wet pussy slit. Susan spread her feet apart and bent her knees a little, to allow his penetration.
Louis was a sloppy kisser, and when he forced his tongue into her mouth, drool ran down Susan's chin. She was being jostled around, having an awkward time standing.
"Let's lay down on these boxes and fuck," Louis said. "Gary said you would." Susan looked over at the stack of cardboard boxes sitting on a pallet, that Louis wanted her to lay on. It was quite dusty. She didn't want to spend the rest of the afternoon with dirt all over her backside. She already noticed that Louis's dirty hand had left a handprint on her white blouse right over her right breast.
"OK, but it's too dirty. Let me take off my clothes."
Louis had no problem with that at all, and gleefully ogled Susan as she stepped out of her shoes, unbuttoned her blouse and gingerly found a clean spot to lay it, pulled off her bra and let her tits jiggle freely, and squirmed out of her skirt to reveal her light brown pubic hair. She climbed up onto the boxes. Louis quickly stripped out of his work shirt, jingling belt and key chain, dropped his dirty loose jeans and ripped briefs to his ankles, to reveal a short but thick hardon.
Susan lied on her back on the boxes, spread her legs wide, and waited for Louis to climb on her. Louis quickly climbed on the boxes, and lay down on top of her. Susan reached underneath her and helped guide Louis's dick head into her slippery pussy. Susan wondered if he'd ever had sex before. When he FINALLY got into a decent position, he fell on top of her and humped her rapidly. Susan looked at her surroundings; naked in a dirty stale warehouse, lying under the maintenance man. It was dirty. It was so beneath her. It was so bad. It was so bringing her to an orgasm.
"Uh! UH! UH! UH!" she grunted, wrapping her naked thighs around Louis, thrusting up to meet him the best she could.
Louis just wheezed and grunted. He got up on his elbows once, looking down at her jiggling tits. He had this "A real women is actually letting me fuck her" grin on his face.
He fell down on her, and Susan dug her fingernails into his back. She felt Louis cum quickly, and began to rapidly decelerate his pumping.
"Oh, Louis! Louis! Don't Stop, Louis!" Susan begged. She was so close! She kept thrusting up into him, and wiggling her pelvis sideways, to get the last feels of his softening cock. "Urrrg!" Soon she had a mild, not-completely-satisfying orgasm. She lay under Louis, panting as Louis grinned down at her.
CHAPTER 8) SUSAN'S LADY CLIENT
Susan and Gary were spending the afternoon with another client. But after playing the company's high-priced hooker numerous times, Susan was relieved to hear that the client was a woman.
Lana was a fairly attractive woman in her mid-forties, Susan guessed, with short dark brown hair. She was tall, a good 5' 10", and looked taller in high heels. Her navy pinstripe business suit at first looked conservative, but on closer inspection Susan noted that the blazer was tapered quite narrow at the waist, accentuating Lana's large breasts, and the skirt was both tight and fairly short, hemmed slightly above mid-thigh. A little sexy but businesslike; unlike Susan, whom was wearing a sleeveless sweater with no bra, and a short flared skirt with white garters and white silk bikini panties.
At lunch, Susan sat across from Lana. The chain-smoking Lana leaned forward as she chatted with Susan and Gary, batting her heavily made-up eyes at them both. Lana's chest pressed into her arms resting on the table, and her low-cut blazer revealed the top of her shiny black brassiere, with no other slip or camisole under the coat. Susan found herself staring down at Lana's cleavage spilling out over the top of her bra. She just presumed that Gary was noticing the same thing. Susan wondered if Gary had ever had sex with this client.
Back at the office, Susan joined Lana and Gary in the conference room. After a high-level chat between Lana and Gary, Gary dismissed himself, leaving Lana and Susan to work out shipment details.
Lana sat to the right of Susan at the conference table, pulling her chair close to the younger woman. Lana's butt was up at the edge of her chair, and her face was right up next to Susan's, with her left arm resting on Susan's chair behind her. Susan could smell Lana's heavy perfume mixed in with her cigarette smell. Susan listened closely as Lana explained the shipping schedule. But when Lana's left knee pressed up against Susan's right knee, she became acutely aware of Lana's closeness. Lana's drooping eyelids over her brown eyes, half-smile, and lower-pitched husky voice reminded Susan of all of the recent times that men had hit on her.
"Is this making sense, to you, Honey?" Lana asked.
Susan repeated Lana's instructions, and assured the older woman that the company would meet the schedule.
"Mmmmm, very good. Gary told me I'd like you," said Lana. Lana pressed her leg firmer into Susan's. Susan caught herself looking down into Lana's blazer again, seeing the swelling cleavage and black bra. Lana's tight skirt had risen up quite high, and Susan could see the tops of her stockings and black garter belt.
When Lana placed her right hand onto Susan's right thigh, Susan instinctively tried to roll her chair away from Lana. But Lana's left arm wrapped around Susan's shoulders, and Susan felt trapped.
"Susan, you're very attractive. Gary said you'd satisfy me. Work with me, and I can bring a load of business your way." Lana's left hand gently but firmly grabbed the back of Susan's head. Lana leaned forward, and planted her lips onto Susan's.
Susan had that deer-in-the-headlights feeling again, and sat motionless, feeling helpless. Susan knew she wasn't a lesbian, never even considered herself bi, but over the years she'd had a few curious moments when she wondered what it would be like to kiss another woman, and had too many subconscious moments when she stared too long at another woman's body. She would NEVER do this of her own consent, but now that she was being FORCED to, she accepted her fate, opened her mouth, and she kissed Lana back, tasting another woman's lips for the first time in her life; still scared, still hesitant, but submissive. In fact, she had to admit, this wasn't quite as revolting as the time that she was forced to make out with the maintenance man.
Lana reached up with her right hand, and unbuttoned her own blazer. She took hold of Susan's left hand, and placed it inside her open jacket, onto her large black bra. It was a push-up bra, and Susan felt herself aroused looking at the large acreage of bare cleavage spilling out of and over the bra. Susan tentatively began to caress the silky bra cup, moving her hand in larger and larger circles. She found herself instinctively placing her hand on the bare cleavage, feeling the warm flesh.
Lana quickly reached up and caressed Susan's braless breasts over her thin sweater. Then she grabbed the sides of the garment, and quickly pulled it up over Susan's head, and dropped it on the table. Susan felt suddenly vulnerable and embarrassed, being topless at work, and with another woman. She watched as Lana slid her own blazer off of her shoulders. Then she dropped her black bra straps. Lana smiled as she let the top half of her bra cups fall, exposing her large dark areolas to Susan, leaving the big globes to rest on the cup's shelf. Lana grabbed her own left breast, arched her back, and pressed her nipple against Susan's right nipple. Susan gasped at the strange move, but instinctively arched her back and pressed her chest forward. Waves of ticklish eroticism shot through her breast, as if her nipple was now plugged into Lana's, drawing sexual pleasure from her body, as their nipples jousted and their tit flesh pressed together.
Lana leaned forward and slid her tongue into Susan's mouth, as the two women caressed each other's bare breasts. Lana was the dominant one, Susan still the hesitant one, but she was reluctantly taking pleasure from the older woman. Susan's high whimpers differed in sound noticeably from Lana's low, husky moans. The experience of fondling another woman's bare breasts was strange to Susan, but she'd always wondered what a really large tit felt like. If felt good; the older woman's big jugs were softer and less firm, but they rolled nicely in Susan's hand. And the softer hand of a woman on her naked breast was an odd sensation. Lana seemed to know just how touch Susan to make her feel good.
Lana's lips left Susan's and kissed their way down her neck and chest, landing on her right breast. Susan's libido exploded again as she felt the woman suck on one nipple and caress her other one. Lana's right hand slid down her stomach to her thigh. Her hand worked its way from her stocking-covered right thigh, up past the stocking top, onto her bare upper thigh. "Spread your legs wider, Susan," Lana instructed in her husky voice. Susan was scared, but obliged, spreading her knees far apart. Lana's hand moved up her thighs until her fingertips found Susan's moist silky panties. They tickled the edge, teased her pussy mound, and then slid in the side over her pubic hair. Lana's long middle finger tickled Susan's outer lips, and eventually moved inside of her lubricated pussy.
Lana pulled her head away from Susan's chest. "Kiss my breasts, Honey." Susan obediently lowered her head down, until her eyes looked directly at the pale tits and large areolas. Susan kissed the tops of them, then licked her cleavage between the two. She avoided the long nipples, kissing around the wide areolas, but her curiosity got to her, and she took the right nipple into her mouth, and sucked on it hard, flitting her tongue over the hard tip.
"MMMMmmm. Have you ever been with a woman before, Susan?"
"No," she mumbled from between Lana's tits.
"You're doing fine, Sweetheart. Touch my pussy the way I'm touching yours."
Susan moved her left hand down on to Lana's left thigh. Lana's skirt was already hiked up so high that Susan could see both her bare thighs beyond her stockings and black garters. Now Lana spread her thighs wide, until Susan could glimpse a shiny pair of black panties over her crotch. Susan reached between Lana's long thighs, ran her hands up her stockings and over her bare thigh flesh, and stroked her slippery but wet panty crotch. Susan continued suckling Lana's nipples as she slid her fingers into her panties. Susan felt a strip of hair, long but shaved back from the sides. Susan fingered the well-lubricated slit, emulating whatever Lana was doing to Susan's pussy. Both women were panting and moaning loudly.
Lana got more aggressive, kissing Susan harder, feeling her rougher, fingering her so hard that her chair rolled on the carpet. Susan now felt like she was being manhandled by one of the aggressive men instead of a soft woman. Lana tweaked her nipples and squeezed her tits hard. The older woman grabbed a handful of Susan's hair and pressed her face hard into her chest again.



Lana suddenly stood up. She hiked her skirt up to her waist, standing with her garters and black panties showing, and her big white tits hanging out of her black bra. She grabbed she sides of her own panties, and wiggled them down, revealing her dark brown pubic hair. She kept her skirt bunched up at her waist, took Susan's hand, and pushed her chair away from the table. Lana laid down on the carpet, and pulled Susan down with her. Susan wasn't expecting this, lost her balance, and fell to the carpet next to Lana, on her back, half-under the conference table.
Lana quickly pushed Susan's skirt up to her hips, revealing her white silk panties and white garter. She grabbed the panties, and quickly yanked down. Susan was surprised and hesitant at first, then surrendered and lifted her butt off the floor so Lana could slide the panties down her legs.
Lana lay on the carpet beside Susan, but with her head at the opposite end of Susan's. She spread Susan's legs wide, staring at her naked pussy. Lana stood between Susan's legs, with Lana's and Susan's legs scissoring each other. Lana lay down and grabbed Susan's leg like pro wrestler. The older woman scooted her crotch up to Susan's. She pressed her hairy pussy firmly against Susan's hairy pussy, and rubbed them together.
"Ohhh," moaned the surprised Susan.
"Uuhhh!" grunted Lana in her husky voice. She rubbed her pussy against Susan's, banging it really, as Susan got into a rhythm with her. It was like they were fucking now, their crotches slapping together, rolling around on the floor, panting and grunting like wild animals, not a pair of well-dressed ladies. Susan had expected the other woman to be gentle with her, but Lana was pushing her around more roughly the most of the men had lately.
Lana released her grip on Susan. She pushed Susan down flat onto her back on the carpet. Lana scooted her body down, placed her knees on either side of Susan's face, and straddled Susan. Susan looked up to see Lana's crotch directly over her face. She gasped, knowing what Lana wanted, but when Lana's hips descended, Susan took hold of her hips, and burrowed her nose into Lana's pussy hair. She felt Lana's nose doing the same thing to her pussy, burrowing in until her tongue found her labia.
"MMmmmphhhhhh," mumpbled Susan, buried in a face full of pussy. She licked up as best she could, both grossed out by the smell and texture, and fully aroused. Susan's thighs reacted to Lana's licking, and she arched her hips and closed her thighs around Lana's face. Lana also reacted to Susan's pussy-eating, closing her smooth fleshy thighs around Susan's forehead.
Lana grabbed Susan's butt cheeks under her with one hand. She spread the cheeks, until her fingers found her asshole. Lana slowly and gently worked her middle finger into the hole, causing Susan to jump, "Relax, Honey," Lana mumbled from Susan's pussy. Susan feared that the finger would hurt her, but as Lana went deeper, Susan felt a growing arousal. The combination of the tongue at her pussy and the finger in her anus was a stimulating sensation.
"Do that to me, Susan," Lana ordered. Susan reached up and felt the older woman's larger ass cheeks. She found her asshole, not far from her own nose. She found it easier to work her index finger in. Lana moaned as it slid deeper.
Both women were eating and fingering and moaning and panting. Susan barely flinched when she caught sight of the web cam that was mounted up in the corner. The camera was used for web casting conferences. It was pointing right at Susan and Lana, and its red light was flashing. Susan knew Gary wouldn't miss a chance to watch them on the web, but she wondered how many other people were also watching, or would be watching, if the event were captured on disk. But Susan was too far into her own lust to even lower her muffled moans.
Both women got louder; Susan with her high-pitched squeals, and Lana with her low-pitched moans, both muffled by pussies. Lana was able to move her tongue up to Susan's clit, and Susan found Lana's clit. Each gyrated their hips, throwing the other's head back and forth, clasping their heads with their thighs.
"Whuuuuuiiiii!"
"UUMmmmmmm!"
"Mmummmmmmmm?"
"Uurrrggggghhhhh!"
Susan's orgasms surged, Lana gyrated, until they both were exhausted. Susan began to sob, a combination of shame, humiliation, exhaustion, and just plain sadness that the intense orgasm was over. Lana rolled off of Susan, turned herself around, and lay next to her, hugging her and caressing her.
CHAPTER 9) PUNISHMENT
Naturally, Susan's work suffered. Her concentration and enthusiasm waned greatly. Gary had made it clear that if Susan just up and quit, that he would make good on his blackmail threat. It just wasn't in Susan's nature to purposely do a lousy job to try to get fired, but she figured there wasn't much that the company could do to her if her work was less than stellar, so it was easy to let details slide.
At a hastily called staff meeting, Byron seemed to be in a particularly nasty mood. "I was told this morning that we lost the Benson account. Our contact told me that last month we fouled up one of their orders, which caused Benson to lose one of their customers. So we're out. I want answers. Mick?"
Mick cleared his throat, feeling, like everybody else in the room, that Byron was ready to explode. "Benson faxed in an order last month, and we entered the order into the system. But then they faxed in a change order, and that change didn't get executed. It wasn't until their shipment arrived that anybody realized the mistake."
"Who did they send the change order to?" Asked Byron.
"Um, Susan," replied Mick.
Susan was caught off guard. A wave of panic set in. Oh No! She DOES remember the change order now. It came in late one night, and after a particularly long fuck session with Gary she had decided to enter it the next morning, and then just plain forgot! But she wasn't aware of her mistake until this moment, in front of Byron, Gary, and most of the senior sales team. Susan's face went flush as everybody in the room looked at her.
"What happened, Susan?" Byron slowly asked in a barely controlled voice, his lips quivering, his eyes piercing hers from across the table.
"Um, I, Uh," stammered the unprepared sales assistant.
"WHAT HAPPENED!!!???" Screamed Byron at the top of his lungs.
"I just FORGOT IT!" Cried Susan in a quivering voice.
"You just fucking forgot a fucking Benson order? COME HERE! NOW!" He yelled, his face as red as a beet. Susan jumped up to her feet. Everybody else in the room was completely silent. Susan walked around to the other side of the conference table, and stood in front of Byron.
"ON YOUR KNEEES!" He ordered.
Susan immediately dropped to her knees in front of Byron's chair. Byron hurriedly, angrily, unbuckled his belt, and pulled it off his pants. Susan thought for a moment that he was going to whip her with it, but he just threw it against the wall with a clang. Then he unbuttoned and unzipped his pants, and yanked them down to his ankles.
Byron grabbed the back of Susan's head, and forced her face to his crotch. Susan fought for just a moment, and then opened her mouth, and took the semi-hard dick between her lips. Byron simultaneously pulled her head forward and thrust his hips out. He did this rapidly time and time again.
Byron fucked the young wife's face in the middle of the meeting in the conference room, quickly, forcefully, and angrily.
Susan choked on the cock. It was not a long or thick cock at all, but Byron thrust it all the way in until his pubic hair hit her full lips, and the dick head at the back of her throat caused her to make noises each time he thrust. "Guck guck guck guck!"
Byron did not make the young wife suck his cock long, nor did he cum in her mouth. He released her head, and stopped his thrusting. "Get on the table! On the table on your knees!"
The stunned assistant began to climb onto the conference table, on her knees. Her miniskirt rose up almost to her ass, and her bare knees rested on the wood table. Byron stood up, cock still hanging out, and pushed her over to the middle of the table, facing the North end of the table. Byron climbed onto the table and knelt behind her.
The still-angry boss yanked her miniskirt up to her waist with one motion, exposing Susan's pink thong. Byron pulled the thong aside, exposing Susan's crotch. But it wasn't her pussy he aimed his cock at, but her exposed puckered asshole. He thrust his saliva-covered cock into it.
"UUUUEEEE!" Squealed a surprised Susan. "NO!"
"Shut up, you STUPID BIMBO!"
"AAHHHHH!"
Byron slowly worked his thin dick into Susan's virgin asshole. Tears fell down her nose onto the conference table. Her scooping top was hanging open, exposing her braless tits to the men on the end of the table that she was facing. The other half of the men was watching her bare ass, and their boss fucking her rippling ass.
The skinny little vice president crouched over her and humped her like a little dog, thrusting his crotch in and out. The little man was up on the balls of his feet, knees bent. His pelvis slapped against her jiggling ass each time he pumped her. He reached up to her right shoulder and pulled her blouse off of her shoulder, exposing her right tit. As it hung down, Byron tugged it and milked it.
Susan's head hung in shame as the still-red-faced boss butt fucked her like a cockroach on her backside. Her hair hung down, and she cried. But soon she realized the erotic sensations that having a cock in her ass can cause. She was no longer a complete stranger to the effects of anal stimulation by another person.
Byron reached between her legs and felt her pussy. His fingers found her clit, and rubbed it rapidly and roughly. Susan suddenly found herself close to an orgasm. "OHHHH!" she involuntarily moaned. "AAAAAAHHHH!"
Susan shuddered and thrashed, raising her head up, causing her dangling tits to shake. "OOOOHHHHH!"
Susan felt Byron shoot his load of cum into her asshole. The sensation boosted her continuing orgasm. She shook her ass back at the VP. "OOOHHHHHHH, GOD!"
Byron withdrew his dick from Susan's asshole. He let the last couple of spurts drip down onto her ass. Then he wiped off his dick with her thong, and climbed down off the conference table, leaving his punished employee lying bare-assed on the table.
"Meeting adjourned. Everybody back to work."
CHAPTER 10) ALONE WITH HER HUSBAND
When Susan's husband climbed into bed, she pretended to be asleep. She knew he wanted sex, and it had been a long long time since she gave him some. But once again, she was hoping to get out of this marital chore. For the past several months, she had used all of the excuses; headaches, tired, getting her period. Anything to keep her husband from having sex with her.
The reality, she knew, was that her pussy had been getting a workout nearly every day at work. She worked very hard to get in showers after work to wash away other men's sex, to hide her dirty clothes, and to undress in the dark so he wouldn't detect any marks or bruises.
But tonight, he wasn't accepting any more excuses. Reluctantly, Susan rolled over and let her husband touch her, and she half-heartedly pulled on his cock. But no matter how much effort he put into it, when he tried to stick his finger into her pussy, it was bone dry. It was hard to fake wetness.
Susan lay back, wishing she could just get wet so she could get this over with. Damn, she didn't seem to have any trouble getting lubricated at work when she didn't want to be touched. She thought of the time that Phil fucked her in his office and she was instantly wet. Gary doing her from behind over his desk. Lana licking her labia. Just after a walk down the crowded hall in a see-through top, she would go to the bathroom and find her panties soaked.
Now, lying in bed with her husband, she felt her self getting wet. Not from his touches, she knew. But from the horrible recollections passing through her mind of being taken without consent. It was finally getting her aroused.
Quickly, her husband jumped on her and entered her. Susan lay back in the dark, her eyes closed. In her mind, she saw Louis the maintenance man humping her like a dog. Pretended that that scary little creep Byron was licking her clit. That Gary was fucking her in front of a group of men. All awful, humiliating thoughts. "Whooo," she moaned. "Haaaooooo." She had to bite her lip to keep from moaning Mick's name. "UNNNNNGGGGGGG!" She writhed and jerked her way through an orgasm. Not like most of the ones she was having at work, but at least she didn't have to fake one tonight with her husband.
Susan lied back in the dark as her husband fell asleep. Damn! She couldn't enjoy sex with him any more! The past few months she had experienced erotic sensations and wild orgasm like never before. And they were all happening when she felt helpless and humiliated and used.
CHAPTER 11) THE FACTORY
On the way home from lunch with Gary, Susan's head was in his lap, sucking on his dick as he drove. She knew it was taking a long time, and she assumed that he was driving around until he finished. But when he came in her mouth and she finished swallowing, she looked up and didn't recognize where they were.
"Where are we?"
"We're going to swing by the plant. I gotta meet with the operations supervisor there." The plant was the factory where their products were made, and it was in an industrial area about fifteen miles from the corporate office. Susan had never been there before. She looked down at the outfit that Gary had personally purchased for her - The skirt was what the kids were wearing these days, short and pleated, and hung low on her hips. Her top was tight, exposed her bare midriff, and scooped down to reveal the top of her red bra. Lime green thongs, bare legs, high heels. She looked like a hooker. Not the way she wanted to meet new people.
At the plant, Vern the foreman couldn't keep his eyes off of Susan. Vern and Gary took a tour of the plant. It was an ancient building, with a filthy concrete floor. The noise of stamping and grinding machines and diesel forklift trucks was deafening. And from around every corner, there were dirty men leering at Susan like they'd never seen a woman before. Taped to several of the machines were what appeared to be old photos ripped out of men's magazines of busty nude women. Linda was surprised that that sort of thing was still tolerated.
When they arrived at the foreman's office in the back of the sprawling plant, Gary ordered Susan to go back to the front office and retrieve a file from his briefcase.
As soon as Susan started to walk through the plant without the bosses, the whistles started. A couple of low whistles at first, but they alerted every other male in the plant to look her way. Countless loud, shrill wolf whistles cut through the din of the machines. The men left their machines to get closer to her. Susan felt like a pack of wolves were closing in on her. She walked faster down the aisle, but that only made her tits jiggle more and her nipples pop out further, and her little skirt dance more to expose her ass. There were calls and comments that for the most parts Susan couldn't make out; in part because of the noise and also because they were of several different languages and dialects. She didn't even want to know what the slang meant.
At the end of the plant, Susan had to climb a staircase to get to the office. Waiting below were a dozen men. As she ascended the steep metal stairs, she knew that the men could see up her skirt, and several of them confirmed it by naming the color of her thongs, and complementing her on her nice ass and "nice beaver."
And when Susan had retrieved the folder, she had to return to the back of the plant, and go through the gauntlet once again, to louder whistles and more forward and obscene comments. Waiting at the bottom of the steps were the same dozen dirty, sweaty men. One of them took a quick, forceful grab of her ass, and Susan let out a yelp but didn't turn around. Several feet away, somebody else grabbed her butt cheek, and this time she turned around, but couldn't even tell which one did it. Somebody lifted up her skirt in the back, exposing her bare cheeks. A few ass gropes and a couple of spanks later, some older bald white guy reached around and grabbed her right tit over her top. When she finally escaped into the back office, she knew it would do no good to complain to Gary or anybody else.
xxx
Several weeks after the plant visit, Gary called her into his office after lunch. He was looking at his computer. Gary never looks at his computer. He called her over to see what he was looking at. Of course he took the opportunity to rub her ass while he talked. Susan was wearing a particularly elaborate ensemble that Gary had put together for her the previous night, including a blue pinstripe skirt and jacket. The skirt was the tightest thing she'd ever worn.
Susan saw that he was watching a video. She recognized a Demi Moore film where she plays a stripper. She should have known that he was watching something dirty.
"Watch the way she moves. See how stiff she is? That's NOT how to dance for men. Here's how to dance for men." Gary fumbled with the mouse until another video started. "Check out this rap video," he ordered.
This video was just some rapper's video. Susan had seen such things on MTV while channel surfing, even though she didn't listen to rap music. She'd seen the way that some of the black girls bump and grind, spreading their legs and thrusting their pelvises. Disgusting, she thought, but didn't even admit to herself that she would stay on the channel for a minute to watch them. But she hadn't seen anything as graphic as the one that Gary was showing. There was a black woman in just a thong, with her back to the camera, sticking her big black butt out, shaking and jiggling her ass flesh.
"Look at her pop that booty!" Gary said. "Shake that junk!"
"That's gross!" Susan commented. "She doesn't even have a good figure!" But she was slightly disappointed when Gary clicked the video off.
"OK, Susan, ready to go to the plant?"
Damn! Susan hated the plant. "Do I have to go?"
"Yeah! Phil's driving a bunch of us in his van. They're throwing a party for the assembly line that produced the most product last quarter. We're gonna give them their incentive prizes.
Susan got stuck in the back of Phil's minivan between Joe and Mick, the two heaviest guys. Little doubt that some of her sales co-workers got a look up her tight little skirt as she climbed into the back. She could barely even sit down in the skirt, and it rose up to her crotch, affording the four men sitting in the front and middle seats a view up her skirt. "Well, at least I'm wearing panties today," she thought. "Everybody in here has seen my crotch before anyway, not that I ever get used to that."
On the ride to the plant, Mick and Joe kept their hands on Susan's bare upper thighs above her stocking tops, but otherwise they were surprisingly well behaved.
When they entered the plant, they were shown where the events were taking place, in a lunchroom off an aisle in the plant. The room was furnished with ten old cafeteria tables and folding chairs, a couple of vending machines, some motivational posters on the walls, a couple of garbage cans, and a filthy littered tile floor. Susan spotted a keg of beer, and about a dozen of the plant employees drinking beer from plastic cups, a mixture of white, black, and Hispanic men in dirty t-shirts and jeans. Also in attendance were about twenty of the male employees from the plant office in various casual and business attire, mostly older men with gray and receding hairlines.



All eyes went to Susan when she entered the room. She was certainly dressed better than anyone else, in her tight blue pinstripe suit, dark beige stockings, and black spike-heeled shoes.
Gary got the room's attention. After a short condescending speech about teamwork and productivity, Gary announced, "Three months ago when this contest was announced, I know that some of you were told that the winning line would not only get a monetary bonus, and a party, but a party with a stripper. And when halfway through the contest it was announced that it wouldn't be just any stripper, but our own employee Susan, your line soared ahead of the other lines and won the contest! So here she is, Susan!"
The crowd erupted with cheers as Susan stood dumbfounded. Did she hear him right? She was brought there to be a stripper? NO!
But when Joe and Mick grabbed her arms and led her to a table and pulled out a chair, Susan stepped up on the chair. From there she was practically pushed up onto the table. It was a good thing that she had a lot of practice wearing spiked heels these past several months, or she would have fallen. She stood in a daze, looking down at the dirty laborers who were now sitting in chairs around her, and the rest of the male audience standing behind them. She was growing a little dizzy.
But when some CD player started playing a rap song, she started moving her shoulders back and forth. As the men below her started calling her name, she recognized the song as the one in the rap video that Gary had played earlier. She then figured out that she was supposed to dance like the women in those types of videos.
Susan was at the height of self-consciousness, and moved stiffly. Her skirt was so short that she knew that the men sitting below her could see right up it. She self-consciously tried to pull her skirt hem down on both sides. But as the black men in the crowd yelled, "Shake that thang! Shake your butt!" the suburban wife raised her arms up into the air and thrust her hips in and out. The immediate result was that her skirt rose six inches, exposing red garters holding up her stockings.
Susan was experiencing the now-familiar feelings of humiliation. Yet it seemed to her that she was having an out-of-body experience, as her body took control to dance and shake erotically for her all-male audience. Her feet were spread wide and her knees were bent, causing her skirt to hike up higher. She thrust her hips in and out rapidly, running her fingers through her long brown hair.
With shouts of "Take it off!" from two balding old white men seated below her, Susan knew that that's exactly what Gary expected her to do. And as much as she dreaded it, she unbuttoned her blazer. Her crowd reacted loudly as they glimpsed her red brassier, and cheered as she slowly let the jacket drop off her shoulders. Her lacy red push-up bra was pressing her tits up and out of her cups, and they danced and jiggled independently from the rest of her torso.
Susan turned her back to the crowd and shook her ass at them like the black girls on MTV, or at least as close as she could approximate them. The tight navy pinstripe skirt hiked most of the way up her butt. The crowd howled at Susan's red "booty pants," her square-cut lacy panties that let the bottom third of her ass cheeks hang out the bottoms. Her ass flesh jiggled in the men's faces.
Susan reached behind her and unhooked the clasp on her skirt. She slowly pulled the zipper down, exposing more of the red booty pants. Even unzipped the garment was super-tight, and she had a time of it yanking down the skirt from side to side, until it slid down her legs, and she kicked it off.
Dancing in little red push-up bra, red booty pants, red garters and beige hose, and high heels, Susan faced the crowd again. She was not a model with a perfect body-she was just an average-looking wife. Her tummy was a tad rounded. Her thighs had just a little too much meat on them, causing them to jiggle. Her ass was not perfect, although Susan thought it was better than some of those big-butt girls in the rap videos. But the crowd seemed more than pleased at what they were seeing, voicing their approval. As much as she was repulsed by the drooling men, Susan felt physical arousal by their positive response to her body.
She grabbed the waistband of her booty pants, and slid them down. Beneath them she was wearing a pair of skinny red silk thongs. She dropped the booty pants, and thrust her hips out with her legs spread wide. Her little thong was just a narrow band of red silk, dipping lower at the center, pulled tight over her protruding pussy mound. They were soaking wet, sticking to her skin and being pulled into her pussy slit. At both the top and on the sides, a couple of stray light brown pubic hairs were visible.
Susan turned around and showed the men her bare butt cheeks. She shook her cheeks like the black chicks, and managed to ripple the flesh pretty well for a white chick.
A stocky Hispanic man stood up and held out a dollar bill. She didn't understand him at first as he was speaking loudly in Spanish. Susan danced to the edge of her table, and the man slid the dollar into the waistband of her thong. She shivered as she felt the man's flesh touch her bare hip. A couple of other plant workers approached with bills, followed by the managers. They got stuffed into her garter belt, stocking tops, cleavage, the rear of her thongs, and the front of her thongs. Hands were jostling her, and getting in some feels. The top of her left nipple was exposed when a bill got stuffed in her cup, and more pubic hair was getting exposed. Somebody tried to slip a bill in her ass crack. Susan saw Gary use his cell phone to take a photo of her with money sticking to her.
After more calls for her to "take it off," Susan dropped her right bra strap, then her left. She put her hands over her bra cups, pushing up her cleavage more. Her fingers tickled the front clasp. She unhooked it. Slowly, she opened the front-hook bra. Finally she threw her chest out and let the bra fall behind her. Her white cone-shaped breasts stuck out and freely shook and jiggled. Susan was as mortified as she'd ever been standing up with her chest out shaking her tits for all of these men. But she'd never received such an outpouring ovation for anything she'd done in her life. She hated it, but she couldn't have been stopped now if someone tried to make her stop. She threw her arms up in the air and thrust her tits out. Then she shook her shoulders back and forth, feeling her titties shake side to side. More and more faces were plastered against the cafeteria windows watching her.
Susan stood at the very edge of the table, and slowly lowered her thongs. Her trimmed pubic hair became completely exposed. Susan now stood naked except for her red garters, hose, shoes, and jewelry.
As she danced virtually naked, she could see several men making gestures like they were beating off. Then she looked down to see that one of the Hispanic men actually had his cock out of his pants and was beating off. As Susan rhythmically thrust her hips forward in his direction, he thrust his cock in her direction. It was like a simulated fuck with three feet of space between them. It seemed to make Susan both more embarrassed and aroused.
Then she saw a second man playing with his hard cock. One of the white men with an accent reached out and grabbed her ass. Then a Hispanic man cupped her pussy and rubbed it rapidly. Hands were reaching in from all over. A large black hand covered her right tit and squeezed it. Soon a dozen or more hands were groping her naked body all over.
The hands were lifting Susan's body off of her feet. She was passed hand-to-hand over the crowd. Hands were reaching up and groping her, as she was forcibly crowd-surfed, through the small room. She ended up being dropped feet-first in the middle of the room. She could no longer see the people at the windows, and very few of the managers. She felt alone, surrounded by the smelly, perspiring, intoxicated factory roughnecks. A hand found her pussy, and a finger was inserted deeply into her wet slit. Another hand spread her ass cheeks, and a digit was roughly forced deep into her asshole.
As the other hands groped her tits and the rest of her torso, Susan stood with her legs spread, having fingers simultaneously wriggling in her pussy and asshole, almost seeming to touch each other inside. She squealed, begged them to stop, but nobody could hear her with all of the noise.
Somehow she ended up being pulled by her hair by a large black man. He sat on the edge of a table, and forced her down to her knees in front of him. He held her by her hair as he pulled a massive dark cock out of his pants and boxers. Then he held the back of her head with two hands, forcing her mouth down onto the thick massive ebony cock. Susan opened her mouth to receive it. She had to stretch her mouth wide to get it over the purple head, and took several inches into her mouth. But the muscular black man wasn't satisfied. He stood up, held the back of her head with both hands, and thrust his hips rapidly in and out, pulling her head into it each time, effectively fucking her mouth.
Susan gagged on the giant cock each time it poked the back of her throat. "Guck guck guck guck!" Were the sounds coming out of her mouth, loud enough to be heard by the nearest men. Her tits were being pawed and grabbed, as well as her ass and pussy as she kneeled before the black man, but it was the giant wad of cock in her mouth that she tried to deal with.
Without warning in all of the chaos, the cock erupted, shooting hot jism down into her throat. The white young wife swallowed some, choked on even more, some spit out her nose, and some dribbled out her mouth. Finally the big hands released her head, and the slippery big cock popped out of her mouth.
It was only then that she saw that three men of various colors were jerking their cocks off near her face. She felt a squirt of jizm hid the left side of her face by a cumming cock. Moments later cum sprayed her right side, hitting her in the eye. Then another one from the front sprayed her nose. She was now covered with cum all over her face.
Susan was lifted up and laid on the edge of a table. A Hispanic cock was stuffed into her pussy, and her feet were being hoisted up onto the man's shoulders. Her head was turned to her left, and an old white man's cock was forced into her lips. Susan sucked cock as she was being fucked, and had several hands pawing her young sensitive tits.
"MMMPPHHHHHHH! "MMMBBLLLMMMMMPH!" Susan moaned through the cock in her mouth. The incredibly rough play from these sweaty men was bringing her waves of multiple orgasms. "MMMUMMMMMUUMMMMMMM!"
Somehow the cocks exited her holes. Other men flipped her over. She was laid out on her stomach over the table, with her ass hanging off of one end and her head hanging on the other. She felt a cock sliding into her pussy from behind, as another cock was being shoved into her face. Even with all of the noise, she could hear the slapping sound of some unknown man's hips slapping against her ass. She eventually got into a rhythm between the cock in her mouth, and the cock in her slippery pussy. She was emitting muffled grunts with each thrust into her pussy. "OUUUUWWWWMMMMPH!"
She was nearly passed out from her orgasms when she felt herself being lifted off the table. She felt and saw herself being carried out of the cafeteria, out into the factory. Besides the hands that were holding up and groping her naked body, a number of men were following behind, like a mini-parade.
She was carried somewhere into the bowels of the factory, weaving and winding down narrow aisles, past numerous noisy machines, so noisy that she couldn't hear her own screams when the men groped her hard. At each machine, she would see more workers, who put down their gloves and tools and followed the crowd.
Susan was thrown down on her back, onto the end of a two-foot wide conveyor, onto the belt, which covered steel rollers. The conveyor was not moving, but her body rolled up and down as the men positioned her. She looked up to see the largest of the men that had been carrying her, standing at the end of the conveyor, between her legs. The crew-cut man, wearing a tight, dirty t-shirt, dropped his pants, pulled out a very large uncircumcised cock, and aimed it at Susan's pussy. Susan struggled, but found her arms and legs held down by the men who were standing on each side of her.
The others cheered as the Big Crew-cut Brute thrust his cock deep into Susan's fuck tunnel. He threw her feet above his shoulders like she was a doll, and rammed her hard, again and again.
Susan looked around her. Past the numerous old factory workers and their dirty clothes, greasy hair and bad teeth, were all sorts of large, noisy machines. These machines spat fire and smoke out into the factory, and shouted out various rhythmic banging. The banging seemed to set up the rhythm for the man who fucked her. The combination of bad fluorescent ceiling lights, flickering orange from the flames, and multicolored lights on the machines, left everything in strange flickering colored shadows.
Susan took one last look at her dark dirty and noisy surroundings, and the countless shouting and leering men, before her head was turned and she had a smelly cock shoved in it. She fucked and sucked and had her tits felt on the hard dirty conveyor.
When the Big Crew-cut Brute shot his cum in her pussy, he pulled out and was quickly replaced by the second in what became a countless line of dirty men. There was the short, chunky, broad-shouldered Hispanic with the greasy black hair and black mustache. There was the Ancient gray-bearded white guy with practically no teeth. Then the large muscular black man with the dreadlocks and the enormous cock. The younger Polish and other Eastern European accents with the tattoos and piercings. The three-hundred-and-fifty pound morbidly obese man whose enormous belly hung over Susan's stomach. There were tattoos and piercings on places that Susan didn't know could be tattooed or pierced.
Men of all sizes and shapes of cocks and colors and textures of pubic hair, thrusting in and out of her pussy and in her mouth, sprayed jizm on her entire front torso, but mostly her face and belly.
Eventually Susan stopped struggling, and her arms were no longer held. Instead, men placed cocks in them, and Susan jerked them off as she was fucked and sucked. She was expected to give real good hand jobs, too, and if she didn't she got her tits slapped.
There was no variety. It was endless assembly-line sex by career assembly-line workers.
This is hell, Susan thought. Yes, the Christian wife thought, this is really hell. It's practically all here, the darkness and fire and smoke and heat and noise and stifling air. And the rough laughing monstrous men, eternal line of cocks using her vagina and mouth, and the countless hands grabbing her flesh. Pure hell.
By the first half-dozen or so fucks she received, she learned how to relax her vaginal muscles to keep them loose. What was it that that basketball coach said, "If you're getting raped, you might as well lay back and enjoy it"? She layed back and endured it, anyways, and found that if she didn't fight it, her pussy stayed moist, and she could actually get physical pleasure despite the emotional pain. Even the constant groping of her tits, whether rough squeezes and tweaks, or more gentle massaging, came from rough calloused hands, and felt good to Susan's sensitive breasts. She managed to maintain a nearly steady degree of mini-orgasm, feeling the tingling and the involuntary shuddering, until she was so weak that she was lightheaded and dizzy.
Susan lost all track of time. She had no idea when the foreman and the men from her office finally found her and led her, practically carried her, out of the factory, got her dressed, and back into the minivan.
CHAPTER 12) CONVENTION HOOKERS
Susan was ordered to fly to Las Vegas for a convention. Some months ago, this would have been the kind of perk she would look forward to. When she was back in the accounting department, traveling to warm climates was something she envied the sales and marketing staff doing. Now she was wary of what Gary had in mind for her while she was staying at a hotel and didn't have to go home to her husband at night.
Susan flew out Thursday morning; a day after the conference started, and was booked for two days in a Vegas hotel near the convention center. A large number of the other employees were flying out, too, mostly the sales and marketing staff, but some of the women from other departments, too. The Vegas trip was apparently more of a reward for some of these people than an actual working trip, Susan presumed. In fact two other women were on the same flight as Susan was; Mary, an attractive slender forty-five-year-old woman from Purchasing; and Kelly, a pretty, thirty-one-year-old wife, whose slender figure, despite a ten-month-old baby, was the envy of every mom in the company.
Susan knew what she was hiding under her long coat, but she didn't notice that Mary was also wearing a long blazer over her skirt and blouse, and that Kelly wore a long winter coat over her sweater and slacks.
When the flight arrived in Vegas, Susan and the other two women cabbed straight to the convention center. All three women, before they entered the convention floor, removed their outermost garments. It was then that it began to dawn on Susan that the other two women were in the same predicament as Susan was.
Susan had been given orders to wear the dress that she'd worn at the last Christmas party, except that Gary had one of the male interns take it to a tailor and have it modified. The black halter dress now plunged to her waist and displayed more cleavage, which made it impossible to wear a bra under it. Her boobs were also hanging out the sides of the halter, and anyone standing to either side of her could see under her breasts right through to the other side. The lining had been removed from the top, so the silhouette of her areolas could be detected through the fabric, and her puffy nipples poked through it continuously. The hem had been raised to make it a micro-mini, and it had been taken in to the point that it was so tight that she could barely sit in it. And with no slip or hose allowed, her wine-colored thong was clearly visible from the front and the back.
Susan then saw that while the new mom Kelly was wearing the same black dress slacks and blue scooping sweater that she often wore, she was not wearing a bra, and her round B-cup-sized breasts were jiggling freely, and her very dark long nipples were poking easily though the thin clinging fabric.
Mary was wearing a short white skirt, and a short-sleeved white blouse. But as Susan stood to the left of Mary, she could see now that her blouse was unbuttoned halfway down her chest, and from the side Susan could easily see inside, to Mary's small white right braless breast. As Susan gawked, Mary caught her looking, and looked down in shame, but didn't adjust herself. Mary also wore a very detectible dark thong under her white skirt.
Susan and the others arrived at their company's booth, wearing nametags, which displayed their own first name as well as the company's name in large letters. Susan saw several of the other female employees there, all dressed in what at first appeared their formal Christmas outfits, but upon closer inspection most were covering little or no underwear, exposing plenty of flesh and jiggle, and seemed shorter and tighter than they had at the Christmas party.
Gary gave the women some time to walk around to visit the other exhibitor's booths, and then return to their company's booth. Susan felt like bait walking around the hall, being stared at by so many strange men. She also saw men staring shamelessly into Mary's blouse at her exposed breast. Kelly also had many male admirers as her braless breasts bobbled down the aisles. Many of these men wound up at the company booth, where Gary schmoozed them, but also allowed them to hit on Susan and the other women.



When the exhibitions closed for the day, everyone from Gary and Susan's company went out for dinner and drinks, and back to the hotel. Amazingly, none of the men from her company tried to grope her or hit on her. Then the women were ordered to check in to their rooms, clean up, and be at the company's hospitality suite by 8:00 PM, where drinks would be served to the employees, clients, and prospective clients.
Susan was compulsively punctual, but she held off going to the hospitality suite as long as she thought she could without getting Gary upset. When she arrived at the room, Jon and Walter, the two college interns that had stared down her top that first day, opened the door. Gary stood near the bar, and motioned her over.
The room was quite crowded. Most of the other women were visible, scattered around the room, standing with or sitting with the male prospective and current clients. Some of them were standing or sitting very close, close enough that some of the men had their hands all over Susan's female co-workers.
Susan spotted several of the youngest girls that had recently joined the marketing or sales departments, their legs visible and their cleavage spilling out. There were several married women who, like Susan, were in their late twenties to mid thirties. There were even women in their forties and early fifties. And there were even older women, near retirement age, pushing their breasts up and out.
"You're just in time for the first show," Gary said to Susan.
"Show? What show?"
"We have a handful of the ladies do informal little shows for the crowd."
Susan suddenly recoiled. "You aren't going to make me do a strip tease like at the factory, are you?"
"No," replied Gary. "But Christy is going to do one now. Look."
Susan looked over to the back of the room, by the closed curtains. In a cleared out area stood Christy. Christy would probably fit most people's description of a "MILF", a pretty, athletic, very busty brunette. She was in her mid-forties, but worked out daily, so she was in great shape, with built up calves, and trim waistline, and big round breasts that generally stuck straight out in her bra like they were defying gravity. Susan once wondered if the obviously vain Christy had had a boob job. She was about to find out.
One of the interns started a music CD in a small CD player at the back of the room. AC/DC's "Highway To Hell" boomed out of the speakers, and Christy started to dance in her short low-cut formal gown, her cleavage bouncing out the top. Then she started to strip.
Christy unzipped her dress in back, and slowly pulled the dress's straps off. Soon the dress was dropped to her waist, displaying a lacy lavender bra. The dress was dropped, and matching lavender panties and garters were displayed. When the bra was dropped, Susan got her answer. Christy's breasts did seem quite natural, in the way they jiggled and sloped down. Christy could work out, but she couldn't fight gravity completely. Still her sloping breasts looked attractive to Susan, who admired them as they bobbled freely. When Christy's panties were removed, Susan also admired her flat stomach, and stared at Christy's completely shaved pussy.
When Christy finished her dance, she picked up her garments and walked away naked to a smattering of applause.
"How do you like the lady's dresses?" Gary asked Susan.
Susan replied with a question. "Did you alter all of their Christmas gowns?"
"Most of them. Women tell their husbands that they can't wear the same expensive gown twice, so the husbands will never know."
"Are you blackmailing all of these women?"
"Yeah, pretty much all of them," laughed Gary. "Oh, there's a couple of the young bimbos that do this to get raises or promotions, or just because they're basically sluts. But mostly we have dirt on all these women."
"You got sex photos of all of these women?"
"Oh, we got them in a variety of ways. Most people have something in their past, and we have friends in the police departments and states attorneys' office and private detectives, so we dig that stuff up. And some of them have husbands that have done something wrong. We'll catch 'em embezzling, with drug charges, adultery. Alana over there, her husband is supposed to get deported, but we can intervene. Kelly's baby needs a risky surgery, and the surgeon won't perform it without insurance, and our insurance won't cover it without an appeal from us. And when we can't find some dirt on someone, we'll plant some."
Susan looked over to see Marie, Byron's stout, fairly busty, mid-sixties brunette secretary, giving head to some guy leaning against the wall. "You're making Marie do this? She's been with the company for decades!"
"Her husband has a gambling problem. And she's the best cocksucker in the company."
"But why put us through this?" asked Susan. "Why not just hire a bunch of hookers for your clients?"
"Several reasons. For one thing a lot of our competition does that. Then there is a risk of getting busted for that. If the Vegas cops spotted a bunch of known hookers coming to our room, they'd either arrest us or we'd have to pay them off. The clients know that, too. Also, I don't have the budget to afford expensive hookers," Gary chuckled. "But mainly because many of our prospective clients would prefer real, regular, everyday, amateur women to screw around with than a paid whore."
"Some of these women are, uh, pretty old. A couple of them aren't all that attractive." Commented Susan.
Gary retorted, "Different guys want different types of women. Oh, the young ones are very, very popular. But trust me, a lot of men like mature, experienced women. The more conservative and seemingly out of their element here, the better."
Music started again, and Susan looked up to see Julie dancing in the back. Julie was a fairly large woman probably in her late fifties, and not in the best of shape. Fat? At least overweight, verging on fat.
"Case in point, here's Julie," said Gary. "Not the youngest or most svelte of women. But as I said, some men like older women. Some men really like heavy women, a lot heavier than Julie, even. And," Gary paused and smiled. "She's got huuuuge tits!"
Gary was right on his last point. As Julie removed her dress, she danced in nylons and black garters, black silk panties, a black corset helping to hide her belly, and a large black bra with smooth half-cups, allowing mountains of her boobs to spill out the top and bounce and jiggle all over. When she removed her bra, allowing her big breasts to spill down over her corset and dance, Susan estimated that each breast was approximately the size of a bowling ball.
As Julie received her applause and left the room, Susan saw Molly walk out of a bedroom and head to the back of the room. Molly was wearing a wedding dress. Molly was a newlywed, having been married just a few weeks before.
Gary could still surprise Susan. She gasped, "Is that Molly's actual wedding dress?"
Gary chuckled and said, "Yeah, a last minute moment of inspiration on my part! That's the real dress she was married in, and I told her to wear all of the same undergarments and everything. I only gave her a new garter."
Susan watched in sympathy as the young, pretty, virginal-looking brunette newlywed danced in her gorgeous white strapless gown. The CD player blared out, "Celebrate good times come on!" Her C-cup cleavage danced out the top. Molly reached behind her back and awkwardly worked the buttons, until she's undid enough of them to tug the dress down her waist, exposing her white strapless bra. When the dress and petticoats were finally dropped, Molly danced in her hose and white garters, and white silk panties. And her new blue garter. She reached back and unhooked the strapless bra, and when it dropped the bride danced topless, showing the crowd her large jiggling breasts, her honeymoon tan lines still very apparent. And finally, when her silky panties were lowered, her naked pussy with a trimmed bush, and nice round pale buttocks.
As new employee Rose, a slender blonde, and forty-something Donna, began a lesbian show, kissing and undressing each other in front of the crowd, Gary called the two interns, Jon and Walter, over. He ordered them to "play with Susan just a little. Nothing heavy, just enough to get her aroused."
"I though you would be saving me for the clients," said Susan to Gary.
"I am. I'm just fluffing you a little," Gary said.
"Fluffing?"
"Yeah. Like they do in porn films. Just getting you ready for your performance."
Susan's adrenaline started pumping. "What's my performance?"
As Jon reached inside Susan's halter top and softly played with her tit, Walter reached under her skirt, worked a finger inside of her thong, and gently massaged her labia. Susan's attention was torn between the two young men publicly feeling her up, and Gary's announcement of a "performance."
Gary continued. "Just casually remove your clothes, lie on the carpet, and play with yourself."
"You want me to masturbate in front of people?"
"Exactly! Masturbate to an orgasm. I expect a REAL orgasm, but if you're really desperate you can fake it after a while. Here, I got you these, in case you need help." Gary reached behind the bar, and produced two sex toys - one small yellow vibrator, and a five-inch pink dildo.
"Oh, please don't make me use those!" Susan begged.
"You don't have to, but take them up there, in case you need 'em."
Susan wasted no more time arguing with Gary. When the two lesbians were done playing with themselves and vacated the area back by the curtains, Susan hesitantly stepped before the crowd, dropping the two sex toys on the carpet. Somebody started some soft music. Susan looked around at her "audience"; dozens of her own co-workers, male and female, co-mingled with strange men, some of whom Susan had seen on the convention floor earlier, and familiar male clients. Susan unzipped her dress on the side, and lowered her halter straps off her shoulders.
When the dress fell, Susan stood in her wine-colored thong, her "perky boobs" already drawing "ahhs" from the crowd. The blackmailed wife slowly slid her thongs down her legs and stepped out of them, and her heels. Naked except for her necklace and earrings, she lied on the carpet. One of the interns handed her a throw pillow, which she put under her head.
Susan had to admit to herself that it was pretty erotic having both males and females watching her. But she decided that the only way that she was going to get through this was to pretend that she was alone in her own bedroom and playing with herself. So, like at home, Susan started massaging her own breasts, tugging at her erect nipples.
Susan's left hand slid down to her thighs, and tickled the inside of her thighs, slowly working around her pussy, combing her fingers through her pubic hair. She let off an involuntary shiver.
Closing her eyes, she slid her fingers up and down her labia, discovering that she was already quite wet. She worked her middle finger into her pussy. She moaned.
She fingered herself, occasionally opening her eyes to see who was watching her. Much of the crowd had stood and moved closer to see the naked woman on the floor, crowding around Susan in a semi-circle.
When things didn't progress, Susan moved her right hand down, and rubbed her clit with her right ring and middle fingers.
Without even thinking about what she was doing, she moved her left hand underneath herself, and tickled her asshole with her middle finger. The move drew some giggles from the crowd, which slowed Susan's arousal.
Susan wanted to cum soon, but found her mood stuck. At home she would have used her hairbrush handle on her pussy. She remembered the dildo. She found it on the carpet nearby, and moved it to her pink pussy lips. She slowly worked it in several inches. "Oohhhhhh," she moaned, her torso writhing.
She picked up the vibrator, and found the "on" button. At home she had no vibrator-she would be embarrassed for her husband to find such a thing - but she did sometimes use an electric toothbrush as a vibrator, so she knew what she liked. She started the vibrator down on her pussy lips, arching her pelvis up to meet it, moving the dildo further into her pussy. "Ahhhh! OOOOOOHhhh!"
She slid the nubby end of the vibrator up to her clit. That did it! "HUUUUHHHHH! OOOOOOOWWWWEEEEEEE! WHooooOOOOOOO!"
Susan left the dildo inside of her, while her right hand held the vibrator to her clit. She thrust her hips and flapped her thighs in and out, fucking her fingers, her body writhing, her tits jiggling. "OHHHHHHH! OHHHHHHH! Huh Huh Huh Huh! "OOOOOOOHHHHHHHH!"
Susan shook and shuddered on the carpet, in front of the dozens of people, with her eyes rolled up into the back of her head.
The crowd burst into applause as Susan lay curled up on the carpet, panting.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Jon and Walter escorted the naked Susan from the back of the room to the front. Susan was allowed to sit in a chair and recuperate for a few moments, watching Alyya do her "show." Susan could never remember if Alyya was Indian or Pakistani, but she always wore traditional robes and kept her head covered. She was a mature woman, but attractive and with what seemed to be a respectable figure beneath her burka. Susan got to watch Alyya dance and slowly remove her outer garments, until she exposed a shocking pink bra and panties. At this point Jon and Walter escorted Susan to a bedroom, but not before Susan looked back to see Alyya's naked breasts and dark nipples, and full bush.
In the bedroom there were two double beds, and both were occupied. On the bed to the left was Julie, the huge-titted mature woman. She was on her back, and a middle-aged man was straddling her chest, and was sliding his cock between her gigantic tits. He held the two big jugs together, his cock completely engulfed, as he slid his unit in and out of her wobbling cleavage.
Next to Julie, on the same bed, was the bride Molly. Her beautiful silky wedding dress was back on her, but her underwear wasn't. Flat on her back, there was a gray-haired man standing between her legs. Molly's feet were thrown up over the man's shoulders. Molly's wedding dress and petticoats were pushed up to her waist, and the man was fucking her hard. Molly's large white breasts were out of the top of her dress, dancing on her chest, as two men stood behind and next to her, groping them.
The bed on the right side was occupied by Kelly, the young mother that had arrived on the same plane as Susan. Kelly was naked, and fucking an older Japanese man beneath her, her slightly sagging breasts bouncing on her slender frame, her legs spread around him.
The Japanese man called for Susan. "You. Yes, you. Come over and join us. Sit here. On my face."
Susan was close in age and size to Kelly. She wondered if they were deliberately paired up to be with the Japanese man. She walked over to them, obediently climbed on the bed, and sat on the man's face.
Susan wiggled her bottom to get the correct angle. Kelly was behind Susan, bouncing on his cock. Susan felt Kelly press her breasts into Susan's back. The Japanese man licked up into Susan's pussy, reaching up and groping her all over; her breasts, thighs, ass. He also fondled Kelly's butt and breasts.
On the Japanese man's orders, Kelly reached around and fondled Susan's breasts. "Now you kiss, please" he ordered. Susan pressed her lips to the pretty brunette's lips, and Susan slid her tongue into Kelly's mouth.
Susan glanced at the other bed to see that Julie was getting fucked now, her big tits half-hanging to her sides but holding with gravity fairly well, bobbling all over as she was fucked hard. And the bride Molly was now on her knees, getting fucked from behind, and sucking off one of the other men as her dangling breasts were milked.
Susan and Kelly got into a rhythm on the Japanese man, Kelly thrusting her hips, and Susan arching forward and back subtly to the man's deft licking. As he ate her pussy, his little nose dug into her clit. Susan and Kelly were both panting and moaning. Kelly was moaning in a faster rhythm, but soon Susan caught up with her, and both were panting in unison. "Huh Huh Huh," like a choo choo train on the Japanese man.
Susan was surprised that she could orgasm so quick, having just had a whopper in the other room, but as Kelly shouted out and shuddered on the Japanese cock, Susan wrapped her thighs around the Japanese gentleman, nearly smothering him, as she had her orgasm.
When the Japanese man was through with her, Susan was taken by another half-dozen men, in various positions, in all her holes, with and without other women. She watched many of the other women escort clients back to their own rooms, but Susan stayed in the bedroom. Finally she was allowed a break, and she staggered naked out of the bedroom and into the suite.
The clients were all gone. All that were left were Gary and some of the other male employees, and a half-dozen other nude or semi-nude women. Gary was naked, and he playing some sort of game with the other women, having them stand around him as her felt their tits. He had Julie on her knees wrapping her giant tits around his cock, and bride Molly thrusting her nipple into his mouth. He had Susan join him, making her rub her tits against him. Next was a pussy game, where Gary fingered two pussies, licked a third pussy, and slid his cock into a fourth pussy.
Susan was exhausted, but helped wherever she could with her boss. It was a mixed feeling - on one hand, Susan knew that she wasn't alone, that there were other women that shared her problem. It made her feel better for some reason. But then she also realized that there was no immediate end to her situation, that Gary wouldn't just tire of her. She imagined herself like Marie, pushing retirement age and still forced to service horny men daily as well as perform well in a regular job.
She accepted it. As her boss nibbled on her "perky boobs" and slid his big cock into her pussy one more time, She knew this was now her career, that she could hide this from her poor husband forever the way the other women have, and be a corporate slut.
THE END
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I was cranky when I first got in the car, having been woken up early to go to a stupid confirmation for my cousin. Having to dress nice and endure a long car ride with my parents and sister didn't help my mood, nor did the lack of good music on the radio. But I tried to make the best of it and pass the time by sneaking looks at my older sister sitting next to me in the back seat. I would never admit it to anybody else that I thought the nineteen-year-old Ashley was hot, especially to Ashley herself. I suppose we had a typical older sister - younger brother relationship, getting on each other's nerves a fair amount of the time. But in recent months I started seeing her differently, as a hot chick living in the same house with me. So I sat next to her in the car and, whenever I could get away with it, I checked out her long legs and nice tits in her dress. I'd been trying to see more of her body around the house, but so far hadn't seen her naked, or anything near naked, yet. I kept my eye out to see if she ever left her bedroom door ajar when she changed, or the bathroom door when she showered, but she was pretty careful not to be seen by me. And it was pretty embarrassing the time that she caught me trying to look down her nightgown, and she called me a "perv".
Maybe I was a "perv" for jerking off while envisioning fucking my own sister, but she really did have a sexy body. A natural blonde, Ashley had full tits, B or C cups depending on the bra, a great firm ass, a pretty face, blue eyes, and long legs. Ashley was still taller than me.
But Ashley wasn't as tall as Mom yet. Mom was 5' 10" tall. And about the same time that I started taking notice of Ashley, I started noticing Mom in a sexual way, too. Actually, it wasn't until I caught a few of my friends staring at her tits that I really noticed for the first time how stacked she was, and how pretty and shapely she was for a woman in her late 40s. She had her flaws, but those long legs, still-attractive face, shoulder-length brown hair, and 40D tits made me think of her as more than a mom. Mom and I had our disagreements, plenty of them in fact, but at night when I was in bed alone, I could disengage our family relationship, and think of her only as a big-titted hot mature woman to lust after. As with Ashley, I had no luck seeing Mom naked. The best I could do was see her in the occasional nightgown without a bra on, and watch her big tits wobble freely under the thin fabric, or catch some cleavage spilling out of her bra when she leaned over in anything the slightest bit low-cut.
Dad drove as we took the highway out of town. Mom was in the front passenger seat, directly in front of me, so I couldn't see much of her body, unfortunately. Ninety minutes later we stopped for gas. As Dad pumped the gas, Mom and Ashley went into the station to use the bathroom or something. I was still tired and stayed in the car.
I didn't know where we were, but it didn't look like a very good neighborhood. It was mostly minorities around us. There were no other cars at the gas station. I noticed two Mexican men leaning against the wall, smoking cigarettes. One was an older skinny guy with a thin mustache and two-day-old beard, in a dirty green work shirt and baggy pants. The other was real big and really scary looking, fairly tall and heavyset, with tattoos on his muscular arms, in a dirty white t-shirt. Both of them stared at Ashley as she walked by in her thin sleeveless cotton dress. No surprise that a couple of Mexican dudes would check out a hot young blonde, I guess. I couldn't blame them. I was checking her out myself. And I had to admit that it was hot watching these dirty older guys lusting after my sister.
And then when Mom walked by them, they checked HER out real good. Again, I could understand why. Mom had been wearing an outfit I've seen before, a fairly tight light-blue skirt with a two-piece coral-colored sweater outfit. During the long car ride, mom had removed the outer button-down sweater, and was now out in just the matching sleeveless sweater, and it sure was tight on her! The thin fabric clung to her torso and bra like a latex glove, showing off every seam of her bra, even underneath her cups. Her big heavy tits swayed as she walked in her high heels, and the Mexican dudes' eyes were bugging out. When she walked past them, their eyes went down to her ass and followed it as she walked. The big guy looked over at the little one, and held his hands out, palms in, moving his palms up in down in front of his chest, clearly mimicking Mom's big jiggling tits. The shorter one smiled and nodded. The dual sight of mom looking good and the Mexicans leering at her really gave my cock a tingle.
After Mom walked into the station, the two Mexicans whispered to each other. Then they looked over at our car, and Dad pumping gas. Dad had his back to the station, so he didn't notice the two men ogling his wife and daughter.
Ashley exited the station and returned to the back driver's side seat, as the two Mexicans watched her ass. Then as Mom exited the station, the two men straightened up, dropped their cigarettes, and began to walk behind her. The older smaller one made a remark to Mom that I couldn't hear. She glanced back at the smiling Mexican, but instead of acknowledging him she turned away and kept walking to the car.
As Mom approached her passenger side front door, the two men split up. The bigger one followed Mom to her door, and the older one walked over to Dad. He asked Dad to loan him a dollar or something. Dad tried to brush him off and get in the car, but the man pulled out a stick, and knocked him on the head once. Dad fell into the car, his glasses flying off his head. The older Mexican climbed into the car, and pushed dad over.
At the same time, the bigger Mexican pulled out a gun, and grabbed Mom by the front of her sweater. "Get in the back!" He ordered. He opened my passenger-side back door, and pushed Mom in, practically on top of me. He slammed the door shut on Mom, jumped into the front seat next to the slumping Dad, and closed the door.
The older guy behind the steering wheel hit the accelerator, and sped out of the gas station, while hitting the door locks. Mom and Ashley screamed, Dad appeared to be completely unconscious, and I sat between Ashley and Mom in a stunned silence.
"Shut up! Or I'll hit him again!" Shouted the big guy in the passenger seat, pointing his pistol at Dad.
Mom shut up, but Ashley kept screaming. "Ashley, be quiet," said Mom. Finally, when the guy pointed his pistol in her direction, she gasped and then closed her mouth.
"Carl? Carl?" Mom called to Dad. Dad moved a little but he was basically unconscious.
"Don't worry about him, I didn't hit him that hard," said the older driver, in a very heavy accent. In the rear view mirror I saw him smile. He was missing a lot of teeth.
We were driving through some urban streets, with businesses on each side, but few pedestrians or cars around us. "Hand your purses up here to me," ordered the bigger one. Mom and Ashley handed their purses to him. "And you, your wallet," he said to me. I obediently handed it to him. He took it, and found Dad's wallet in his pocket, but didn't immediately start to look through his loot. Instead, he settled into the front seat, practically on top of Dad, leaning against the door and watching us. He said something in Spanish to the driver, and then looked over at Ashley. Her skirt had ridden up in the excitement, above her mid-thigh point.
"Hey, Blondie, you have nice legs!" He paused and stared at them for a minute, admiring my sister's bare legs. "Show us some more. Pull your skirt up."
Instead, Ashley pulled her hem down to her knees, whimpering.
"You want me to hit your dad again?" he said, raising his gun.
"No!" Said Mom in a wavering voice. "Please, leave him alone. Leave HER alone."
The big guy instead pointed his gun at me. "You don't open your mouth again, Mama. You do and I shoot your son, comprende?"
Mom didn't respond, but the passenger turned to Ashley again, and repeated, "Pull your skirt up."
"Mom?" Ashley whimpered.
"Just do what he says; it'll be OK," answered Mom.
Ashley's trembling hands grabbed her skirt hem, and slowly slid it up her legs. My cock stirred as I watched her long legs exposed. When she stopped near her crotch, the big guy said, "All the way up. Show me everything."
Ashley had frightened look in her eyes. She whimpered again, but pulled up skirt up to her hips, exposing her pink cotton panties. I enjoyed immensely seeing her bare legs and panty crotch pulled tight over her pussy mound. But I equally enjoyed seeing the big Mexican dude leering at her panties, and the driver adjusting his rear view mirror for a better view. "Spread you legs wider," he ordered, and Ashley reluctantly opened her legs wider.
We were still in a little traffic, and the big guy kept looking around, apparently making sure that we were a little discreet. But mostly he admired Ashley's legs and panty crotch. My sister's eyes had welled up. She didn't know where to look.
Finally the driver said something in Spanish. I thought I caught the word, "Mamacita."
"Si, Caesar," said the passenger. He turned to Mom. "He wants you to show your legs now. Go ahead."
Mom glanced over at Ashley and me. There was genuine fear in her eyes. Her jaw actually dropped. She looked like she was going to say something, but stopped herself.
Just do what he says; it'll be OK, I thought, recalling what Mom said to her daughter faced with the same dilemma. But I kept my thoughts to myself, and waited with anticipation. The passenger sighed and lifted his gun up. That made Mom move.
Mom's skirt was tight, and it took some effort to hike it up her thighs, tugging at one side at a time. She too paused when her skirt was up to her crotch, but with the big guy's insistence, she bunched her skirt up nearly to her waist.
Mom was wearing white panties, no surprise since she was wearing a white skirt. But she was wearing pantyhose over them. The triangle of stitching blocked my view of her panty crotch. Still, there was something very erotic about seeing Mom's panties through the thin hose, with her skirt bunched up at her waist, and two strangers looking at her panties.
"Oh, nice, Mama," complimented the passenger. The driver made a chuckling comment in Spanish that turned into a smoker's hack. Mom tried to be stoic, with a firm jaw, but her eyes gave away the fear, humiliation, and helplessness that she no doubt felt. I should have been gallant and averted my eyes, but presented with a sight I've dreamed about, I stared unabashedly at Mom's and Ashley's legs and panties.
The passenger looked back at Ashley. "Hey, Blondie, are you a natural blonde? Huh? Answer me!"
"Yes," Ashley whimpered.
"Prove it. Show me what's under the panties. Let's see if you're a natural blonde."
Ashley whimpered, and shook her head no.
He pointed the gun at me. "OK, then brother, you do it. Pull her panties aside, or I hit Papa again." He nudged Dad to make his point.
"C'mon. Just pull her underwear aside. NOW!"
I reached down. My own left hand was trembling. He had no way of knowing how badly I've wanted to see what was under my sister's panties. Ashley flinched when my hand touched her bare upper thigh. But she said nothing as I placed my hand on her panty crotch. I swear I could feel the warmth emitting from her crotch. As ordered, I gingerly grabbed the side of her panty crotch, and clawed at the fabric. I don't know why I thought it would take some work, like some steel chastity belt, but the thin cotton easily pulled aside.
My hand grazed my sister's pubic hair. She was, as I knew, a natural blonde, although her pussy hair appeared slightly darker than the hair on her head. It appeared to be trimmed away from the sides of her crotch, and maybe cut back a little. But there was a one-inch-long tuft of blonde pubic hair over her slit. I rested my hand on her thigh, keeping the fabric pulled aside, so the two Mexicans could admire Ashley's pussy as I was. It was the first bare pussy I'd ever seen in real life, and it didn't matter that it was my sister's. Actually, I guess that made it better for some reason.
We drove through some traffic, the three of us males admiring my sister's pussy, the two Mexicans discussing it.
"Ah ha. You think Mamacita's trimmed too?" Caesar asked the passenger.
The big guy smirked, looked into Mom's eyes, and replied, "I don't know, but I want to find out. Pull your hose off. Your panties, too", her ordered. Mom inhaled, gave him one look of indignation, looked down, and paused. Then she sighed, lifted her butt off the seat, grabbed the waistband of her pantyhose and panties, and began to wiggle them down.
I couldn't believe it. I was going to see Mom's pussy, too!
Mom kept her thighs together as she pulled her hose past her knees, and at the big guy's orders, down her calves and off of her feet, removing her shoes. I could see a patch of brown pubic hair protruding from between her clenched thighs.
"Spread your legs wide, give us a real GOOD view!"
As ordered, Mom spread her legs wide, pressing her bare left thigh against right thigh.
"Wider!"
Mom lifted her knee and threw it over my knee, spreading her legs as far apart as she could. Now we three males could admire the wide triangle of long wild untrimmed pubic hair that Mom was exposing, as well as the pink glistening lips in the middle of the jungle.
Caesar the driver wheezed out a chuckle, looking at his rear view mirror at my mom's naked pussy. He and the driver, whom he called Roberto, traded a few comments about it in Spanish. I wished I'd paid attention better in Spanish class in school.
Roberto looked back to Ashley. I was still holding her panties aside for him, and getting in a little rub of her pubic mound with the back of my fingers. "You spread wider too, like Mama. Pull those panties off!
I let go of Ashley's panties, and she lifted her butt off the seat, and slid them down and off. She threw her right knee over my left knee, as ordered. I now had both my mom and sister's knees over mine, and was staring at both of their naked pussies. With no place else to put my hands, I rested my palms on their thighs. I had to admit to myself that I was enjoying this. I had a throbbing hard on hidden in my pants. I unabashedly stared at both of their pussies. I also liked the humiliated expressions on their faces. Mom's nipples were protruding through her tight sweater. Ashley's dress was just tight enough over her tits that I could see her nipples protruding. I wondered what it was that made their nipples hard. Embarrassment? Eroticism? A draft?
We were now leaving the urban area. There was just the rare house and rarer car passing the other way.
Roberto said something to Caesar the driver, and Caesar nodded. "OK, Blondie," said Roberto. "Lets see your tits."
Ashley whimpered again. My cock jumped again.
"You, Brother, unzip her dress." Ashley's dress zipped up in the back. "C'mon, Blondie, let your brother unzip you." Ashley turned her back to me slightly. I reached up with both hands, and tugged at the zipper by her neck. It started coming down. That's the sexiest I'd ever heard a zipper sound. I slowly zipped it down, until I could see her maroon-colored bra in the back. I kept going, slowly, until the zipper was nearly down to her waist. There was no slip or camisole under Ashley's dress, just the thin bra strap.
"Lower the dress," ordered Roberto. With a defeated expression on her face, Ashley pulled her dress forward off of her chest, exposing her smooth molded maroon-colored bra cups. Her tits appeared to be pushed together, the cups lifting them up like a shelf. Her pale breasts poked just a little out of the tops. From my side view, her bra gapped away from her tits a little, and I could see into the left cup enough to see her tit sloping away from her body.
"Unhook your sister's bra, Brother."
As ordered, I reached up again, and fumbled mightily with Ashley's bra clasp, my hands shaking, knowing I was about to see her tits, wondering if they were as wonderful as I'd imagined them. When I finally unclasped it, Ashley lowered her bra straps, and allowed her bra to fall off of her chest, and lay in a heap on her lap along with her dress.
She tried to cover them, but Roberto said, "Hands, down, let us see them." Ashley clasped her hands on her lap and obediently stood up straight with her shoulders back, like she does in church.
They were MORE wonderful than I'd imagined them. They were a full B-cup pair or better, round and sitting up high. Her flesh was as pale as could be, allowing her pink areolas to contrast greatly. Her areolas were larger than I'd expected, but not too large. Her nipples were hard, sticking straight out. I didn't know how breasts could be any more perfect.
"Yeah, Blondie, nice tits, eh?" Caesar agreed, looking through his rear view mirror at my sister's naked tits. Mom sat silently with her head in her hand, her pussy still exposed, as the three conscious males stared at her daughter's exposed teen ta tas.
Caesar noticed some auto traffic as we approached a stoplight, and Roberto ordered Ashley to scrunch down. She obeyed and leaned back, keeping her head barely above the windows. Ashley started to pull her dress up to cover her tits, but Roberto said, "No, I still want to see them, Sister." While Caesar watched Ashley through his rear-view mirror, Roberto discovered the mirror on the other side of the passenger seat sun visor, and adjusted it so he too could stare at my sister's bare chest while he sat forward.
"Sister, shake your tits." He showed her what he meant by shaking his shoulders back and forth. Ashley copied him, moving her shoulders so her tits jiggled back and forth. I about died watching them rapidly bounce from side to side and up and down, and then just as rapidly snap back in place.
"Hey, brother," said Roberto. "Shake them for me. Pick them up and jiggle them." I couldn't believe my luck. I was being MADE to fondle my sister's tits! It's like he read my mind. I reached over with my right hand, and cupped Ashley's left tit. She flinched at first, giving me a dirty look. But she quickly looked straight ahead, her eyes red, holding back tears, while I squeezed her tit.
That tit felt great. I was a firm handful, and I love playing with it. I lifted it like I was weighing a tomato, and bounced it up and down. Then I jiggled it back and forth rapidly, squeezing it. With other cars passing in the opposite direction, probably unable to see anything we were doing in the back seat at that speed, I played with both of Ashley's tits, boldly handling them as if I owned them. Ashley glanced up at me, and I couldn't help but give her a little smirk, remembering all the times she treated me bad, and calling me a "perv" just for trying to glance at her tits. For this one moment, I owned my big sister, and had her right where I wanted her. Mom and Dad were right there with us, and could do nothing to me.
"Squeeze harder, you won't hurt them. Pull on her nipples." I did what Roberto told me, pulling hard on my sister's hard nipples. She opened her mouth, but emitted no sound; just thrust her chest out to meet my hand. "Lick them. Suck them." I leaned down, and placed my lips on Ashley's right tit. I sucked on the smooth flesh, and found her nipple, sucking the whole thing into my mouth, flitting my tongue over the tip. Ashley shuddered but didn't verbally object. I sucked her right nipple and tugged on her left nipple, then slid my tongue to her left tit and sucked that one. It was probably becoming obvious to Ashley that I wasn't being too reluctant about being forced to fondle her. I didn't care. And I didn't care what Mom thought.



Traffic cleared up. We were out in the middle of nowhere, it seemed, surrounded by farm fields. Roberto turned around again and watched us. Caesar said, "Now Mamacita. See Mamacita's tits!"
"OK, Mama, he wants to see your tits," Roberto interpreted. "Your turn. Take off your top. Or should I have your son do it?"
I was willing, but Mom slowly crossed her arms and grabbed the hem of her sweater at her waist. Choking back a sob, she lifted her sweater up, until her big coral-colored bra was exposed. She pulled the sweater over her head through her brown hair, and dropped it on her lap.
Mom's molded bra had some lace between the cups, but was otherwise smooth and unadorned. Her cleavage was spilling out over the top of them, and pushed together. Caesar moaned and chuckled, with a big toothless grin.
"Unhook it, son," ordered Roberto. I leaned to my right, and Mom turned her back to me, refusing to look at me, as I fumbled with her bra. Hers had three clasps holding the wide back together. Clearly this bra was designed to support a lot of weight. Finally, in a little less time it took me to unclasp Ashley's, the bra was open in back.
"Lean back, Mom," ordered Roberto. "Son, pull Mom's bra off." Mom leaned back against the seat, placing her trembling hands on her lap. I could see her lips quivering as I pulled down her right bra strap, then her left. I pulled down on the tops of the two cups, and peeled her bra off.
Mom's two gigantic tits spilled out and hung freely. I studied them from inches away, as the two Mexicans moaned and complimented Mom's tits. If Ashley's teen tits were perfect, Mom's had some flaws by some measure I suppose. I wouldn't say they sagged, just sloped down a little from my side view - but not bad considering her age and the fact that she's had several children. They still stood up pretty good, her nipples pointing out. Some might think her areolas were too large and too dark. I didn't. I enjoyed the size of them, as well as her long fat nipples. In some ways they weren't perfect. Maybe they were BEYOND perfect, as I wanted to touch them more than I did Ashley's.
As he did with Ashley, Roberto ordered Mom to put on a little show for himself and his partner in crime. Mom, now naked from the waist up except for her pearl necklace, was forced to sit up straight and shake her tits back and forth. They shook differently than Ashley's. While my sister's young tits shook rapidly, Mom's wobbled slower. Sometimes as she shook her shoulders or bounced up and down on her seat, her tits were moving in the opposite direction that she was. "Yeah, Yeah!" Cheered Caesar, "Big tits, si!"
"Feel her tits, Son," Roberto ordered. "Make them jiggle for me. Shake them hard." I reached over with my left hand, and cupped Mom's big right tit. Mom lifted her head and moaned as I squeezed her tits. They felt different than Ashley's. They were softer. The flesh squeezed through my fingers more. And seemed heavier as I lifted them. It was such a great feeling to have them in my palms. Her nipples were so long, and so fat. I tugged on them, and diddled them with my index finger.
Both men laughed watching me feel up my mom. "Hey, son, kiss her," said Caesar, puckering his lips to show what he meant.
"Yeah, make out with Mom," seconded Roberto.
I looked at Mom. For the first time since she took off her sweater, she looked at me. Our faces were inches apart. Make out with my own mom? I studied her face for a brief minute. She had some lines around her eyes. Lines were starting to form on her upper lip. Her mascara was running. But she was really pretty. She had very kissable lips, not something I'd really noticed much before. Her perfume seemed to be calling me. As ordered, I slowly moved closer to her, and pressed my lips against hers.
Mom flinched once, but when I persisted, she pressed back. I opened my mouth wide, and made out with her. She was reluctant initially, but soon her lips moved with mine.
"Use your tongue, Son. You too, Mom." I stuck my tongue out, and licked Mom's lips. She tried to close her mouth, but surrendered and parted her lips. I slid my tongue into Mom's mouth and licked around inside of her. Finally, after I poked her tongue with mine a few times, she straightened her tongue and allowed me to circle my tongue around hers. Then she started circling her tongue, and we were into a full-blown French kissing session. While still feeling her tits!
"Let me see your tongues. Open your mouth." I backed up a little, but kept my tongue on Mom's. Our tongues were outside our mouths; sword fighting with each other so our captors could see them.
"Good, Son, now kiss down her neck. Go for her chest." I didn't need to be told twice. I kissed and licked my way down Mom's chin, then neck, over her pearl necklace, then straight down the middle of her chest, until I found her cleavage. I pushed her tits together and stuck my tongue down between her tits, and buried my face into her tits.
After surrounding my face in tit flesh for a bit, my lips worked their way over to Mom's left tit. I latched onto her nipple. It was so much longer and fatter than Ashley's. I tongued it, and even bit it once. I sucked on it like I imagined I did as a baby, like it was giving me nourishment. I wondered if she was having a similar flashback. Mom was panting unevenly, her chest heaving, as I nibbled on her.
"Hey, Brother, your sister's lonely over there. Give her some attention." I looked up from Mom's chest, not sure what he was "ordering" me to do. "Play with her pussy."
I looked at Ashley, who was slumped down in her seat so not to be seen by passing cars, but was still topless, and still had her dress pulled up to her waist. She gave me a frightened look, but didn't stop me from putting my left hand on her right thigh. Without giving her a chance to object, I slid my palm over her pussy mound. Ashley flinched involuntarily once, but on Roberto's orders threw her knee over mine again, spreading her legs wide. I could feel wetness where my palm rubbed her slit. I could see the pinkness glistening. I played with the pussy flesh, ran my fingers through her patch of blonde hair, and slid my index finger along her slit.
"C'mon, Brother, finger fuck her." As ordered, I slid my middle finger inside of my sister's pussy. Ashley emitted a whimper as I slowly worked my way in past the second knuckle. Wow, what a nice feeling! Wet and slippery and warm!
"Do Mom, too," said Caesar. I glanced at Mom, who was also slumped down, topless, and with her skirt up to her waist. I put my right hand on her left knee, and slid it up her smooth thigh. She shuddered as I combed my fingers through her long pubic hairs, whimpered when I squeezed and rubbed her pussy mound, and then emitted an audible squeal when my middle finger began working into her pussy. Her slit, too, was quite lubricated, and only slightly roomier than Ashley's.
We rolled down the highway, my mom and my sister on either side of me, topless and bottomless, as I fingered their pussies, with two Mexican dudes watching us. Both were breathing heavier, and reacting to my thrusting fingers. As I worked a second finger in each, they both opened their legs wider and arched their pelvises.
"Do 'em good, Son. Wiggle your fingers around. Go fast." I did as Roberto told, and rapidly slid my fingers in and out as fast as I could, wiggling them around. I could hear a sloppy "shika shika" sound emitting from both of their pussies. Both of them were thrusting their hips in and out, and wiggling their hips from side to side. The difference was that Ashley, with a wide-eyed fearful expression, opened her legs up wider as she pumped my hand, while Mom turned towards me and closed her fleshy thighs around my hand, her eyes half-closed, her mouth wide open.
"Frig their clits. That button above their slit," pointed Roberto. I wasn't sure where a clit was, but once I found them, both Mom and Ashley let out squeals, and began to shudder. I diddled them as fast as I could, circling the little buttons.
"Ha haaa! They're cumming! Oh, I don't believe it! " Laughed Caesar. He and Roberto both laughed out loud as Mom clamped her thighs hard around my hand. She buried her head into my shoulder. Ashley put her hand on my thigh and clenched it as she shuddered and shook. Were the Mexicans right? Would they really have orgasms from having me forced onto them?
Finally they both started to relax and lay their heads back. Both of them wordlessly pushed my hands from their quivering crotches, like it was too much for them. I took my fingers out from their pussies, and rested them on their thighs.
"Shit, kid, I bet you got a real boner now. I think the ladies should take care of YOU now. Mama, whip Sonny's cock out."
Mom moaned her displeasure, but slowly sat up, and started unsnapping and unzipping my pants. I lifted my butt off the seat as she tugged down my slacks and boxers. My cock sprang out. Roberto was correct; I did have a "real boner". I couldn't help it if I wanted. As Mom pulled my pants and shoes off as ordered, Ashley, as instructed, put her right hand on my cock shaft, which caused an involuntary flinch on my part. I was just a little embarrassed at first, having my cock out in front of my mom, my sister, and two strange men. But somehow it seem sort of erotic being exposed that way. My cock stayed firm, red, and throbbing.
Roberto gave Mom and Ashley instructions on what he wanted done. Soon Ashley was jerking me off, and Mom was cupping my balls and gently massaging them. My hands were temporarily in the way, so I put them around their waists. I found that I could reach around under their arms and feel their tits, so I did.
"Hey, kid, kiss your sister. The way you did Mama. Stick out your tongues." As ordered, I leaned into Ashley's face. Her blue eyes looked at mine for a minute. She was real pretty this close, such smooth skin, and full lips. Her expression was almost one of repulsion, but I didn't' care. She opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue.
We licked each other's tongues for a minute for show, and then got into some real wet slopping French kissing. Our mouths and chins were wet, and our lips smacked, as our tongues met inside of our mouths. I turned to Mom, and we made out some more, too.
"Ladies, kiss each other now," ordered Roberto. Mom and Ashley were forced to lean over, right in front of my face, and French kiss each other. I could hear their lips smacking and watched my mom's and sister's tongues entwine, their eyes closed, their faces moving from side to side.
"Feel each other's tits." Mom and Ashley fondled each other's tits, leaving my cock unattended for a moment. They pressed their chests together and rubbed their breasts back and forth, letting their protruding nipples sword fight.
Since they were sitting up a little, and since the Mexicans insisted that I keep playing with the women, I reached down and grabbed their asses. Ashley had Mom beat hands down on this one. Her ass was flat out perfect, firm and round and smooth. Mom's was definitely bigger and softer, but still round and still fun to squeeze. For some reason I had the urge to run my finger up and down her ass crack. I enjoyed it so much that I did the same to Ashley. She bucked her hips to suggest she was annoyed by it, but when Roberto saw that, he told me, "Yeah, stick your finger up Blondie's ass. She'll love it." I got the idea to go down to Ashley's pussy and get my middle finger lubricated with her juice. Then I slowly worked it in her crack, found her asshole, and took my time working my finger deeper.
I really liked the idea of goosing my older sister with my finger, knowing it was annoying and humiliating her and she couldn't stop me.
"OK, Blondie. Time to give back to your brother. Give him some head." Ashley lowered her head down onto my lap, her long blonde hair tickling my thighs. She reluctantly placed her lips over my dick head, and bobbed down maybe and inch. It felt so good that I thought I could come right then, but Roberto told her to go lower and faster. Mom had to play with my balls some more, but then she too was forced to plant her lips on my cock and suck me. Mom and Ashley took turns sucking my dick, the other licking my shaft and balls, as I reached down and played with their dangling tits. This was heaven!
"OK, Blondie, sit up. Stop, Mama." Both sat up, awaiting further instructions, leaving me with an unfulfilled cock.
"Blondie, sit on Brother's lap." Ashley lifted her butt, and started to sit on me, hard on and all. "No, one leg only. Facing me," instructed Roberto. She threw one leg over me, and lowered her body down on my lap. Due to the low car ceiling, her head was bent down, her hands on either side of me. Clearly my stiff cock was in the way. And now Roberto made it clear that the stiff cock was my sister's objective.
"Open wide and take it, Blondie." Ashley moaned and whimpered, but did as she was told. She reached down and spread her own pussy lips, and guided it down on my cock. Once she got the head in, she slowly lowered herself and slid down my shaft.
Holy fucking Christ! What an awesome feeling! That tight but slippery pussy wrapped around my cock, slowly moving up and down. What perfect friction! I can see why everybody loves fucking so much!
Ashley got somewhat comfortable on my lap, her back to me, her legs spread wide on either side of me, her feet on the floor, her head bent down a little. I grabbed her hips a little, as we got in a rhythm. Then my hands roamed, up to her tits, squeezing both of her wonderful firm bags.
"Ohh, Ohhh!" Moaned Ashley as she used her legs to thrust up and down on my cock. It wasn't as fast as I wanted, so I thrust up fast, and made her try to keep up the pace. She did pretty good. It was fun fucking my sister!
While I fucked Ashley, Roberto had me feel Mom's big tits some more, and make out with her. Mom reached under Ashley, and tickled my balls. She was also made to feel Ashley's tits.
We cruised down the highway as I lost my virginity to my sister with my mom and two men watching. Ashley's eyes were closed, her moans getting louder, her thrusts faster. I was fucking faster, gritting my teeth. Mom was told to diddle Ashley's clit.
"OOHHHHH! UNNNGGG??" Groaned Ashley as she gyrated. I shot a load of sperm up into her pussy as she squealed. I continued thrusting, but as my thrusts slowed, so did Ashley's. She leaned back onto me, crying, and her torso shuddering.
Finally a teary Ashley climbed off of me and collapsed on the seat next to me. I was panting, but my cock was still pretty firm, read and glistening, and lightly pulsating.
"OK, Mamacita. Your job now is to get him ready again." Mom was forced to give me a hand job. She stroked rapidly, her tits jiggling. Then Roberto told her to blow me again. She wrapped her lips over my juicy cock, and sucked me hard, no doubt tasting her son's sperm and her daughter's juices.
"Hey, Mama, give him a tittie fuck. Wrap those big jugs around his cock. That would get me stiff." I was already stiff, but when Mom got down on the floor and dangled her tits over my cock like she'd had experience at this, I was ready for it. Mom pressed her tits together over my cock, like a hot dog in a warm smooth bun, and rubbed her chest up and down on it. It didn't necessarily feel better than her cock sucking, but the sight and idea of any woman, much less my mom, shaking her giant tits around my cock, was extremely arousing.
"Right Mama, he's ready for you. Get on, now." Per Roberto's orders, Mom straddled me, but this time she was facing me. She too had to lower her head so she would hit the car ceiling. She hunched over my shoulders, her long legs spread wide around my body. She lowered her pussy down on my cock. First I felt her forest of pubic air touching my head, and I wondered it I would ever find her slit through all of that jungle. But soon enough as she slid down on me, I felt the same warm lubricated friction as I had with Ashley. OK, Mom was just a bit looser. But she knew how to fuck, and tightened her cunt muscles around my shaft as she bounced up and down.
Mom's hips thrust in and out at me, and I grabbed her big ass cheeks while they bucked me. Her big tits were pushed into my face, so I reached out and grabbed a tit with my mouth. I put my hands on them, too, and squeezed them as I thrust my cock as hard as I could up into my mother's birth canal.
I got a glimpse through the rear-view mirror of Mom's ass thrusting in and out of me. So I was aware of how slutty and sexy Mom looked from The Mexican's point-of-view.
"UNNNGGGG! HUNNNNNNGGGGGG!" Mom grunted hoarsely, in a very unladylike fashion, belting out sounds I've never heard her make before. Ashley was forced into action again, feeling Mom's tits, kissing her, and finally, working a finger into Mom's asshole.
"URRRGH! AHHHH!" She thrust rapidly into me, moving her hips from side to side for better friction on my cock. She looked very slutty. Her brown hair shook in my face, her tits swung around wildly. Her Mexican captors cheered her on.
"UNNNNGGGG! GUCCCKKKKK!" She gurgled as I shot my wad in her. She gyrated her hips wildly. I had to hang onto her hips to keep her from bucking off of me. Her face was contorted and sweaty, her makeup running down her eyes. "OHHHHHH!"
PART TWO
I wasn't really conscious of it, but as I was fucking my mom, Roberto was giving Caesar some driving directions. As my sobbing Mom fell off of my lap, I noticed that we were on some narrow county road, surrounded by cornfields. Caesar slowed, and pulled into what was some sort of tractor lane right in the middle of a cornfield. Not a road at all, just a private dirt path wide enough for a tractor to go down, a few feet wider than the car. The car stopped about a quarter-mile into the middle of a cornfield. There almost certainly weren't any people within shouting distance.
The two Mexicans got out of the car. Caesar walked around the front, to the passenger side. Roberto walked around to the driver's side. Almost simultaneously, they opened the two rear doors. The hulking Roberto grabbed Ashley by her arm, and pulled her out of the car. The older skinnier Caesar grabbed Mom by the arm, and forcefully pulled her out of the car.
Ashley was like a rag doll in the big Mexican's grip. She screamed as he wrapped his arms around her. Her skirt hem fell and covered her legs, but she was topless, and Roberto wasted no time kissing her and roughly feeling her tits, his black hair contrasting with her blonde hair.
Mom might possibly have outweighed the skinny older Caesar, but he appeared to be a tough dude, and was able to control Mom. Mom's skirt also covered her bottom and legs, but she was still topless, her big jugs bobbling around as she fought her captor, her shoulder-length brown hair flailing wildly as he tried to kiss her. She broke away and actually tried to flee, her tits flying all over as she ran. But the wiry old Mexican grabbed her within six feet. He wrapped her up from behind, and roughly squeezed both of her tits. I could see her white tit flesh squeezing out between his darker fingers. He jiggled and mauled her two large jugs from behind as Mom screamed.
Ashley had been pushed up against the now-closed back door, her naked back pinned against the window, which was open just a crack. Roberto's face was buried in her tits, as Ashley screamed, threw her head around, and flailed her arms helplessly. From my angle I could just barely see the Mexican's lips wrapped around my sister's left nipple.
Caesar dragged Mom back over to the car. He kicked the back door shut, and threw her up against it, her face pinned against the window. He continued kneading her big tits, which were now only about two feet away from me on the other side of the window. That window was also open just a crack, enough that I could hear Mom's whimpers and sobs, and the shuffling of feet in the dirt. Caesar yanked her skirt down off of her with one quick jerk, and Mom was naked except for her pearl necklace and earrings. He pushed her torso against the window. Inches from me, her tits were mashed against the glass, her nipples, areolas and much of her pale tits flattened. Caesar quickly dropped his pants, exposing a long dark dick surrounded with black pubic hair. He took quick aim at Mom's pussy from behind, and rammed it in hard. Mom screamed. I could hear the slapping of flesh-on-flesh as he thrust rapidly into her.



Ashley's dress was yanked off her body, and I got a good look of her great ass. It was pale and round and firm and perfect, yet her flesh still jiggled as she struggled. Roberto lifted her up and slammed her against the glass again. He lifted her left knee up a bit, pulled out a long fat cock, and thrust it into Ashley's pussy. Ashley screamed and moaned. Roberto had a gritty smile on his face as he repeatedly thrust into her pussy. I could hear his flesh slapping into hers, as he reached up and played with her tits.
The car was shaking as my mom and sister were being raped against it. They were screaming and the men were laughing and grunting, but the sound was muffled by acres of corn. I decided that it would be futile for me to try to defend anybody, as Dad was still out cold, and the Mexicans still had weapons. Besides, I was really enjoying watching Mom and Ashley being naked and abused by these dirty guys.
Caesar had pulled Mom's hips away from the car. Her hands were against the car supporting her, as she leaned over. Her tits were dangling nearly straight down and jiggling all over. I could see her ass flesh ripple as the little older Mexican humped her doggie style. He moved his hands down her sides, and grabbed her hanging tits. Mom's head was hanging down, her brown hair covering her face. Then she lifted her head up, and looked into my eyes, only two feet away through the window. She had a helpless, pleading look on her face. But I just sat there, still naked and with a hard on, watching her naked body get raped. Eventually she hung her head down again and just took it.
Ashley's side of the car got noisier. Roberto had both of her feet off the ground and her knees up, and he was thrusting feverishly. Ashley was wailing and hollering while her ass got slammed into the car. In a crescendo of noise, both of their bodies gyrated wildly, until their thrusts diminished in speed and intensity. It seemed like BOTH of them had loud orgasms.
On my right, Mom was pleading, "No, no PLEASE!" Caesar had withdrawn his cock from her pussy, and was mashing it into her ass crack. With some work, he was able to slide into her asshole and butt fuck her as she wailed louder, openly sobbing. He reached around her and played with her pussy and her clit. In a matter of seconds, it seemed, Mom was gyrating all over, her tits and hair flying, her knees buckling, until Caesar stopped thrusting and let go of her. Mom fell onto her knees in the dirt.
Mom and Ashley each lay doubled over as their Mexican captors spoke to each other over the roof of the car. Then the women were dragged up to the front of the car. The Mexicans traded toys - the older Caesar took Ashley, and the large Roberto took Mom. Ashley was forced to her knees, and was made to suck Caesar's dirty cock as he leaned against the car. Mom also was forced down onto her knees and made to perform oral sex, her head bobbing back and forth on the glistening cock. It occurred to me that Caesar was much older than Ashley, probably as old or older than my dad. And Roberto, though significantly older than me, looked much younger than Mom.
Mom was then lifted up and thrown onto her back on the hood. Roberto climbed up on top of her, and straddled her chest with his big body. He laid his cock between her two big white tits, pushed them together, and rapidly tit-fucked her. Both men laughed and joked in Spanish.
Ashley was thrown onto the car hood on her back. Her legs were splayed wide, hanging off of the driver's side of the hood. Caesar stood between her legs, and thrust his cock into her open pussy. She wailed as she was taken by her third man of the day. Caesar held her shoulders back down on the hood as her head thrashed about, her long blonde hair getting messed. He reached down and played with her tits, which I noticed were sitting up high on her chest. I could see her thigh flesh jiggle each time she got slammed into.
Roberto climbed off of Mom's chest. He grabbed her ankles and slid her down, until her torso was on the edge of the car on the passenger side. He stood between her legs, and raised her feet up high, over his head. He thrust his cock into her, pulling her snug against him. Mom's legs were still up over his shoulders, pushed back over her body, as she was fucked on the hood. Her tits danced wildly on her chest. I noticed that they didn't stick up as high as Ashley's, sloping to the sides just a little. But most of them were piled up high on her chest, and wobbling all over.
Both women were loudly moaning and wailing again as the car was jostled. They were close enough together, although upside down from each other, that their respective attackers could reach over and play with the other's tits. One moment Mom, while getting fucked by Roberto, was having her two tits felt by Roberto AND Caesar. And the next moment, Ashley had her tits felt by the two men while Caesar raped her pussy. It seemed like an hour that they were fucked and felt up. But slowly they worked up to a loud crescendo. Within seconds of each other, it seemed, they both spasmed and screamed in apparent climaxes, before the laughing Mexicans pulled their dripping cocks out of their used pussies.
PART THREE - CONCLUSION
"Bye, Mom," I heard Ashley say from the foyer by our house's front door.
"Hey, where ya goin?" I asked my sister.
"Out with Ben," she replied.
"But Dad's out of town. I want you here tonight."
"But I already told Ben I'd go to a movie with him! MOM?"
Mom stood in the kitchen entranceway. She just looked at us, and shrugged.
"Alright," I said. "But you be home by nine."
"Oh OK!" She barked.
"Watch the attitude. And tonight I want you to do a strip dance, sorta like Mom did last week."
Ashley sighed. "What do you want me to wear?"
"Anything sexy. You know what I like."
After Ashley exited the house, I looked at Mom. "Nine O'clock, your bedroom."
"Alright," she quietly acknowledged, her eyes looking down.
She knew she didn't have a choice. After the two Mexicans were done raping my mom and sister, they drug Dad and me out of the car, and sped off with our car and our cash. Mom's button sweater fell out of the car along with Dad, so Mom quickly retrieved her skirt and sweater, and Ashley self-consciously turned her back to me as she picked her dress off the ground and put it back on. Caesar and Roberto didn't take my cell phone, but I had no bars. So I ran out to the road and waited for a car to flag down for help.
I got back to the family in the cornfield to hear the end of an ongoing argument. Dad was beginning to come around, but wasn't coherent. Once Mom and Ashley had gained some composure and put on some clothes, both were adamant that they wanted to forget the whole incident. I told them that we couldn't, since we had to report our car stolen and get Dad to a hospital. But Ashley was vehement that no one could know that she had sex with her bother, even if it was at gunpoint. She would never be able to live it down at school or anywhere else. Mom was in quick and total agreement. She didn't want to become famous as the woman who was forced to have sex with her son. They didn't want to relive the event in court, or tell the police. I really didn't want to lie about it and argued against it, but secretly I didn't want to be famous for fucking my mom and sister either.
So the decision was made to tell the police about the carjacking and Dad getting clonked on the head, but nothing at all about any of the sexual assaults. When the cops finally arrived and questioned us, they were given real vague descriptions of the two Mexicans, since we really didn't want them caught to possibly spill the beans. The police were not told about any of the sex. If they wondered why Mom and Ashley wore no bras, they didn't mention it.
And as it turned out, Dad was not told either. Other than a concussion and a nasty headache, he had no lingering effects from his beating. But he couldn't remember anything at all from that day, even being at the gas station beforehand. So Mom hid the truth from him about his wife and his daughter having sex with his son.
Outwardly life returned to normal. But during that time that the women were being raped outside the car, I had found my cell phone, and snapped pictures and videos of Mom and Ashley naked and getting fucked by Mexicans. I hid them my secret online repository, and only showed them to Mom and Ashley. They begged me not to show them to anyone else, and basically promised anything if I would suppress them.
It didn't become sexual blackmail right away. But as long as I had my story and my photos hanging over Mom and Ashley, I made a point of getting away with more and more abuses. It started with little comments to Ashley about her body and how she reacted when I felt her and fucked her. Then little squeezes of her butt in her jeans. Approaching Mom in the kitchen when Dad wasn't around and giving her a quick goose. Then squeezes of her tits over her blouse.
One night Mom got drunk when Dad wasn't home, and made a confession that she regretted the next day when I reminded her of it; she told me that as hard as she tried to tell herself that she was the victim and wasn't at fault, the thing that shamed and haunted her the most was remembering the intense physical pleasure her body took during her multiple orgasms. So I used that guilt against her.
Soon I was surprising Mom in the shower by slipping in and soaping up her naked body, and boldly walking into Ashley's bedroom for a quick reach into her nightgown to grope her tit - the same nightgown she once called me a "perv" just for looking down into. The more they perpetuated the lies, and the more perversions they let me get away with behind Dad's and everybody else's back, the deeper indebted they were to me. Any humiliation they suffered behind closed doors, they believed, was better than the public humiliation they would face if word got out.
And that is the story of how I made my mom and my sister my personal sex slaves.
At quarter 'till nine, I walked into Mom's bedroom. I chose her bedroom mostly because of the queen-sized bed, but also because I liked defiling hers and Dad's bedroom. Mom was finishing her makeup, applying lipstick for me. She was wearing the outfit that I had requested: A black bra with lacy half-cups, with her tits pushed together and her pale cleavage spilling out the top like a couple of white beluga whales; black silk bikini panties with lace along the leg holes and waistband, opaque and lacy at the crotch - frankly her tummy was too rounded to be wearing those skimpy things, causing the waistband to dip a little, but there was something inappropriate about them that made them sexier; black hose and garters that showed off her long legs and sexy calves but left her fleshy white upper thighs exposed; open-toed high heel shoes with black straps up her ankles. She looked real sexy and slutty.
I didn't buy Mom the outfit. I made her buy it herself at the mall. I didn't have the money for such things. Plus, although I didn't have any major Freudian resentments with either my mom or my dad that I was aware of other the usual arguments, I found that I took a perverted pleasure by cuckolding Dad by making his wife buy sexy things for me with his own money.
"Ashley will be here in a few minutes," I said. "Lets start with a little make-out session." I approached her where stood by her vanity mirror, and wrapped my arms around her body, feeling her naked waist and back in my hands. I kissed her and she kissed me back. We slid our tongues into each other's mouths. Her perfume smelled nice. She looked great.
I took it slow. I used to be all grabby and stuff, and still am sometimes just to piss off Ashley. But right now I was pacing myself until Ashley joined in. I ran my hands down over Mom's silk-covered ass. I massaged it a little before taking a couple of squeezes. Mostly I just sort of pinned Mom against her dresser and made out with her. Eventually I just had to reach up and squeeze her tits, pushing them out of their cups a little. I petted her bare cleavage, but left the globes on their shelves in their half-cups.
Ashley returned home right on time. I liked the thought that I made her leave her boyfriend to come home and have sex with me. I heard her go to her bedroom to change. She promptly appeared in Mom's bedroom. She was wearing a tight yellow top with spaghetti straps. I could see tangerine-colored bra straps under it. Her pleated white micro-miniskirt showed off nearly all of her long smooth bare thighs. Her heels were white with straps wrapped around her ankles, similar to Mom's black ones.
"Ooh, Nice outfit," I moaned. Ashley was beyond blushing, but the comment did make her look self-conscious. "I'm kinda tired tonight, so I won't go too late. Wait, I'll get some music." Damn, I nearly forgot music. I rushed to my bedroom and grabbed my boom box. The medium-tempo pop song I chose wasn't something I normally listen to, but it fit the mood I wanted to set. When the music started playing, I stepped back and put my left arm around Mom's bare waist. Ashley began to slowly sway her hips.
I only had to caution Ashley once about stripping too fast. After that, she got in a sensual rhythm. The swayed her hips back and forth while moving her shoulders up and down, her hands rubbing her hips and thighs. I'll bet she's practiced this type of thing in the mirror before, when nobody was around. She lifted the hem of her shirt a little to show her midriff and belly button, moving the fabric back and forth. She had all the moves, but the facial expressions betrayed the humiliation she was feeling.
Slowly she lowered the blouse straps one by one, as the top of her bra came into view. She crossed her arms, grabbed the blouse, and pulled it up and through her long blonde hair, gently dropping the garment to the side.
Her bra pushed her tits up just a little, and they were dancing in and out of the cups. Ashley cupped her tits and pushed her them up a little, and even thought to lean forward to show me some cleavage. Her hands slid to her skirt. She lifted the hem up in a teasing way; just enough to reveal that she was wearing red panties under it. Then she turned around and shook her ass at me. She teasingly lifted the skirt in back, and I realized that the panties were thongs! Good choice! She exposed the bottom halves of her perfect bare buns, and as she bent over slightly my eyes focused on her red panty-covered crotch between her legs.
Ashley faced Mom and me again, hooking her thumbs into her skirt waistband. She thrust her hips in and out a few times, before tugging down slightly, bringing her skirt down below her panty waistline. She alternated pulling down one side of her skirt and then the other, until the little garment slid down her panties and her thighs. Upon stepping out of her skirt, she thrust her panty-covered crotch at me some more.
Wearing only her thong, bra, and shoes, my big sis turned around, and jiggled her bare butt cheeks at me. They were pale, with tan lines separating her cheeks from her thighs. The two half-moons, as firm as they were, jiggled as she shook her ass back and forth, slowly at first, but then rapidly. She put her hands on her knees and booty popped her white ass.
While watching my sister stripping, I kept my left arm around Mom, who was standing next to me. Seeing Ashley's ass made me want to feel an ass, so I reached down and slid my hand into the back of Mom's panties, and squeezed her right cheek. It was way bigger than Ashley's, but it would do for a moment.
Ashley, with her back to us, lowered her bra straps. She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, with a little difficulty. She danced with her hands holding up her cups, her bare back exposed. She turned to face us again, still holding the bra in front of her. Slowly she grasped the cups and pulled down on her bra. Her firm B-cup tits fell out and jiggled freely. The firm babies danced rapidly. Her nipples quickly became hard and pointed out at me. Ashley cupped her own two breasts and lifted them, holding them out for me. She leaned over and let them hang down. She wiggled her shoulders back and forth to shake them more.
I hadn't realized that my sister knew how to act so much like a slut. And she called me a "perv!"
I stood behind Mom now, letting my hard on goose her. I reached around her and played with her exposed cleavage as I watched Ashley's tits. Eventually I reached into Mom's bra and tweaked her hard nipples inside the cups.
Ashley hooked her thumbs inside her thong waistband on each side, by her hips. She pulled one side down, then the other, teasing me by showing a little more frontal flesh each time, the top of her pubic mound barely visible, stretching the waistband out. Finally she pulled the tiny garment down, arched her back and leaned forward, and slid the thongs down her legs, past her knees. She had to lift her feet while dancing the take them off, and she nearly tripped and fell.
But she got back into character as she thrust her bare pussy at me. From this proximity in good light, I could see through her wisp of dishwater blonde pubic hair to her pussy mound.
"Yeah! Go Blondie!" I yelled. She hated it when I called her that now, and gave me one irritated glance before getting back to thrusting her hips.
While watching Ashley dance completely naked except for her white shoes and a gold necklace, I rubbed my fingers over Mom's silk-covered pussy mound, then I slid my fingers into the front of her panties. I ran my fingers through her thick patch of pubic hair, cupped her mound for a moment, and then found her slit with my middle finger through all the hair. Mom was wet.
A new song came on the blaster, this one a little bit faster. "Mom, you may as well dance a little while you undress. Just the bra and panties." I said. "Ashley, you keep dancing, too.
Obediently, Mom stepped forward, and turned to face me. She was more of an old-fashioned bump-and-grind dancer, due to my influences. She put her hands up in the air over her head, and thrust her chest in and out, causing her cleavage to shake and hang out of her cups. Her legs were spread wide, her knees bent slightly, as she thrust her hips in and out at me, not looking directly at me. She shook her shoulder-length brown hair.
I took my cock out of my pants, and stroked it while watching Mom and Ashley.
Mom lowered her bra straps, reached behind and unclasped the black garment, and slowly let it drop. Her mammoth jugs fell out, and danced all over. Mom swung them around for me, leaned over and dangled them down, and squeezed them. She did something she knows I love - she lifted her tits up, lowered her head, and licked each of her own nipples.
"Yeah, Mamacita!" I laughed.
Mom turned and shook her ass at me for a bit. I was a big ass, not perfect, but it wasn't so bad for a mature woman, and I loved the way her flesh rippled and shook as she booty popped. Mom hooked her thumbs in the sides of her waistband, and slowly slid off the silk panties. After some more bare booty popping and a few rapid shakes, Mom turned around to show me that wide thick triangle of even brown pussy hair, sticking way out from her body. She was naked except for her garter, hose, and shoes.
I made my mom and sister dance naked for a moment more as I pointed my hard cock at them. I reached over to the blaster, and forwarded to a ballad. "Dance with each other. Real close and sexy."
Mom and Ashley turned and awkwardly put their arms around each other. They slow-danced, basically hugging and moving their feet up and down.
"Now kiss." Ashley and Mom looked at each other briefly, then turned their heads, closed their eyes and slowly kissed. I could see their tongues sticking out and licking together. Mom reached her hands up and timidly cupped Ashley's tits. Ashley did the same, unsure at first if she should. They massaged each other breasts. Knowing I liked it when their tits touched, Mom lifted both of her big tits up with her hands, and pressed them against Ashley's. She circled her darker-colored nipples around Ashley's pink nipples, then mashed their tits together, and rubbed their chests back and forth. Ashley emitted a gasp.



Then I approached them both and grabbed their hands. I leaned against the dresser, and pulled them close to me, Mom on my left, and Ashley on my right.
Both ladies were tall, with Mom just an inch or so taller now. I pulled them by their waists, until each of them straddled one of my thighs. "Hump me like a dog. Slowly though." Mom and Ashley, pretty much standing straight up, thrust their pelvises forward, and wrapped their thighs around mine, until their pussies were rubbing my front upper thighs. I grabbed their bare butts and pulled them in and out, as each slowly rubbed their pussies up and down on my thighs and hips. Both girls were panting in my ear - from their dance workouts I thought at first, but as their juices moistened my leg, it became clear that they were taking physical pleasure from the rubbing.
I ordered Mom and Ashley to stroke my cock and massaged my balls. I could never get enough of massaging Ashley's perfect firm teen ass, but I also took pleasure squeezing my own mom's heavy butt cheeks. The two pairs of butts were so different, yet I enjoyed both.
Same with their tits, which I now reached up and fondled; Mom's right tit with my left hand, and Ashley's left tit with my right hand. Mom's was significantly bigger and heavier, and softer. And her nipples were longer and harder. But Ashley's were both firm and big enough on their own merit, and stood up so high that the seemed to defy gravity.
While the girls humped my legs and I felt their tits and asses, I made out with them, taking turns. I extracted some lubrication from my thighs, and poked my index fingers in each of their asses. They seemed to both love this and hate it. They both groaned when I first touched them there but went, "Whoo," when I entered them.
Ashley only had a whisp of pubic hair between my leg and her pussy, so I could feel her mound rubbing me more. With Mom, it was a next of hair that was rubbing me, as far as I could tell. "Mom, I want your pussy. I want to lick you. Lay down on the bed." As instructed, my mom laid on her back on the edge of her bed, with her feet dangling off. I knelt between her legs, and burrowed my head between her smooth thighs. I used my nose and my tongue to burrow through her forest of hair to find her pink labia.
Looking up for a moment, I said, "Oh Ashley, remember when you snapped at me when I asked you to come home tonight? For that, you can give me a rim job."
That got the sigh I was looking for, but no other objection from my big sister. She simply knelt behind me, and burrowed her face into my ass, licking my asshole. I didn't really enjoy this all that much, except it's great to show my big sis who's the boss now and then.
Meanwhile, I was back licking my Mom's salty pussy. Up and down, back and forth. "Huhh, Ohhh," she moaned. I licked deeper and faster, rubbing my nose over her clit. I went up and licked he clitty just for a moment, when she clamped her thighs around my ears, bucked all over the bed, and moaned loudly, "OHHHHHH AAHHHHH?" Damn, I hadn't intended to get her to cum so quickly. I was going to save it for a bit. Oh well.
I climbed onto Mom and Dad's bed, and lay on my back. "Hey Big Sis, come over here and sit on my face." Ashley obediently climbed onto the bed, and straddled my chest. With her legs spread wide, she scooted up to my face, and lowered her little blonde beaver onto my mouth. She wiggled her butt to get into position, and I licked her musky pussy.
As I ate my sister, I reached up and felt her tits. She was already whimpering. "Uhh, Uh, Huh?" Her firm smooth thighs felt great wrapped around my head.
Mom had recovered enough that I had her straddle me and lower her pussy down on top of my cock. Damn, that just felt so great when my mom slid down my pole! She leaned forward into Ashley a little. Mom had to hold onto Ashley's hips while using her ankles to thrust up and down on my cock.
I reached around Ashley and grabbed one of Mom's tits. With one of Mom's and one of Ashley's tits in between my fingers, I thrust up to meet Mom's thrusting pussy, and licked Ashley's pussy rapidly. I took Mom's hand and placed it on Ashley's free tit. Mom took the hint and felt her daughter up, tugging at her nipple. Mom kissed Ashley's neck, and my sister responded by turning her head and French kissing mom.
The bed creaked as the three of us humped and thrust and wiggled around. Mom and Ashley together was a chorus of "Uuugh!"s and "OOOUWOOO!"s. Ashley was wiggling her bottom all over my face, clamping her thighs around me, spinning her hips and shoulders above me. Mom's thighs were slapping against me, and she too started to twist and turn. She started to make those real guttural noises that she does when she's really out of control. "HUNNNGGG! URRRRRRGGGH!"
Ashley's moans were higher pitched. "OWUUUU!" AAHHH!"
"HUNNGGGGHH!" RARRGGH!"
"Wweeeehhhhh! EEEEHHH!"
"RRGGGH!"
Just as I shot my jism up into Mom's pussy, the two girls thrashed through a couple of whopper orgasms. Finally they fell off of me, resting and panting on either side of me on Mom and Dad's bed.
After taking a few moments to rest, I stroked Mom and Ashley's hair, and said, "Oh, that was real good! Hot! You two are the best!" With that, I climbed off the bed, gathered my clothes and the boom box, and headed back to my room.
While dressing, my cell phone rang. It was a friend of mine. "Hey, what's up?" I greeted. "Me? Nothing much. I just stayed home tonight and spent some time with my family."
THE END
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CHAPTER ONE
Hurry up and wait. That's what airline traveling is these days. I only travel when I really need to. Looking around at all of these other people in the airport security lines this morning, many of these people look to be business travelers that do this quite often. We don't.
My wife Holly and I were flying on my company's account. I won a sales award for last month, and they wanted me to fly to the home office to receive the award, and they invited Holly along for a photo op. We were simply flying in, shaking some hands and having our picture taken, and flying back home the same day. With a same-day round trip, and both locations predicting hot and dry weather, we didn't bring any luggage at all, and no extra carryon luggage to haul around. Holly had her purse, and that's it. I didn't even bring a briefcase.
There weren't a lot of nonstop flights available, and we were lucky to get last-minute tickets on our 9:20 AM flight, so we made sure we got to the airport with plenty of time to spare. The lines at the security checkpoint were backed up more than I had anticipated, but we were still in good shape time-wise. I had time to watch the activity at the security checkpoint. Twice I heard the alarm go off, and I watched two men get pulled aside briefly while a security guard ran a wand over their bodies, before they were allowed to continue. As we finally got to the checkpoint, I put my shoes into a gray bin, along with my wallet, cell phone, keys, and pocket change. Behind me, I watched Holley remove her shoes and put them into the same gray bin, along with her purse.
I didn't anticipate any problem getting either one of us through security. We didn't look like terrorists, did we? We're both thirty years old, white, American citizens, no accents, well-spoken college grads, white collar people.
We're both attractive. I'm attractive, kind of. I was dressed in navy dress slacks, black shoes, and a white shirt. Comfortable, but appropriate for a quick photo.
Holly is attractive. Not a supermodel. To be truthful, she wasn't a supermodel even before she had the baby. She put on a couple of extra pounds, but she's not unattractive for a woman her age. She looks as wholesome as Mom's apple pie, like the small town midwestern mom that she is. Long straight dark-brown hair parted at the side, with cascading bangs. Large brown eyes. Full lips. Smooth skin. Five foot six inches tall, and a decent figure. Again, not a Vegas showgirl, but better than average legs, and a pretty respectable butt. I admit that it was her breasts that first really attracted me to her in college. Back then; they were nice larger B cups, firm and natural. That's pretty big. In porn stories you hear about D and DD busts, but in reality a B cup is pretty large on a young woman, a good handful. And since the baby, she's gone up to a C cup. Holly was dressed in a pink button collared blouse that was tapered to be tight around her waist, and navy skirt. Her smooth seamless pink bra was visible through her blouse, and she wore pantyhose under her skirt. Nothing that would attract a security guard's attention, right?
Right behind Holly stood a couple of guys that looked Arabic or Muslim or something. I saw them hanging back earlier, talking quietly to each other, and then they got in line behind us. If anybody was going to attract security's attention, it was they. Looking around the lines again, there were two pilots in the next line, and otherwise it was mostly male businessmen of various ages. Yep, I'd watch the Arabs guys.
But as soon as I walked through the metal detector and waited to retrieve my gray bin, I heard the alarm go off behind me. Holly had set it off. Her jewelry, perhaps?
A dumpy-looking guy appeared from my right with the electronic wand. "Step over here, please," he said to Holly. My wife obeyed, and stepped out of the line, to my right. I retrieved her purse and shoes from the bin, and stepped to the side, too. "Raise your arms up to your sides," he ordered. As Holly lifted her arms to her sides, making a cross, a large black security guard approached and watched along side of me.
The dumpy guard ran the wand up and down both of Holly's sides, from her knees to her armpits. Then he ran it behind her, starting at her knees and moving it up, close to her body. In fact, he bumped her butt with it, causing Holly to flinch. I looked around, and noticed a number of the passengers in line watching my wife get wanded.
The guard moved the wand to the front of Holly and moved it up, rubbing it against her belly, just above her crotch. Then he ran it up over her chest, near her breasts. The wand made a noise. He moved it around her chest, between her breasts, and under them.
"Are you wearing an underwire bra, maam?" The dumpy guard asked loud enough that anybody within ten feet could have heard.
"Oh... I suppose... um, yes I think," stammered an embarrassed Holley. She looked at me. The dumpy guard looked at the black guard.
I knew just enough about Holley's lingerie that she usually wore lightweight bras with little or no padding, and that there was some kind of wire curved under each cup to give some support. I was hoping that this explanation was enough for the guards, and that they would let us go. As I said, there was nothing unusual about Holly, nothing to attract these men's attention. Except...her breasts? Her tapered blouse did make her breasts stand out, and as I looked at her again, the blouse was really see-through. Would these guards really abuse their position and pick out a busty young woman just for a cheap sexual thrill?
The dumpy guard circled the wand around Holly's breasts some more, clearly making contact with her blouse. He ran it over the tops, the sides, and underneath. Now, I could see her nipples protruding though the fabric of her bra and blouse. She looked at me. There was nothing I could say.
The dumpy guard put the wand down. I caught the little smirk that he gave the black guard. The dumpy guard ran his hands up and down my wife's sides. Then he ran them along the sides of her breasts under her still-upheld arms, over her bra at the sides. Holly gasped.
I said nothing. I was thinking I should, but I didn't want to delay things further. I looked around. There were many passengers, both the ones that had just gone through security and were still gathering their belongings or waiting for others, as well as those that hadn't gone through the metal detector yet. Many were watching my wife getting felt up by a stranger. I could feel my face getting red, out of embarrassment and anger.
The dumpy guard moved both hands to Holly's front, just under her bra. He felt along the bottom of her bra cups, the back of his hands lifting her breasts. He started to turn his hands over and grab the bottom of her bra.
"Um..." I said.
Both guards looked at me, with an irritated expression.
"Is there a female guard that can do that?"
"She's on break," replied the black guard. The dumpy guard dropped his hands to Holly's waist. He rubbed his fingers along the outside of the waistband of her skirt. He ran his hands around to her lower back, and felt along her waist, his fingers grazing the top of her butt.
I stepped forward a foot to talk to the dumpy guard. "Hey..."
The black guard stepped in between us, and put his palm up to my chest. "Don't interfere."
I stepped back for a moment, as the dumpy guard slipped his hand inside of Holly's waistband, and rubbed her stomach. He then slid his hands behind her again, and pulled out her waistband, far enough for me to see the top of Holly's lavender panties.
"C'mon..." I protested.
"That's it, take her in," said the black guard to the dumpy guard. I again saw the dumpy guard smirk at the black guy. He looked at me, and then smiled at Holley.
"Take her where?" I asked.
"To be strip searched," he replied loudly.
The dumpy guard grabbed Holly by the arm. Holly opened her mouth wide, but no words came out. When the dumpy guard pulled her arm, she got dragged along.
I stood in shock for about five seconds, as the guard grabbed Holly's purse from the bin, handed her her shoes. Then as I watched the two guards walk away with my wife in arm, I caught up to them, and asked, "Who's going to do the search?"
The black guard replied, "You're in luck, here's Esther, back from her break." A large broad-shouldered middle-aged blonde woman in uniform approached, and walked along with the others. She seemed to know that her job would be to search Holly.
I prepared for a long walk into the subterranean part of the concourse. Instead, we only walked a few feet, down the main concourse area. There were some temporary partitions up around an indentation in the hallway. The partitions stood six feet high, and left a gap of nearly two feet at the bottom. Between two of the partitions was an entranceway, with a curtain hanging on a rod over it.
Esther led Holly through the entrance. Holly gave me one frightened look before Ester slid the curtain closed. Esther had left a gap in the curtain about three inches wide, and I could see into the room. There was a table against a column near where I stood in the aisle, and the male two guards stood around it, and emptied Holly's purse. They were both facing the curtain. I couldn't hear what Esther was telling Holly, but I could see Holly unbuttoning her blouse.
As my wife removed her pink blouse and handed it to Ester, I looked at the two guards next to me, who were obviously watching Holly disrobe, too. I considered telling the guards to close the curtain tighter, but I figured it would just give them an excuse to get closer to the door and watch Holly close-up.
Holly reached behind herself, unzipped her skirt, and wiggled it off of her hips. She stepped out of it, and handed it to Esther. I couldn't see too much through the small gap, but I could tell that Holly was standing in her pink bra, lavender panties, and pantyhose.
I looked back, and watched people walking down the hallway in both directions. Some were slowing down and looking at the curtain as they walked. They may not have been able to see much through the curtain gap, but at the partition bottom they could certainly see my wife standing shoeless in her pantyhose.
Holly wiggled out of her pantyhose, and bent over to step out of them. She nearly lost her balance, but eventually got them off of her feet and tossed them over to Ester.
I looked back at the two leering guards. They were too busy watching my wife strip to notice that I was looking at them. I saw the dumpy guard whisper to the black guard, "Tape's rolling," and nod his head up toward the ceiling. I looked above the partition, and saw what looked like a security camera attached to the ceiling.
"Are you videotaping this?" I asked them.
The guards looked at me and then replied. "No."
"Didn't you just say something about video?"
"No, I didn't."
"That looks like a camera up there."
"Uh, yeah, but it's not plugged in to anything."
That was a far as I could think to take that inquiry. Holly was pulling her bra straps off of her shoulders. Just as I couldn't believe I had just watched a couple of strangers publicly feel up my wife and couldn't do anything about it, I couldn't believe I was just standing there while the same men, and a woman, were watching her undress. I was angry, and embarrassed for myself as well as my wife. But I also noticed that there was a stirring in my groin, a tingling that gave away some involuntary arousal at watching others watch my wife strip.
Holly lowered her bra cups, swung her bra around until the back clasp was in the front, and unhooked it. It was a move I'd seen countless times, but never when others were watching. She handed Ester her bra. The room had plenty of light in it, and I could tell that Holly's breasts were bobbling naked, with little flashes of her white flesh, and her sizable dark areolas.
The guards were no longer rummaging through Holly's purse belongings. I looked back, and the two airline pilots that had been in the security line had stopped, and stood next to the guards. The older-looking of the two pilots whispered something to the dumpy guard, but all of them kept looking at the gap in the door. The younger pilot picked up Holly's plane ticket from the table, and read it.
Holly slid her panties down her hips. As she bent over to step out of them, I got a glimpse of her breasts hanging down and dangling. As she stood back up, I caught a look of her dark pubic mound. Holly had thick dark-brown pubic hair. For special occasions she trimmed it back severely, but never shaved it since I'd known her. Currently it was a pretty hairy triangle of pubes. It was shaved away from her thighs a bit. But it was still an impressive patch of dark-colored pubes, contrasting with the pale flesh surrounding it. Naturally she had no idea that she would be presenting it to anybody else this day, or maybe she would have trimmed it more.
Several other men had stopped, and a few more slowed to a crawl by the spectacle of the group standing around the curtain. Inside, Holly was turning her back to Esther, giving a glimpse of her bare ass cheeks. She bent at the waist, involuntarily mooning the group of men on the other side of the curtain.
I couldn't believe it. I had a semi-erect dick! It was hanging down my pants leg, and threatening to stand straight out. I was briefly afraid that someone else would notice, but nobody was looking at me. I kept looking at the other men, wondering if they could see as much or more as I was of my nude wife. I was also still wondering about the camera. Was this being videotaped, and if it were, who would later be seeing it, or getting copies of it?
Holly was now facing Esther again, and squatting. I could actually see her bare thighs and the bottom of her butt below the partition. So could everybody else walking by.
As Holly finally started to put her panties back on, the two pilots walked away. As did a couple of the other men, who noticed me giving them a dirty look. Not that they were afraid of me, as they were both smirking as they left. But the guards continued watching Holly as she quickly put on her blouse and button it, and pull up her skirt.
I looked at the time. We were in jeopardy of missing our flight. Damn!
CHAPTER TWO
When Esther exited through the curtain, she and the two guards simply walked down the hall back towards the security checkpoint. The curtain was wide open, and Holly had her back to the entrance, tucking her blouse into her skirt, and putting on her shoes. The contents of her purse were still dumped out on the table. I quickly scooped them up and dumped them back into the purse.
Holly walked out into the hallway. She looked like she was going to cry. I looked down, and was shocked to see that she didn't have her bra on under her blouse. The pink tapered blouse was quite transparent, and fit tight on her waist and chest. Anybody within a hundred feet would be able to see my wife's large dark areolas through the thin fabric.
"Where's your bra?" Were my first words to her.
"They wouldn't give it back. They said I couldn't get on the plane with it." Here eyes were vacant. She seemed to still be in a bit of shock over being strip-searched.
"The plane!" I said, looking at my watch. "Dammit! We gotta go now! C'mon!" I handed Holly her purse, and for the first time realized that she was holding her pantyhose in her hand. She quickly unzipped her purse and stuffed them in.
I grabbed Holly's hand, and we walked at an accelerated pace down the crowded tarmac towards the gate. It seemed to me that everybody walking the opposite way, as well as people standing along the sides, were looking at Holly, as if they knew that she'd just been stripped. But then I looked over to my right at her. Her braless breasts were jiggling up and down very noticeably as we walked at a rapid speed. And even from the side, I could see her left areola through her blouse. Shit! Everybody is staring at my wife's boobs! I didn't know what else to do, so we continued walking.
Holly stopped walking. I kept walking, and she broke free from my hand. "What?" I asked.
"I dropped my ticket. I just had it!" Holley looked around at the floor, and then quickly walked the other way, retracing her steps. Fortunately there was a thinning of the crowd. Holly spotted her ticket on the floor about sixty feet behind her, and trotted back to get it. She picked it up, and started running back to me. If I thought her boobs were jiggling before, that was nothing to the way they jumped and bounced as she ran. They were flying up under her blouse, and bouncing back down again. A black guy standing along the side whistled as she bounced by him. I wanted to yell at her to stop bouncing and calling attention to herself, but she quickly caught up to me, and we continued to the gate, amid more stares.
At our gate, I was relieved that the plane had not boarded yet, and all of the passengers were sitting and standing at the gate with their carryon luggage. All of the gate seats were taken, so Holly and I found an empty spot by the windows to stand. I left Holly there and approached the gate, to check on the flight's status. The man at the gate desk told me that we were delayed, but should be boarding in about twenty minutes.
As I looked back at Holly, I could see the outline of her braless boobs through the sunlight behind her. Her breasts may not have been quite as firm as they were pre-pregnancy, but they were still full and round, her nipples pointing straight out. There were several men standing around her, that I caught staring at her breasts. I returned to Holly, and my first words were, "Could you cross your arms or something?"
"Holly looked down at herself, and asked, "There's nothing I can do, I don't have anything to cover with. Does it look that bad?"
"Yes. You're getting stared at." My tone was too angry. Even though I knew my wife's exposure wasn't her fault, I still was mad that she didn't have better coverage. Why did she wear a blouse that was so see-through?
Holly did put her purse on the floor and cross her arms. That covered her nipples, but it pushed her boobs together, and pushed her bare cleavage up, out of the scooping top of her blouse.
I looked over at the gate. The man at the desk had been staring at Holly, but looked away when I caught him. There was now a uniformed woman next to him at the desk. She looked to be at least 60, and was not attractive. She was thin, bespectacled, had her hair up in a bun, and extremely wrinkly. She had a dour demeanor to her. And she was looking my way. I watched her watching in my direction for several minutes. I looked away, at all of the other men around me that were looking at my wife's chest. And each time I looked back at the gate, the uniformed woman was looking toward us. Then she exited the desk area, and walked toward us. She walked right up to Holly.
"You can't board the plane like that," said the stewardess, in a loud voice.
Holly froze for a second. "What?"
"You can't fly on this plane being exposed like that. You have to cover yourself."
Holly blinked a few times. The stewardess' loud voice had drawn even more attention to us. It sunk in to Holly that the stewardess was referring to her braless breasts. I could see her turn visibly red. "I, uh, I don't have anything else."
"You can't fly like that," repeated the bitch stewardess.
"They, they took my bra at security because..."
"What is she hurting?" I broke in.
"She's a distraction. It's not appropriate."
I was angry now. "Why do you care?"



The stewardess paused for a moment. "We received complaints."
"From who? Who would complain, and why is their business?"
"That's not for you to know. I have the right to refuse your admission on this flight."
"Please," begged Holly. "They just took my bra at security, and I don't have anything else. I'll try to cover up."
The Stewardess gave us both a scowl and she pause. "OK. But try to stay covered." With that the bitch walked away. I looked up, and now literally everybody at the gate was staring at my wife's braless breasts in her see-through top. All the bitchy stewardess did was bring more attention to them, and make me and Holly even more humiliated than we already were. We just stood there like we were on display.
That's when I spotted some familiar faces. Kurt, Alex, and Neal. They worked for my company. They were my sales competitors. Kurt was my age, a real obnoxious political backstabber. Taller than me and real good-looking, with big white teeth. It took some effort for me to be nice to him. Alex was a sales assistant and in his early twenties. A jock, as were Kurt and Neal. Neal, a big stocky guy, was a vice president, in his sixties, someone you needed to be on good terms with, and old school. I'd heard more than a few dirty jokes from him, and seen him flirting with the young girls.
When I spotted Kurt, he waved to me, and then got up and walked in our direction. The other two also rose and followed him. As Kurt approached, he spoke to me, but looked at Holly's chest.
"Hi, Kurt," I said. "Strange co-incidence, being on the same flight."
"Yeah, we're attending a seminar at the home office. Hello, Holley!" Kurt remembered my wife's name. The way he flirted with her at the last Christmas party two years ago, I shouldn't have been surprised. "Nice blouse."
Holley blushed, and stammered a quiet, "Thanks," looking at the three men staring at her chest.
"What are you flying for?" asked Kurt.
"Oh, we're having a photo op. I'm getting a sales award."
"Yeah, I heard about that. Congratulations. I can't wait to see the picture."
Kurt asked me about an account while Alex and Neal leaned in and talked to Holley, or at least talked to her chest.
Finally, we started boarding the plane. I realized that I was again semi-hard, though not as stiff as earlier. As we slowly walked to get in line, and then took a step every few seconds down the indoor ramp to the plane, I could feel my cock hanging down my boxers, and lightly touching my leg. The light friction sent more sensations through my groin, causing my anger to subside, and I thought about all of these men seeing my wife's nearly nude breasts. It was both humiliating and arousing. I was confused by the sensation, but since it was helping my anger subside, I let the feelings come, as I wondered how I would react to seeing an unknown woman nearly topless in an airport. I'd probably go home and secretly jerk myself off thinking about her. Or, bang my wife thinking about her.
CHAPTER THREE
The jet we were on didn't have a first class. As we entered the plane at the front, there was only one long section, with the bitchy stewardess and two male stewards. I glanced to my left, and looked in the open cockpit door. The pilot and co-pilot were the two men that had stopped to watch Holly strip. I hoped they didn't look back and see us, as I was embarrassed that they saw my wife get naked.
We had gotten our tickets late, and couldn't get two seats together. In fact the flight was so booked that all either of us could get were middle seats. At least we had gotten the two middle seats on the same row, a little over halfway towards the back of the plane. Holly's ticket was for the right side of the plane, and mine was on her left. As the people around us had carryon luggage to store and we didn't, we were able to take our seats right away. It seemed to me in all the hustle and bustle that a few of the businessmen around us were able to get some stares at Holly's chest. But there was nothing I could do about it. At least my three co-workers were together near the rear of the plane, so I wouldn't have to associate with those jerks.
Both Holly and me were sandwiched between two men. As I looked to my right at Holly, she was exhaling with her head back, trying to relax. The man on the aisle seat to her left was an older man with glasses. He seemed to be staring at her breasts. But the middle-aged man in the window seat to her right was flat-out leering at her breasts. He was sitting up with his torso turned to her slightly and staring at her chest, from no more than two feet away. I wanted Holly to cross her arms to cover herself, but I couldn't get her attention. The plane was too hot for me to get her a blanket. So I sat there and watched the two men ogle her nearly naked chest. I tried to look away and not think about it, but my eyes kept returning to my wife and her peepers, studying their eyes and their body language.
The plane taxied away from the gate, but then there was another delay, as we sat on the tarmac with the air conditioning off. We were explicitly told not to leave our seats, as we could take off at any moment. As Holly sat with her eyes closed, the window guy stared some more. Then, he folded his arms, holding his right hand outside his left arm, and leaned back. He kept glancing at Holly's eyes, and then back to her chest. It was hard to tell from the angle I was on, but he appeared to me to be leaning into Holly. He moved his shoulder closer to her, and to his left. I'd swear I could see her right breast move as he pressed the back of his hand on it. He was trying to get in a cheap feel of my wife! But I still wasn't completely sure. The older guy in the aisle seat was reading a magazine, but seemed to be taking quick glances at Holly from time to time. The window guy was now clearly leaning into Holly, and getting a touch of her breast with the back of his hand.
I was wondering what to do, to yell over or get up, when Holly finally opened her eyes and looked at the guy. He pulled his shoulder away from her. As Holly looked at him, he just looked back at her. He was talking to her now. Holly had her polite look on. I wished I could hear what he was saying. He wasn't being subtle with his dirty smirk and body language. He appeared to be flirting with her, if not actually hitting on her. I've seen that look in bars enough.
Holly and I have spent plenty of time in sports bars, house parties, and other drinking venues, and like many of our friends, came to some sort of understanding that the smart play when a guy hits on your girl is to let the girl handle it. Make it be her job to tell the guy that she was with someone else. It saves having testosterone displays and fights breaking out. Since I couldn't get up, I had to trust that Holly would handle things herself.
The plane finally took off. I continued watching Holly and her two admirers. The aisle guy had a wide stance, seeming to be pressing his leg into Holly's, but otherwise he was only looking, at her breasts and her legs. Holly's skirt rode up quite a ways as she sat - well past the halfway point of her thighs. I presumed that she didn't put her pantyhose back on just to get the hell out of the search room as quickly as possible, and there'd been no time to stop and put them on. So her legs were bare, and most of them were showing.
But the window guy continued to be the problem. His torso was turned towards Holly, he was smiling and talking to her very closely with bedroom eyes and that pick-up smile, and his left knee appeared to be pressing into Holly's right leg. And he now had his right hand on her right forearm, which was resting on the armrest. Holly didn't displace it. Why not?
Finally Holly took her right arm off the armrest, and put it on her right thigh over her skirt. After a couple of test touches, when he simply tapped his fingers on Holly's right forearm, the window guy placed his right hand on my wife's hand. And his left hand was touching her right shoulder.
Holly pulled her arm away from him and crossed her arms, but the guy simply left his right hand on her thigh. He was now palming her over her skirt, which was way up her thigh.
Now I was getting irked not only at the guy, but also at Holly for not defending hers and my honor better. She was letting a guy paw her in public, right in front of her husband. It was embarrassing. But my groin crawled again. I felt my penis move and expand just a little. And I kept watching.
The seatbelt sign went off as the plane leveled. One of the male flight attendants immediately rolled a beverage cart from the back up the plane, blocking off the rear bathrooms. Holly almost immediately stood up. We hadn't had time to stop for a bathroom break since we left our house. The aisle guy stood up to let her out, and she made her way to the front bathroom. There was already a line for the bathroom, and I saw Holly standing in the aisle, waiting her turn. The plane was particularly turbulent, and she had to hang onto the edge of a seat to keep her balance.
As she waited, I saw several men turn their heads and stare at her chest. Finally, she got into the bathroom, and a few minutes later, emerged and started making her way back to her seat. Turbulence picked up, and she steadied herself with both hands on each aisle seat as she walked gingerly. Her breasts were on full display, bobbling under her blouse as the turbulence tossed her. I could see the outlines of her areolas from halfway down the plane. I could also see heads leaning out into the aisles, to get a better look. Everybody must have seen her at the gate, having her see-through blouse pointed out by the bitch stewardess.
But apparently the two guys on either side of me hadn't noticed that I was with her. As the guy on my left in the window seat raised his head for a better look at my wife's chest, the guy on my right on the aisle seat turned to him and said, "Why is it that I never get seated next to something like THAT?"
The two men chuckled, and the window guy said, "That would make the flight a lot more pleasant. You wouldn't need in-flight movies with those things in your face."
"Better than being at a bar, or a strip club. You don't have to pay her, and she can't go anywhere," replied the aisle guy.
"If she gives that away for free, I wonder what she'd do if you offered her money?"
I was planning to trade seats with Holly when she returned, but not any more. These guys would be just as bad, maybe. I simply let Holly bobble by me and return to her seat. I didn't even look her in the eye, not wanting to let my row mates know she was my wife. I briefly closed my eyes and pretended to be sleeping.
Holly's aisle guy got up to let her in again. But as she scooted back to her seat, I saw the window guy put his hand out. As she reached back to move her seat belt, she stuck her skirt-covered butt in his face. He reached up, and took a quick palm of her right butt cheek. Holly jumped back, but didn't say anything, and sat back down.
As I was watching Holly with the men, the bitch stewardess approached. She leaned in, and said something to Holly that I couldn't hear. I had no idea what it was, but Holly made her repeat it, and asked her a couple of more questions. What could this be about? She couldn't throw Holly off the plane. Was she telling her to cover her breasts? Or was it something completely different?
Holly stood up again, and followed the bitchy stewardess down the aisle, all the way to the front of the cabin. The stewardess approached the cockpit door, and knocked on it. The door was opened by the younger of the two men pilots, the one that was in the right seat as I boarded. He looked at Holly, smiled, and motioned for her to enter. Holly walked through the door into the cockpit, and the door was closed behind her. The stewardess went back to work serving drinks. What the hell could this be about? The only thing I could think of was perhaps they were apologizing to her for her treatment by security, and maybe even their own stewardess.
But I used to know a stewardess. And she told me that ALL - she repeated ALL - of these flyboys were dirty perverts. Kinky, arrogant, wild, cocky, aggressive males. They certainly didn't appear to be sympathetic as they watched my wife undress at the security checkpoint just a few minutes ago. I tried to think of the worst. I was clueless.
After about fifteen anxious minutes, the cockpit door finally opened, and Holly walked out. It took me about thirty seconds to notice: she was wearing a bra. A PINK bra. WHAT THE FUCK??? Where did it come from? Was it hers, or someone else's? As she walked down the aisle, the next question in my mind bothered me the most. How the hell did she get it on in the cockpit?
I stood up and stepped into the aisle to meet Holly. "What's going on?" I whispered.
In an apologetic voice, Holly whispered, "The pilot got my bra from the security guards."
I remembered the pilot looking at Holly's ticket. He knew that she was a passenger on his flight. "Wa... Why?"
"So he gave it back to me." Holly wasn't looking at me when she said it. I knew she was trying to hide information from me.
"So... how did you get it back on?"
"He... he told me he'd only give it to me if I put it on in the cockpit."
"And... So... you just took off your blouse in front of them?"
"They didn't give me a choice. They could see my boobs through my blouse anyways. I couldn't go get my picture taken at your company with my boobs showing. I HAD to."
"Did you at least turn around or something?"
"They could already SEE THEM!" Holly replied in an agitated defensive whisper.
I simply emitted an exasperated sigh. People were trying to get around us in the aisle. I changed the subject. "What's going on with that guy sitting next to you?"
"He's drunk. He flew overnight from Europe or something."
"What's he doing?"
"He's trying to flirt with me and stuff."
"Do you want me to complain or get him moved or something?"
"I just want to avoid any more confrontations and be left alone. I'm super-stressed now. I hope he'll sleep it off now."
As the bitchy stewardess came near and gave us a scowl, Holly returned to her seat. I watched her slide into the middle seat as the two men around her stared at her ass. I had to go to the bathroom real bad, and since I was already out of my seat, I headed to the front of the plane.
I thought about Holly and the pilots. While stumbling to the front in the turbulence, I felt my dick start to rise. I pictured those bastards leering at my wife while they made her unbutton her blouse, watching her naked boobs sway and bobble as she slipped on her bra. There were two other people in line for the bathroom. Standing there, I had a full-blown hardon pressing against my pants. Public erections weren't something I've had a problem with since high school.
The erection made it a little difficult to pee. While in line and while in the bathroom, I thought about my erection, and why I was getting it while watching and hearing about my wife getting exposed and humiliated. I'd always been over protective, if anything, of my wife, not wishing her to wear clothes that exposed too much of her, that would draw sexual attention to her from other men. It's not that I didn't trust her. I just wanted her for myself. But since she had a baby, I hadn't thought much about what she wore. I didn't think that so many men would still find her desirable. So why was I now so sexually aroused now when she actually was over-exposed and felt up by other men?
I exited the bathroom and made my way back to my seat. When I got some rows away from Holly, I could see her head above the headrests. It was turned towards the drunk in the window seat. Moving closer, I could see that her whole torso was turned towards him. Another step, and I could see her hands up on his shoulders, and her chest thrown out. And then I saw the drunk's right hand on Holly's left breast over her blouse and bra. He was feeling her tit!
Holly glanced up and saw me coming. She immediately turned away from the drunk and sat back in her seat, pushing the drunk's hand away from her with a swat with her right arm. Shit! It was one thing after another!
I didn't know what else to do. Despite having just watched a drunk palming my wife's breast, I just sat down in my seat across the aisle.
But I kept my eye on Holly and the drunk. Holly sat staring straight-ahead, not looking at me. But the drunk was still turned towards her. He placed his right hand on her thigh, just above her knee. Holly gently pushed the hand away, not looking at him, and crossed her legs.
The drunk kept talking to her, and soon placed his hand on the top of her crossed leg again. He then ran his hand on the outside of her crossed leg, over her bare outer thigh, where her skirt had risen. Holly kept looking ahead, eyes wide open, as the hand reached the hem of her skirt, almost up to her ass.
Holly uncrossed her legs, still not looking at the drunk. The drunk leaned back in his chair, but he was undeterred. Now it was his left hand that was placed on Holly's right thigh. Her skirt was riding up high, exposing much of her thighs, and the drunk's palm was massaging the inside of her thigh right at the skirt hem. Holly glanced up as if to see if anybody else was watching. But instead of pushing the hand away or saying anything, she leaned forward, resting her palms on her knees. To me this gave the impression that she was more concerned at being CAUGHT with a hand on her thigh than actually REMOVING the hand from her thigh.
I could see the hand slip under my wife's skirt, deep between her legs. His wrist was pushing the hem higher, and his palm was turned as if it were now on her crotch, not her thigh. Holly wasn't removing it. What the hell was she doing? Was she ALLOWING him to touch her crotch? Did she just not know what to do? Freezing like a deer in the headlights?
I stared for a moment as another man was fondling my wife's pussy, and all she seemed to be doing is covering it up. I had a raging hardon. I had this fleeting thought that clearly I ENJOYED seeing other men lusting for and touching my wife, the mother of my child. If it had been a quick non-consensual grope, I could maybe enjoy it. But another man was feeling my wife in public, in front of me, and I was supposed to do something about it. But I didn't. I watched.
After a minute that seemed like an hour, Holly reached between her legs and pushed the hand away from her crotch and off her thigh. She still didn't say anything, and didn't look at her molester.
But the drunk wasn't done. He turned his torso towards Holly, and placed his right hand back on her thigh. Holly leaned her torso away from him, towards her left, but this opened her knees more. The drunk's right hand quickly slipped between her legs, pushing her skirt up to her crotch. I got a brief glimpse of Holly's panties, before the hand cupped it. Again he was feeling my wife's pussy, and again all Holly could do is open her mouth and eyes wide. But no sound came out, and no other defensive measure was taken.
Now I could see the drunk's hand slipping inside of the panty crotch, and I got a fleeting glimpse of her dark pubic hair as he rubbed her mound inside her panties.
I stood up. Holly saw my movement, and looked at me. She FINALLY reached down and forcefully pushed the hand away from her crotch, and tried to pull her skirt hem down.
But the drunk simply moved his right hand up, and placed it on her left tit. After one rapid flurry of squeezes, he reached inside of her blouse, and started to slide his hand inside of Holly's bra cup.
I stood above them in the aisle. "Hey! Cut it out!"
Holly looked up at me, but the drunk ignored me and kept feeling my wife's tit inside of her bra cup. Holly then reached up and began struggling with the man's forearm. He put up a battle, and as Holly knocked it away, the top button of her blouse popped off. I was working my way over the old guy in the aisle seat, and started to reach for the drunk.



"Hey! Hey!" It was all I could think to say.
"Get lost, asshole," was all the drunk could say. When I reached down and grabbed him, he stood up and pushed back. We started wrestling over Holly.
CHAPTER FOUR
Suddenly I felt hands reaching around me. Somebody was pulling me back into the aisle. Somebody big and strong. I felt a forearm around my neck, and then felt myself falling backwards. I was forcefully wrestled out into the aisle, and knocked forward. I landed hard on the aisle floor. A body fell on top of me.
"Air Marshal! Put your hands on your head!"
I glanced back, and there was a large man with short blonde hair sitting on me. Behind him stood another man, a guy with greasy brown hair and a mustache. The guy on top of me didn't wait for me to put my hands on my head. He grabbed them one by one, yanked them behind me, and slapped handcuffs on me.
I could hear the drunk behind me yelling, "That guy attacked me for no reason! He's a terrorist!"
"No he's not!" Yelled Holley.
The bitchy stewardess was standing over me. "She's with him! They were suspicious of her at the security checkpoint, and they detained her."
"Scotty, cuff her, too," ordered the guy on top of me.
"Right, Jack," said the dark-haired mustached guy. He grabbed Holley, who was standing by her middle seat, by the arm, and pulled her into the aisle, right over the older guy and me.
"No," she squealed, but Scotty pushed her up against a seat backrest, pulled handcuffs out of his pocket, and cuffed her hands behind her.
Jack emptied my pants pockets as I lay on my stomach on the ground, and then frisked me over my clothes. My hardon was completely gone, so I didn't have to worry about that as he felt my cock and balls. Then he turned to Scotty, and ordered, "Search her."
"You want me to search the woman?" asked Scotty.
"This is an emergency. We do whatever is necessary to protect the plane. Give her a thorough searching."
"Right!" Said Scotty, eagerly. Holly was still standing in the aisle and leaning forward against the seat back, as Scotty ran his hands along her sides from behind. He reached around her, and felt her tits over her bra, taking particular attention to the undersides of her cups by her underwire. Holly's blouse was missing a button, and her bra was already exposed, which it made it easy for Scotty the Air Marshal to reach inside of her blouse, reach right into her left bra cup, and feel around inside.
I could see many of the passengers watching Holly getting felt up. The passengers in the aisle seats were leaning into the aisle to get a better angle, while the other passengers were standing and watching.
Scotty reached into Holly's right bra cup and gave it a thorough going-over, rapidly reaching around and searching every inch of the cup.
"Oh! Ah!" squealed Holly as Scotty's hand roughly felt her tit flesh. Scotty then felt around Holly's waist, reaching inside of her skirt and feeling around her stomach and above her ass. He then reached down and grabbed her skirt hem. With one quick motion, he pulled the skirt hem up until it was bunched up around her waist.
Holly's panties were on full display to nearly everybody on the plane. In back her panties had ridden up and exposed about half of her butt cheeks.
Scotty quickly felt her butt cheeks, ran his hand under her panties and ran his index finger up her ass crack, causing another squeal from Holly. The eager sky marshal then reached into the front of her panties, and ran his hand over her pussy mound, no doubt getting a handful of my wife's pubic hair.
Jack helped get me up on my feet, and led me to the front of the plane as everybody watched me. Scotty led Holly to the front also, as everybody watched her. Her blouse was still open enough that her bra was exposed in front.
The two air marshals sat us in two seats at the front of the plane that were probably reserved for the flight attendants or something. For the next few minutes, the two took turns grilling us on everything from the purpose of our flight to why I was "attacking" the drunk. Holly and I told them, together and separately, that the guy was drunk and molesting Holly, and I was simply trying to stop him. I also told them that there were three co-workers in the back of the plane that could confirm who I was.
Then there was some other disturbance further back in the plane, and Scotty rushed to investigate. He came back a few minutes later, and explained to Jack that the drunk had thrown up. Scotty confirmed that the guy seemed drunk. He also said that my three co-workers had vouched for who we were and why we were traveling.
The air marshals were talking to each other privately, but I heard Jack say, "Their story's starting to check out. I think they're telling the truth."
But they were in no hurry to un-cuff my wife, or myself, and we sat in the front seats, while the two air marshals talked among themselves, and the other passengers near the front stared at my wife's exposed bra.
The bitchy stewardess phoned the cockpit, and then Jack knocked on the cockpit door. I saw the co-pilot let him in. Five minutes later, Jack came out again, but the cockpit door was left open. Jack approached Holly, and said, "The pilot wants to speak to you in the cockpit." Jack helped the still-cuffed Holly to her feet. He turned her around, and un-cuffed her.
Remembering what happened the last time my wife was alone with the pilots, I hollered, "I'm going in with her."
"They only want to talk to your wife," replied Jack.
"She's not going in alone. I'm going in." I stood up, with some effort.
Jack just shrugged. "OK. But you stay cuffed." With that, Holly walked into the cockpit as the co-pilot held the door, and I followed. The co-pilot closed and locked the door behind us, and took his spot at the controls on the right side. The captain, in the left seat, looked back at us, and smiled.
"Hello, Holly! We didn't expect to see you back here so soon. I hear that you two were causing a ruckus on my plane."
"We didn't cause anything," I said.
The pilot put his hands up as if to calm me and stop my explanation. "Yeah, the sky marshal told me all about it. But here's the thing. You can still be arrested for causing a disturbance on a commercial flight. That's nothing to sneeze at.
"But listen. I'm still the captain of this flight, and what I say goes. You two can either be taken off this plane in handcuffs and arrested, and at the very least be detained for who knows how long, but quite likely charged with a crime. Or, if I square it with the sky marshals, you can walk away Scott free, with no official record, and go about your business."
The pilot looked over at the co-pilot, who had been watching us silently with his sunglasses on. The co-pilot took over the pitch. "But we're taking a risk doing that. So we'd like a little favor for our kindheartedness."
I did not want to be arrested, and desperately wanted out of the handcuffs. I was in a mood to grovel. "What do you want from us?"
From his sitting position in the pilot's seat, the pilot looked Holly up and down as she stood before him. "We don't want anything from you, Tom - It's Tom, right? Except to sit down in that chair behind you, and be quiet for a few minutes.
"But Holly, we enjoyed your last visit so much. You were, uh, so nice and friendly and accommodating. We have about twenty-five minutes until we have to make a flight correction, and it gets awfully boring up here. We just want you to be friendly with us some more and, uh, spend some time with us."
I was beginning to smell a rat. These two dirty old men - well, the pilot looked about sixty, and the co-pilot looked maybe forty - had blackmailed my wife into flashing her tits for them, and now they had both of us over a barrel again. I hoped my suspicions were wrong.
"What's 'friendly'?" Asked Holly.
"What Vern means," replied the pilot, "is we just want to get to know you better and show you a few things around here. Step forward a little bit, Holly." He motioned Holly forward. Between the two pilot seats was a control console, so Holly could step no closer to the men than the back of their chairs. The captain reached around her and put his right hand on her waist, just above her skirt.
"Do you know what all these instruments do, Holly? Oh, Tom, you can just sit there in that jumper seat." I obediently sat in the seat directly behind the co-pilot's seat on the right side.
The captain started rattling off a bunch of technical jargon as he explained the instruments. I doubt if Holly was paying any more attention to his words than I was. But when the captain lowered his hand and placed it on Holly's right butt check over her skirt, she looked back at me with a helpless expression. I tried to read her expression. Did she want me to object and come to her aid? It seemed more like she was expressing a helpless surrender. I felt my cock tingle.
I tried to think whether I should tell the two pilots to fuck off and let us out. But I wasn't really sure what they were going to do. Get a few feels in? Make Holly show her tits again? I sat like a dweeb and said and did nothing, my hands literally tied.
Holly saw my inaction and lack of objection, and exhaled. Her next breath was a deep inhale when the pilot reached down and slid his hand under her skirt. He subtly slid his hand up her thighs, bringing the skirt up with it. I saw Holly's panties come into view, and watched the pilot circle his palm over my wife's panty-clad butt a few times. Then he slipped his fingers into the bottom of the panties, and squeezed her bare ass cheek, three feet away from my face.
I had a full erection, even as I was pissed at the two dirty flyboys for molesting my wife. But as the pilot continued his vacant explanation of the cockpit controls, he asked Holly if she understood, and her voice was calm as she said she did. The pilot and Vern the co-pilot started asking Holly harmless personal questions, like why she was traveling, what she did for a living - as if they were having coffee with her, not molesting her. Holly responded in a shy but friendly voice, as if she were simply having coffee with them, and not getting molested against her will. And when they cracked jokes, she giggled like a shy schoolgirl.
Against her will? How much was it against her will?
"Holly, why don't you come around here and sit down, and really experience the cockpit?" The pilot took Holly's hand, and led her around the center console, to where he was sitting. "Sit down right here," he politely ordered, patting his lap. Holly didn't look at me as she unsteadily threw her left leg around the pilot's torso. He placed his hands on her hips as she set her tush down on his lap. There was no place for her legs other than on either side of the pilot seat, and she spread her legs wide and let her feet dangle. Her skirt was now hiked up to her crotch no doubt, although from my angle I couldn't see her panties.
The pilot placed both hands on her bare thighs, and massaged them, still making small talk. Now he was asking how long we'd been married, and did she have a lot of boyfriends before me. And then back to the controls.
"My feet control the rudders. They're on auto pilot now, though." He ran his hands up her waist, and slowly and gently cupped both of her breasts over her blouse.
Holly emitted a little coo. Against her will? I was jealous as hell, and angry as hell with Holly. Did she have to seem like she was enjoying this?
What really happened to Holly the first time she was in the cockpit? My prior mental image of the event, of a frightened trembling wife forced to remove her blouse while the two dirty old men smirked at her, was now replaced with a vision of my wife proudly opening her blouse and thrusting her chest out at the two older men, giggling like a schoolgirl as she shook her breasts at them. Maybe she even let them touch her.
And what about the drunk? Holly had her back turned toward the window as I returned from the bathroom. Was she letting the drunk feel her tits and trying to hide the event? She sure took her time whenever the drunk placed his hands over her, spending more energy trying to cover it up than stopping it. Even if she didn't ASK the drunk to fondle her, how much did she like it?
My hardon twitched as I thought of my wife being unfaithful to me, of flaunting her sexuality right in front of me.
The pilot reached into her ripped-opened blouse, and slowly pulled down on her bra cups. Her breasts flopped out over the cups. From my angle I could just barely see her left breast but I had a clear view of her right breast, as the captain cupped his hands underneath them and lifted them. He gently massaged both of them, circling his palms over the two exposed white globes. Holly's fat nipples were erect. She arched her back and thrust her chest out for the two hands. The captain deftly stroked her nipples, and squeezed her tits. He was good, dammit!
Maybe it was all Holly's fault. Shouldn't every woman know not to wear an under wire bra to the airport these days? Her skirt was too short. Why would she wear such sexy panties? She shouldn't have worn such a sheer blouse today, today of all days. She should have known that every guy in the place would be noticing her wearing these sexy garments. She was too young and attractive to be drawing attention like that.
But I hadn't. I didn't think anything of her sheer blouse, hadn't noticed her skirt. I barely noticed what she wore at all. I barely ever noticed what she wore since she had the baby. I just secretly wished that she still had the same body that she had before the baby.
But now I was noticing. How attractive she was. How sexy she looked in her skirt and blouse. What gorgeous breasts she had. Not as firm as before, but bigger. Now nice and smooth her thighs looked, even if they were a little meatier than they used to be. We'd only been married a couple of years, and had known each other a couple of years before that. I'd heard of the seven-year itch, but it seemed that I'd already started taking my wife's sexuality for granted. Not now, though. As the co-pilot leaned over the control panel and began massaging Holly's right breast, I wanted her. I wanted to have sex with her right now. She looked so sexy being felt up by the two older men. I was so jealous of them. It finally hit me that so many other men today had seen her and thought she was a desirable wife and mom - a MILF!
The pilot had dropped his right hand down between Holly's legs, and was working on her pussy. His hand was inside of her panties, and had a finger slowly sliding in and out of her pussy.
The co-pilot opened a container below the console, and brought out a tube of K-Y jelly. "Need some K-Y, Captain?"
"No, Vern, she's plenty wet."
Holly had her head thrown back, leaning it into the captain's shoulder. She was whimpering. I could see her arching her hips forward to meet his hand. "Ooh, wow!" She panted.
Wow? When was the last time she said "wow" to me during sex? This guy was good. They were both good. Vern the co-pilot unzipped his pants, and whipped out a very long cock. Holly reached over with her right hand, and took it. She stroked it slowly, as she writhed on the captain's lap.
I felt two feet small, like a complete loser, watching these two older men satisfying my wife better than I ever could. But I was mesmerized by their performance, and hers. I wished I could stroke my own cock while I watched them.
OK, I was wrong about her asking for her early abuse - certainly it wasn't her fault that she got strip-searched and that her bra had been taken away. But I still wasn't sure how hard she defended herself against the drunk. And she was obviously enjoying being teamed up with the two cool flyboys.
"Stand up, and turn around, Holly," said the pilot. With some effort, my wife stood up. Her tits were still hanging out of her bra, and they dangled and bobbled as she got her self turned around. She had her feet on either side of the pilot and his seat, but was now facing him, her skirt hiked up to her waist, her panties in view. The captain opened his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and zipped his fly down. With one hand he whipped out a very large and well-worn cock, looking dark and spotted.
The co-pilot reached back into the container that held the K-Y, and pulled out a condom package. This time the captain took it, opened it up with one hand, and slid the rubber over his cock like he'd done it ten thousand times.
Holly didn't have to be told to lower herself down. She sunk down, pulled her panties aside at the crotch to expose her hairy pussy, and met the captain's dick head. I could see the latex-covered head slide along my wife's pink pussy a couple of times, and then slide inside of it. Holly easily lowered herself down and let the rest of the thick cock slide into her pussy. Clearly she was well lubricated.
The pilot leaned forward, and took Holly's right tit into his mouth. He licked the entire areola with an extruding tongue, and then circled it over Holly's hard nipple. Holly's tits jiggled as she shivered with delight. Now that she was facing me, I could clearly see every facial expression she made. Her eyelids were half-closed as both men licked and fondled her breasts, and the captain slowly thrust his cock up into her pussy. Her mouth was open, emitting whimpers. She never looked at me.
The co-pilot moved in closer, and thrust his hard cock into her face. "Take it, Holly," he said. Holly took it. With her mouth. She opened her mouth wide, and wrapped it around the dick head. She bobbed her head over it, taking the first half of it into her mouth.
But the co-pilot wasn't satisfied with her work. "Wrap your lips a little tighter. But watch the teeth. Suck on it, like you were taking off the top layer of a Popsicle."
He was instructing my wife on how to suck cock. The two flyboys were doing a better job than me on pleasing her, but they were also teaching her how to please men better. "Lick the end, honey. That's it, like an ice cream cone. Now slowly suck hard on the shaft, taking in as much as you can, to the back of your throat. Ahh, now that feels real good, Holly."
Finally Vern the co-pilot, still wearing his sunglasses, was satisfied with my wife's cocksucking skills, and stood in silence as she blew him.
I saw the occasional cloud going by the windows as I sat in the front of the large plane watching the two men in charge have their way with my wife. She was moaning through the cock in her mouth. "MMmmmphhhh!" She was thrusting her hips in and out to meet the captain's thrusting groin.
The captain thrust harder and faster. Holly's tits bobbled as he put his hands on her hips. His right hand went between her legs. I could see him rubbing his fingertips over her clit.
"Ready, Vern?" asked the captain.
"Ready, Captain," grunted the co-pilot.
"MuUUUMMMMUMMMPH!" Groaned Holly, circling her crotch around the cock and the hand that was on her pussy. Her eyes were up in the back of her head.
At first I though it was massive turbulence, but it was just my wife, flopping through one spasm after another, her whole body shaking like she was having a seizure.
"Swallow it, Holly!" Grunted Vern. He arched his back, and I saw his jism leaking out from between Holly's lips.
"CACK!" Holly wasn't used to swallowing jizm, barely liked oral sex at all with me, and she choked on the spunk that was shooting into her mouth. She pulled back, and the next load hit her in the face. Vern stuffed himself back in her mouth, and repeated, "Swallow it."
Vern withdrew his wet cock from my wife's mouth. Holly threw her head back, with her eyes still rolled up, and shook her body. "OhhHHHHH!"
The Captain grunted a couple of times, and thrust up hard and slow. "Ohhhh, yeah!" he chuckled.



"Holly spasmed a few more seconds, and then collapsed down onto the pilot's shoulder.
CHAPTER FIVE
Vern was already wiping his cock off and putting it back in his pants, his sunglasses having never left is face. He sat down in the co-pilot's seat, put his headphones on, and began calmly checking instruments.
The pilot was coaxing the still-panting Holly to stand up. He also stood up, and helped the shaking wife off of him. Holly unsteadily worked her way around the seat and past the center console, her tits still out and her skirt still up to her waist. The pilot removed his used rubber, and tossed it into a waste can behind him. He put his wet cock back into his pants, put his headphones on, and took over the controls, like nothing at all had happened.
"Vern," said the pilot, "Tell the air marshal I want to see him."
"Yes, Captain," Vern acknowledged, and stood up. "Time for you two to leave," he said to us. Holly glanced at me for the first time since she started "being friendly" with the flight crew, but it was a quick, guilty-looking glance. Holly pulled her skirt down and smoothed it out. The co-pilot was already opening the door, while Holly was rushing to get her tits stuffed back into her bra cups.
I was just stepping out the door in front of Holly, when somebody pushed me aside and rushed into the cockpit. Suddenly it was pandemonium all around me - in the cockpit, in the front area, in the aisles. A large dark-haired man was holding what appeared to be some makeshift handgun to Jack the Sky Marshal's head. The man that ran into the cockpit had a similar plastic-looking handgun. Another man had Sky Marshal Scotty pushed up against the bathroom door, holding a makeshift knife of some sort to his neck.
The few women passengers were screaming, and some men were shouting, but most were silent. By the time things got orderly, I counted four Arabic-looking men on the plane. One in the cockpit with a gun on the pilot; one in the very back of the plane with a handgun, one with a handgun on the sky marshals and the three flight attendants; and one with a knife now pointed at Holly.
"Quiet! Quiet! Hands on your head! Hands on head!" yelled the man in the back. Before many of us even had a chance to take it all in, Scotty was cuffed with his own handcuffs, and Jack had been whacked in the head with something and had his hands and feet bound with tape. The two male flight attendants and Vern the co-pilot were on the floor at the front of the plane, also getting their hands and feet taped.
The terrorist with the knife on Holly was a tall, muscular-looking man of about forty, with dark hair, dark eyes, and a very intimidating expression. I recognized him as one of the Arabic men that had been behind Holly and me in the line at the security checkpoint. He ordered the bitchy flight attendant to get the P.A. working and give him the phone to speak into.
"Let's not have heroes, right?" He said in a heavy accent. "Nobody wants to get this woman hurt, or the pilot, or anybody else. Keep your hands on your head for a moment. We have no problem killing anybody that does anything wrong!
"Yes, this plane is hijacked. But before you get too frightened, let me say that our objective is not to crash the plane. Our mission is to force the American government to release our prisoners at Guantanamo. To do this, we will simply land the plane at your destination exactly as scheduled. Then we will set the plane on the tarmac, and hold you all hostages until our prisoners are brought to us. So your death is not imminent.
"Presuming none of you had time to use your cell phones and alert the authorities, nobody knows we have taken the plane. By staying on course, no jets will be scrambled, and we will not be bothered." He looked at his watch. "So for the next forty-seven minutes, we have nothing to do but wait."
He looked down at Holly. His left arm was around her neck from behind, the knife held loosely near her chest below her neck. At least he didn't seemed to be too tightly wound. Holly still hadn't finished putting herself back together after the going-over the pilots gave her. Her blouse was still open with the missing button, and her left breast was only halfway back into her bra cup. Her dark areola peeked out of the top of her bra.
"By the way," he continued. "I would like to thank this beautiful woman. We were confident that our disassembled weapons would not be detected in our carryon luggage. But to be safe, we had kept the security guards under surveillance for quite some time, and were aware that two of them liked to give special attention to shapely women. So we managed to get in line behind this chesty woman, and she kept the guards distracted while we got through the ex-rays.
"Then she helped us identify the sky marshals. And she helped us get into the cockpit. And finally," he chuckled, "she gave us all something to look at didn't she?" The other terrorist at the front of the plane chuckled along with him.
"So now we wait," he finished, and dropped the phone down. He looked down at Holly again as he held his knife around her neck. He stared at her chest. "Hmm," he moaned. Then he reached down and put his hand onto her half-exposed left breast, and touched her nipple.
"Ohh!" squeaked Holly. But when the knife moved up closer to her neck, she held still. Holly simply whimpered, and shook noticeably. When the terrorist put his hand inside her bra cup and groped her tit, she simply scrunched up her face, and arched her shoulders in.
"Hahaha!" laughed the terrorist leader as he roughly and rapidly squeezed and shook my wife's tit in her blouse and bra. Holly writhed in reaction to his gropes. Her shoulders gyrated, her chest heaved in and out, and her eyes alternated from half-closed to wide open, staring out at the passengers. Her mouth was open as if she was gasping, but no sound was emitted.
I had been pushed back into one of the front seats, my hands still cuffed behind me, and I had a point-blank view of my wife's body as she was groped in front of all the passengers. Her tit was still in her bra. The top of it was jiggling out as it got squeezed, but her nipple was not visible. I found myself half-hoping that he'd expose it. I didn't know why.
The terrorist moved his face closer to Holly's. He said something to her, and she turned her head towards him. "Kiss me," is what I think he said. "Tongue. Stick your tongue out." So show her, the terrorist stuck his tongue way out, less than a foot from her face. He pulled the knife closer, and said, "Stick tongue out," again.
Holly reluctantly stuck her tongue out between her closed lips, and pointed it at the terrorist's tongue. The terrorist leaned in, and the tip of his tongue touched the tip of Holly's. She recoiled once, but he held her tighter, and ordered her to stick her tongue out again. This time, when the terrorist touched Holly's tongue with his, she stayed still. The terrorist circled his tongue around Holly's, and the two tongues jousted and licked each other. Occasionally the terrorist moved in and pressed his lips against Holly's, but the tongues stayed out as much as they were in. For some reason I found this as much as a violation of my wife as the co-pilot sticking his cock in her mouth, and Holly looked way more repulsed by the tongue than she had the earlier cock.
The terrorist slid his hand out of Holly's bra, and moved it down her front. He stuck his hand under the front of her skirt, and lifted it. He pulled it up to her waist to expose her panties. He crudely grabbed her pussy mound, and rubbed up and down over her tight panties. Then he slid his hand in the side of her panty crotch, and rubbed her pussy. Holly gyrated her hips, attempting to evade the invading hand. At least that was what I thought she was doing at first. But then it looked like she was reacting to the touches. She thrust her hips in and out irregularly as he groped her crotch, and squirmed left to right. "Ohh! Ooohooohoo!" she whimpered. The terrorist alternately looked down at her pussy, and then went back to French kissing her.
CHAPTER SIX
The terrorist leader was distracted by the other front terrorist relaying a message from the hijacker in the cockpit. He released Holly from his grip, and she fluttered her eyes and leaned back against the bathroom wall behind her. Her skirt fell back down over her panties, and her tit was back in her bra cup, but her bra was still exposed in the front.
"Perfect, perfect! Too easy!" Said the lead terrorist to the other gun-toting hijacker.
The lead terrorist looked up at the overhead video monitors. It was the first time I noticed that a movie was showing. It must have started when we were in the cockpit. The film was some recent contemporary musical. Which one I didn't know, as I don't like musicals. "Yes, music! You think Muslims don't like music? I like music! And I like sexy women!" He said, smirking at Holly. "Idiot Westerners! You educate your women and send them out to work. A woman like this should only look pretty and dance for you men and try to gratify you."
He turned to the bitchy flight attendant. "Turn up the sound. Get the sound on over the speakers!" He demanded. The flight attendant picked up the phone that was used as the P.A. microphone, placed it next to some headphones, and the tinny and slightly distorted sound blared out of the overhead speakers. Apparently it was good enough for the lead terrorist.
"You!" he said, pointing to Holly. "Dance. Dance while you take off your clothes."
Holly stood motionless, staring wide-eyed at the terrorist.
The terrorist pointed his knife at her, and then looked at me. "He's your husband, yes? Dance, or I'll kill your husband."
Fortunately for me, that got Holly moving. She tentatively started to move her hips from side to side. The terrorist smiled and nodded his approval. Holly ran her hands through her hair, and then shook her hair, as if she wanted to look her best. She didn't know what to do with her hands, and sort of ran them down her side in what was actually a pretty sultry move, whether she meant it to be or not.
"Take off your blouse!" Ordered the terrorist, pointing his knife to her garment.
Holly gave him a wide-eyed look, and then reached up and started to unbutton the remaining buttons of her blouse, pulling the shirttails out of her skirt, and unbuttoning from the bottom up. While still swaying her hips and shoulders side to side, she opened the blouse as wide as it would go, holding it open for a moment, and then slowly slid it off of her shoulders. She danced with the garment behind her back for a moment while working the sleeves off her arms, and then subtly dropped it behind her. Her large smooth pink bra was completely exposed to nearly everybody in the plane as she continued dancing.
The lead terrorist smiled and nodded his approval. So did the second terrorist on the other side of Holly, and the lead terrorist and the one in the rear of the plane shared some approving laugh in Arabic. If he wanted a sexy strip dance, he was getting one. Holly's face looked scared to death, but whether she meant to or not, she was doing a real sultry dance. I knew that Holly was a decent dancer. But I've never really just sat back and watched her moves. They were sexy. And I'd never seen her do a strip tease like this. Instead of praying for her torment and my humiliation to stop, I had to admit to myself that I was dying to watch my wife's humiliating strip continue.
The terrorist and I were thinking along the same lines. "Skirt!" he said, pointing his knife downward.
Holly reached back to unhook her skirt. When the terrorist motioned for her to turn around, she turned her back to the rest of the passengers and me. I watched her trembling hands fumble with the top clasp of her skirt. When that was done, she slowly unzipped the back zipper, while her butt slowly swayed from side to side. Her panties slowly came into view. Holly shook her ass while hooking her thumbs into the sides of her waistband, and started to tug the skirt down her hips. When she pulled it past her rump, she arched her back and stuck her butt out at her audience, and lowered the skirt to her knees. From there the garment fell to her feet, and she deftly stepped out of it without missing a beat with her dancing.
Her tight panties had ridden up a little, and were showing some white ass flesh. The terrorist only moaned, while Holly swayed her ass around like a hula dancer.
He told Holly to turn around, and when she did I could see her panties pulled tightly over her pubic mound. Her panty waistband was low cut, and dipped just a little in front. She continued her sexy swaying, thrusting her pussy forward.
"Bra now!" Ordered the terrorist. After a moment of pause, my wife arched her back, reached behind, and unclasped her bra. She held the garment up with one hand, while lowering her left bra strap, and then her right. Finally when the terrorist raised his knife and nodded again, Holly pulled her hand away from her chest, with the bra still in her hand, and dropped it on the floor at her side.
Immediately her tits began to slowly sway. Her nipples were hard and sticking straight out at her audience. They looked damned good. She could have been a stripper. All of the terrorists laughed and cheered her on.
I glanced around to see virtually everybody staring at my wife's bare chest. There was no hint of chivalry anywhere. In the back of the plane I could detect Kurt and my other two co-workers standing up. They would tell everybody at work about seeing my wife dance topless.
Holly continued moving her hips up and down and in circles. Her hands roamed up and down her sides. She slid them up over her tits once, quickly lifting them and dropping the jiggling jugs. She ran her hands up through her hair again, and then rested her left hand behind her on her hip, thrusting her chest out.
The terrorist pointed his knife at her panties. Holly didn't hesitate this time, and obediently grabbed the sides of her panties. She stretched out the waistband, alternating left and right, lifting each up and then pulling it down, as her dancing focused on her thrusting pelvis.
The tiny panties started to roll down her legs as my wife bent her knees and leaned forward, and her brown pubic hair came into view. Holly continued dancing as she pulled the panties down to mid-thigh, and left them there for a moment while she rubbed her hips and sides again. There was a whistle from the terrorist in the rear, and the lead terrorist moaned and smiled while staring at her pussy point-blank. Holly moved her feet together to let her panties fall, and they slowly rode down her legs, until she had do squat down to push them off her feet.
Holly turned her back to her audience, spread her legs, and wiggled her ass. Her tan lines approximately delineated where her thighs ended and where her ass cheeks started. Her butt looked bigger than it had before her pregnancy, but it was still round. For some reason I fixated on her ass crack, seeing it exposed to others for the first time.
Holly turned around again and continued her sultry nude dance for the terrorist's pleasure. She spread her legs slightly and bent her knees, her hands continuing to roam all over her naked body.
The lead terrorist laughed, threw his left arm around Holly's bare waist, and groped her right tit. Holly lowered her head, her hair hanging over her face. After trading some laughs with the second terrorist at the front, the second terrorist also approached Holly, and he felt her left tit with his left hand. They roughly squeezed and grabbed her tits, as they bobbled all over the place.
The lead terrorist pushed Holly against the cabin door, leaned over, and planted his mouth on Holly's tit. The second terrorist did the same. Holly let out a loud moan as she had her two tits sucked on by the Arabs. I saw her glance up and around. Everybody was still watching her.
The two men used their free hands to grope my wife's ass, and run their hands over her pussy mound. Holly squirmed and writhed, emitting little moans and squeals, throwing her head back, but not fighting at all.
The third terrorist, in the back of the plane, hollered out something in Arabic, the lead terrorist answered him. Then the lead terrorist said to Holly, "He wants to feel your tits, too. Go to the back of the plane." Holly was released from her grip. She glanced at me briefly, then back at the first terrorist, and then started walking towards the back of the plane. The plane was hitting some turbulence, and Holly walked slowly, holding onto the seats as she walked, her naked tits jiggling. I could see heads turning to watch her as she walked by each row. Her ass looked pretty good jiggling down the aisle.
Holly reached the rear of the plane. The rear terrorist reached out and groped her tits, while Holly steadied herself by hanging onto a seat, her legs spread. The terrorist also reached between her legs and rubbed her pussy, and squeezed her jiggling ass.
"Now, everybody! Let everybody feel you!" Yelled the rear terrorist. He pointed his weapon at the man in the very rear aisle seat, and said, "Feel her up." When he hesitated, the terrorist turned to Holly again, and said, "Tell him you want him to feel your tits. Say it – 'Feel my tits'!"
After some rehearsal, Holly was forced to say to the passenger, "Feel my tits," in a weak wavering voice. Finally the passenger reached out, and touched Holly's left breast. He looked at the terrorist as he did, and the terrorist apparently told him to feel them harder or something. I couldn't make out his exact words from the other end of the plane. All I could see was this man getting more aggressive while he felt my wife's tits. Soon another man was reaching out for Holly and feeling her up.
The back terrorist made Holly turn to the opposite side of the aisle, and repeat her "Feel my tits" line. Men from the aisle, middle, and window seats stood up and felt her tits. The terrorist said something else, and the guy on the aisle seat reached around and felt her ass.
The terrorist was taking Holly up the aisle, and making everybody feel Holly, while Holly repeated such lines as "feel my ass," and "rub my hairy pussy." Apparently the first English words this guy learned were the dirty ones. She was made to lean forward while men felt her dangling tits, and spread her legs so others could cup and rub her pussy. "Pinch my nipples." "I'm naughty, spank me." "Coffee, tea, or me?"
In about the fourth row from the back, I spotted my three co-workers, Kurt, Alex, and Neal. Holly leaned forward letting her tits dangle, while Kurt in the middle reached out and played with her. He was the first of the passengers to have a smile on his face while he groped my wife. Neal was in the aisle seat, and I watched helplessly as he inserted his middle finger into her pussy and rapidly finger fucked her. Alex also grabbed a tit and pulled on her nipple. Damn! Those bastards will tell EVERYBODY how they fondled my naked wife!
Holly continued up the aisle, repeating her lines to the passengers, and everybody getting their feels in, even some women. The drunk that had earlier groped her had woken up and played with her tits, as did the old guy that had sat on the other side of Holly. And so did the two guys that had sat on either side of me.
The rear terrorist rushed things a bit as he got closer to the front, but most passengers managed to get their feels in. As Holly was deposited back at the front of the plane, the second terrorist had pulled out a beverage cart to get himself a pop. He pushed the cart into the aisle. He threw a blanket over the cans on top of the cart, grabbed Holly by the waist, picked her up, and dropped her butt on the cart. Holly squealed as the rear terrorist pulled her backwards, and laid her flat on her back on the cart, her legs dangling over the other edge. The second terrorist grabbed her hips, burrowed his head between her splayed legs, and began eating her muff. Holly squealed again, as the rear terrorist felt her tits as they sat up on her chest. The lead terrorist also reached over the cart and played with one of the tits, as Holly squirmed and writhed.



The rear terrorist got distracted by a passenger further back, and left the cart. But the guy was just trying to get a better look. So the two front terrorists pushed the beverage cart, with the squealing and kicking Holly, down the aisle.
After that fun was over, the lead terrorist lifted Holly off the cart, and pushed the unsteady women down onto a seat armrest, her bare butt hanging off of it and onto some guy's lap. The leader then unzipped his pants and pulled out a long dark hard cock. He aimed it at Holly's mouth, and told her to "suck it!" Holly whimpered and tried to turn away, but the terrorist grabbed her hair and made her turn to his cock. My wife reluctantly opened her mouth, and slid it onto the leader's cock. She started to suck it slowly, but that wasn't good enough for the terrorist. He grabbed the back of her head with both hands, and thrust his pelvis in and out at a high speed, raping Holly's mouth.
"Guck, guck guck!" I could hear Holly choking on the cock as it hit the back of her throat, her head bobbing, and her hair and her tits shaking. Her hair was hanging over her face most of the time, but I could tell that her expression was not one of pleasure. Good, I thought, choke the bitch on that big dark thing.
The terrorist kept one hand on her head while reaching above Holly and grabbing one of those cell phones that are affixed to the back of the headrest. He reached down with it, and circled the corner of it around Holly's labia. Was he going to try to put it in? It MIGHT fit. C'mon, work it in! Well, he didn't get it all the way in, but he stretched her pussy out enough to get an inch or two in, and slowly fucked her with the phone.
The terrorist pulled his cock out of Holly's mouth. He slapped his cock down on her chest, and made her sit up straighter, and wrap her tits around his cock. From my side view from the front of the plane, I could see my wife holding her white tits firmly around the darker, glistening cock. The lead terrorist thrust up and down. I could see his dick head appearing and reappearing out the top of Holly's cleavage. Holly never liked it when I climbed on her chest and tried to fuck her tits. So she deserved having her tits raped.
The lead terrorist made Holly stand up, and turn around. He bent her over the hand rest, her bare ass sticking up into the air, out into the aisle, her feet on the aisle floor. He was aiming his cock between her legs. YES! FUCK HER! LET ME SEE YOU RAPE MY WIFE'S PUSSY!
Holly squealed when she felt the cock head start to slide into her pussy. I couldn't see her face, but she was lying facedown across the aisle seat. Her head must have been on the lap of the passenger there. The lead terrorist put his hands on her hips, thrust in deeply, and began pumping in and out. Holly's ass jiggled and rippled as he slammed into it. "OOOOOH! OHHHHH!" That's it, make that bitch squeal!
The two other terrorists stood on either side of Holly and the leader. They were watching with big smiles, and cheering on their leader. All of the passengers that I could see were watching, too. Many men were standing, peering over the headrests and leaning into the aisles, to get a better view of my wife getting doggie fucked. Over the sound of the plane's engines, I could hear flesh slapping on flesh. "OOOH! OHHH!"
It didn't take long for the leader to grunt his announcement that he was coming. He thrust slower and deeper a few times. Then he slid his cock out of Holly's pussy, and jerked it a few times on her ass to let the remnants of his ejaculation dribble on her ass and back.
As soon as the lead terrorist backed away from Holly, the second terrorist at the front pulled her up onto her wobbly feet. The row ahead of where Holly had just been fucked was where Holly had had her original seat, between the drunk and the old guy. Now the second terrorist told the old guy to move over to the empty middle seat. The second terrorist then sat down in the aisle seat, pulling his pants down. He pulled my naked wife into the row, and made her straddle him. He pulled her down on his lap, facing him, her knees up on either side of him. I could hear Holly squeal again as he apparently made her slide down onto his hard cock. From my angle I could see Holly's right butt cheek. She was thrusting her pelvis in and out, fucking the terrorist. Her tits were at his eye level, and he had his head buried between them. Holly's head was above the level of the headrests, so she was looking backwards at the passengers in the rear half of the plane. And they were looking back at her.
The second terrorist made Holly turn around. She then sat back on his lap, with her back to him, facing the front of the plane. He fucked her again, while grabbing both of her tits. I could now see Holly's face above the headrests. Her mouth was wide open, occasionally omitting loud moans. Her eyes went from closed, to half-open, to wide open, to rolling up into the back of her head. She looked around at all of the passengers in the front of the plane, most of who were looking at her. At one point she made eye contact with me. Then she stared vacantly while squealing, her head and shoulders bobbing up and own. "Ahhhh! Ohhhhhhhhhh! Haaa, Ahhhhhh!"
Holly began to thrash wildly. She wailed and squealed, throwing her head back, shaking her hair. I have fucked my wife to orgasm many times, but I've never seen her react like this before. It was like some fake porn film orgasm. But she appeared to be reacting naturally. "AHH! AHHH! OHHHHHHHH!" She then clenched her jaw, and grunted in a very unladylike way. "UNNNNGH! URGHH!"
The second terrorist apparently had finished his orgasm, for he stopped pumping, and sat back in the seat. But Holly wasn't done. She had stopped her wailing, but continued to ride back on his cock, working her hips from side to side. I've seen her do this when I accidentally came first, and she wanted to either finish a long orgasm, or a second shorter one. It was sort of embarrassing, though, seeing my wife still humping away after her captor told her to stop.
The third, rear terrorist grabbed Holly's arm and made her climb off of the second terrorist's lap, and cock. He forced her to stand in the middle of the aisle, facing the front, and bend over. She put her ass up in the air, and put her hands on hand rests on either side of the aisle. The third terrorist, standing behind her, kicked her feet wide apart. Then he dropped his pants, and aimed his cock at her pussy. He fucked her hard, his hands on her hips, resting his pistol on her back. Holly hung her head down, her hair hanging over her face. Her tits dangled straight down, and swung in every direction – sometimes in unison, but sometimes independent of each other. There were passengers on either side of her staring point-blank at her revolving tits and rippling ass. I could hear her emit sad wails. "Whhhoooo."
Everybody was still standing up and leaning over, watching her get fucked in the aisle in the middle of the plane. I looked back and saw that the fourth terrorist had stepped out of the cockpit, and was also watching. The cockpit door was open, and it appeared that the pilot and co-pilot had their hands tied behind their seats, and the plane was on autopilot.
The lead terrorist stepped forward toward Holly. He whipped his cock back out, and make Holly lift her head, and suck his cock while still getting fucked doggie style in the aisle.
The "rear" terrorist came with little fanfare, and pulled out of Holly's pussy. The lead terrorist tried to drag her back up to the front of the plane. But the spent Holly stumbled and fell onto her knees, right at my feet. She looked up at me, and I looked down at her.
The lead terrorist chuckled. "You want her now? You can have her." He made Holly unbuckle and unzip my pants while I remained seated in an aisle seat, my hands still tied behind my back. My hard cock popped out when she pulled my pants over them. "Suck it!" He ordered Holly. Holly lowered her head down onto my throbbing red cock, and wrapped her lips around it.
My wife had sucked my cock before, but never this well. She took it deeper than usual, and kept more pressure on the shaft with her lips. She occasionally licked it like an ice cream cone, and slid her tongue down over my balls. And she sucked faster. I was getting ready to cum quickly, when the terrorist made her stop. SHIT!
But then he made Holly climb onto my lap and straddle me, facing me. Her gooey pussy slid down easily on my stiff cock, and she quickly got into a fast rhythm humping into me. I couldn't help clamping my lips on her right tit, and flicked my tongue over her stiff nipple.
I didn't last another minute. With my head nuzzled between her tits, I shot a long stream of cum into her pussy. Holly only sighed, and rested her head on my shoulder.
Then the second terrorist grabbed her again. He laid down on the aisle floor a few rows behind me, and made Holly straddle him. She lowered her pussy down over his cock, and fucked him, her tits hanging over his face.
The lead terrorist then stood behind the pair. He knelt behind Holly between the second terrorist's legs. With the second terrorist fucking up into her pussy, that only left one hole in the vicinity that was vacant. He was going to fuck my bride's virgin ass.
He spread her cheeks, and poked his shiny cock at her little asshole. Holly moaned when he began working it in. "Oh, no, please!" It took some time, but the lead terrorist appeared to have his whole cock sliding in and out of her asshole, while the second terrorist fucked up into her from underneath. The three writing bodies wobbled in the aisle.
The third, rear terrorist climbed around the aisle until he was kneeling close to Holly's head. He grabbed her left hand, and forced her to stroke his cock.
The fourth terrorist, watching from outside the cockpit, now approached, climbed over the bodies, and knelt on Holly's right side, opposite of the third terrorist. He whipped out his dry cock, and made Holly jerk him off, too.
It looked like a can of worms to me, five bodies wriggling and jerking around, with my naked wife the focal point in the center. She was taking four cocks at once; one in her pussy, one in her ass, and two in her hands.
The four terrorists were laughing and joking, in between moans and groans. They had laid their weapons down, and were slapping Holly's tits and spanking her ass. They were having a fine ol' time. Holly was silent, her body writhing in all directions.
CHAPTER SEVEN
Suddenly, a dozen or more passengers leapt onto the bodies. They grabbed the weapons, and grabbed the terrorists. There was a momentary struggle, but once the weapons were extricated, the terrorists were far outnumbered, and were quickly overpowered by multiple men on each of them.
The flight attendants un-cuffed the air marshals, and untied the pilots. The air marshals then took control, using their cuffs on two of the terrorists and tying all four of their hands and feet. I was still tied up.
Through the flurry of activity in the aisles, Holly emerged, standing up, and milling about in a naked daze. Finally she seemed so snap out of it, and hurried to the front of the plane. At that time the pilot got on the intercom, and ordered everybody back to their seats for immediate landing. Holly was trying to get to her clothes when the bitchy stewardess ordered her back to her seat and gave her a push. Holly quickly reached down and managed to grab her blouse, skirt, and shoes, before she was nearly trampled by people scurrying to their seats. I saw her throw her blouse over her braless torso, pull her skirt over her bare butt, and quickly hop into her seat, holding her shoes.
Finally I got Scotty's attention, and had him untie my hands. By the time I got my pants back up, everybody else was back in their seat. The only open seat available was my original seat.
As we descended, I saw Holly, back across the aisle, putting on her shoes. Everybody was now leaning back and ready for landing. But I noticed many of the nearby men still looking over at Holly. And the drunk had somehow managed to find more liquor. He was sloppy drunk again, and running his hand up Holly's thigh. Holly made no attempt to combat him. She was just too physically and emotionally wasted.
So while we descended through the clouds, I watched the drunk rub my wife's pussy under her skirt, and reach into her blouse and feel her tits. Holly looked over at me, with a defeated expression. I could only shrug my shoulders, and watch – again. And then the older bespectacled man in the aisle seat subtly rubbed her left tit with the back of his hand, and when Holly didn't say anything, he felt her tits, too.
When the plane hit the runway, the pilots immediately steered to a remote location away from gates. I could see fire trucks and other emergency vehicles with their lights on, waiting for us.
The plane came to a halt. The emergency exits were quickly opened, and the emergency chutes unfolded. There was a scamper for the exits. I was pushed into the aisle, ahead of Holly, and with the crowd surging forward I couldn't get to her. I slid down the emergency chute, landing roughly on the pavement, and looked back for Holly.
I spotted Holly standing at the exit, preparing to slide down. She tried to gingerly sit down and slide off, holding her skirt down. But the drunk was right behind her, and he sat down behind her with his legs wrapped around her, and put his hands around her body, cupping her braless tits. As Holly slid down the chute, she reached up to fend off the hands on her tits. Her skirt flew up, exposing her naked pussy, her dark pubic hair easily detectable by everyone looking up. Her bare butt hit the chute, and her sticky flesh slowed her ascent. He pushed the drunk off of her chest, and now her braless tits bobbled freely in her sheer blouse. I heard a couple of guys, either passengers or emergency workers, whistle at her show. She landed hard, but was caught by two firemen at the bottom.
Before I could even get to her, Holly was grabbed by her arms by two big men in dark suits and sunglasses, led to a nearby sedan, and sped away. I was left milling around the tarmac with the rest of the passengers, in a daze.
I heard a familiar voice behind me. It was Kurt. I looked back. When he saw me looking, he slid his middle finger under his nose, and took a big whiff. "Mmm, that sure smells good." Alex and Neal laughed at his crude joke.
Neal looked over in my direction. "Coffee, tea, or me," he said, and all three of my co-workers laughed.
I had no idea when I'd see Holly again, or when we'd be free to go. But I figured that when we were free, the first thing I'd be doing is looking for a car to rent to drive us home.
THE END
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CHAPTER ONE: INTRO - BLEACHER MILFS
We were having an unusually hot spring, which might have bothered me last baseball season. But over the winter, since turning 18, I discovered girls in a big way. So while sitting on the bench waiting for the game to start, my instinct was to look back at the bleachers behind us to look for female flesh. Unfortunately, there were very few young girls that came to watch our team. However, that didn't stop me from finding females to ogle, for I didn't have any problem checking out my teammates' moms.
Not that they were all raging beauties. Some were hot, absolutely, like Chris and Pete's moms, both slender blondes with smoking bodies. Some, like Brad and Kip's moms, I think that just about anybody would think were attractive. But there were some, like Mike and Eric's moms, that had a little more flesh on them and maybe looked a little older, that I still liked looking at, in part because they had big tits, and in part, well, just because they were female and they were in my view. I wouldn't want anybody else to know that I was lusting after these old moms, but then I wouldn't want my friends to know that I was lusting after any of their hot moms either.
I was horny enough to risk taking a few good peeks back. There were several moms in shorts showing off some bare leg. A couple with bare arms and bra straps showing also. Not bad. Then there was Mike's mom, Mrs. Miles, in a denim skirt. Mike had been one of my best friends for a few years, so it was odd to suddenly think of his mom as a sex object. On top of that, Mr. Miles had been my manager for the past two seasons, so Mrs. Miles was my manger's wife. Mrs. Miles was one of those moms in the "fleshier" category, so her legs weren't the best. But they were legs. Mrs. Miles had short spiked frosted hair, was pretty tall, taller than me, a little thicker in the waist and butt than I'd prefer. But she did have those nice big tits. So as she read a magazine while wearing these half-glasses, I took a long look at her exposed legs, and tried to look up her skirt. Just then she looked up, over her glasses, and made eye contact with me. Damn! Busted!
Some time later, early in the game, we were at bat, and I sat on the bench. I wanted to look back at the women, but didn't want to risk getting caught twice in one game looking at Mrs. Miles. Sitting next to me was Eric. I felt Eric nudge me, and whisper, "Hey, Don, check it out. Look at Mike's mom."
"Huh?"
"Look at Mrs. Miles. You can see up her skirt."
I looked back at Mrs. Miles. Her denim skirt had ridden up quite a bit, and her knees had spread apart more. Sure enough, I could clearly see a triangle of white panty up her skirt! First of all, I was thrilled to see Mrs. Miles' panties. Second of all, I was shocked that Eric would point it out to me. Eric was the top player on our team, actually the top athlete in the league, a head taller than the rest of us, and very popular with the girls at school. If HE was willing to admit that he enjoyed looking up this woman's skirt, I felt better about my own lust for her.
As I ogled Mrs. Miles' panties, Eric turned to Pete, sitting on his other side, and pointed the show out to him. As we took turns looking back at Mrs. Miles, Eric said, "I think she's doing it on purpose. I overheard a couple of the moms complaining about Vito's mom last week. They were complaining about the way she dresses for the games."
I remembered Vito's mom last week, too. She came to the game right from work, dressed to the hilt. Mrs. Nippola looks too young to be Vito's mom. She's divorced, a hot dark-haired beauty, not very tall, but has killer legs and a firm body. I noticed her in the bleachers wearing a scooping top and push-up bra, as well as a short skirt. Damn, I even got to see up her skirt, to her pink panties under her pantyhose. But I didn't know that everybody else noticed her, too.
I glanced back at Mrs. Miles, but turned away as she looked over at us. "She's looking at us," I whispered to Eric.
"She wants us to look at her. Look at her now, she's spreading' wider!" I looked back, and sure enough, Mrs. Miles had spread her knees apart wider, and she was looking right at us.
Mrs. Miles was now engaged in a conversation with Kip's mom, Mrs. Deil. Mrs. Deil had a pretty face, luscious lips, and a nice slender figure. She looked younger than most of the moms, but her shoulder-length straight brown hair had some visible strands of gray.
Just as I was looking back admiring Mrs. Deil, she crossed her arms, grabbed the bottom of her tank top, and began pulling it up. "Holy crap," I whispered. Eric and Pete heard me, and looked back just in time to see Mrs. Deil pull her top up over her head, shaking it through her hair, and dropping it next to her on the bleacher. She was wearing a pink bikini top. It wasn't the most revealing bathing suit top I've seen, and her tits were pretty small anyways. But it was a bit of a surprise that she'd be on display in just a bikini top and cutoffs at her son's baseball game.
Both Eric and Pete moaned at the sight of another team mom on display. We watched as Mrs. Deil arched her back and put suntan lotion on her shoulders, chest, and stomach.
Not only was it fun staring at all these scantily dressed MILFs, but also it was cool actually discussing them with Eric and Pete. It was just the beginning of the summer of "sharing" the team moms with my eighteen-year-old teammates.
----------
The very next game was on an even hotter day, and there were even skimpier clothes and more exposed bra straps in the bleachers. Not every mom was in attendance at every game. Today there were several moms that weren't at the last game. This included Brad's mom, Mrs. Curtis. She had nice legs, but her shorts were a little too long to show much thigh. This wasn't the case with Mrs. Osteen, Chris' mom. She had on some very short shorts, and as she sat on the bleachers with her legs crossed, Eric and I simultaneously spotted her blue panties peeking out of the side of her shorts.
I arrived a little early for the game, but several of my teammates were already there, hanging around the backstop and the bleachers. I saw Brad and Tim on the top row of the bleachers, and Pete and Eric were climbing down. Eric approached me, and mumbled, "Climb up to the top of the bleachers."
"Why?"
"Mrs. Deil isn't wearing a bra. Her blouse is hanging open and you can see her whole tit!"
I looked up at the bleachers, where Brad and Tim were sitting. Next to them was Mrs. Deil, who was wearing a white cotton sleeveless blouse, which scooped down in front. It appeared to be gapped open, and Brad and Tim were climbing all over each other to get a closer look.
I climbed up to bleachers and stood next to Tim, and pretended to be making small talk with him. But really I was standing over Mrs. Deil. Sure enough, her top was gapped way open, and I could see her whole right tit! It was small, pale in comparison to the rest of her chest, and it was capped with a brown nipple with smaller areolas. Her eraser-sized nipple was easy to see. Fuck! I'm seeing a tit! My first naked tit, and it was on an adult woman! I lingered as long as I dared before climbing down the bleachers and sharing my experience with Eric and Pete, who saw the same thing. As Brad and Tim climbed down the bleachers, Shawn and Bill replaced them. Seven of us saw our teammate's mom's tit, and it was the talk of the bench through most of the ball game.
Near the end of the game, Eric said to me, "Watch Kyle's mom right after the game."
"Gladly," I quipped, thinking of Mrs. Kreske, Kyle's attractive mom. "Why especially?"
"The last two games, when Coach Miles was telling everybody about the next game, she's come up behind me and rubbed up against me."
"Rubbed up against you?"
"Yeah. She presses her tit into my shoulder. If she does it again, I'm going to reach back and 'accidentally' rub her pussy or something."
What happens immediately after the game is that the manager reminds the players when and where the next game or practices is, and what time to be there. Many of the parents also crowed around to hear what he has to say. So after this game, I backed up a bit, and sure enough, Mrs. Kreske found her way over to Eric, and stood behind him. Since Eric was the tallest one on the team, she wouldn't be standing there to see better. Mrs. Kreske seemed to be pressing her left tit into Eric's right shoulder. Mrs. Kreske had B cup tits I'd guess, was another cute brunette mom, but her hair was shorter than most of the moms. She was a bit of a fireplug; shorter than most of the moms. I wouldn't call her slender, she had a little meat on her, but she looked like she worked out. I've often admired her hard thighs, and her round ass, when she wore tight shorts.
I stood right behind Mrs. Kreske, and watched her arch her back and press her left tit into Eric's shoulder from behind. He was right; she was doing it on purpose! Eric seemed to be responding by slowly rubbing his shoulder back and forth over her tit. It was erotic to watch someone else's "foreplay" with a mom.
Eric dropped his right hand to his side, and let it slide a little behind him. As he had threatened, he seemed to be attempting to touch Mrs. Kreske. He pressed the back of his hand into her crotch. Mrs. Kreske wasted no time in arching her hips forward to press her pussy into Eric's hand and do a little subtle grinding on it. This all took place in a matter of seconds, before Coach Miles was done talking and the group dispersed.
This made one mom who showed us her panties, one who showed us her tits, and one who rubbed her tits and pussy against one of us. That was three horny moms we found out of the thirteen team moms. And it was still early in the baseball season, and the summer.
CHAPTER TWO: THE COACH'S WIFE
The following Saturday, I went over to Mike's house before practice. It was the first time I'd seen Mrs. Miles since the game where she'd flashed her panties at us. I was pretty sure that it was deliberate, but if it was, I figured that it was likely for Eric's benefit, who was so popular with girls. Perhaps older women found him attractive, too. But today, I immediately caught a different vibe from Mrs. Miles. I can't explain it, just a look, and something in her voice when she said, "Hello, Don," with a little smile. Mrs. Miles wasn't dressed exceptionally. She was wearing some jogging pants and a t-shirt. But the shirt was tight and clinging enough that I kept looking at her big tits whenever she walked through the family room. They even swayed some inside of her bra. She was a big woman, taller than me, and broad shouldered. Her big round butt jiggled in those clinging slacks, and I think she caught me staring at her ass, too.
Coach Miles said that he was gong to go move a pile of mulch that was sitting in the driveway. He went outside, and I could hear his shovel scraping against the sidewalk, then his wheel barrel moving about the yard. Mike and I were talking in the living room, when I heard his mom calling from down the hall. "Mike, you have to go mow the lawn now!"
"Mom, I'll do it after practice, Don's here now," replied Mike.
"No, you do it now. Don can go play video games in your room for a half hour," said Mrs. Miles. After a little more arguing, Mike gave up the fight, and went out the side door to mow the lawn. That left me in the house alone with Mrs. Miles. I sauntered down the hall towards Mike's bedroom, which I'd spent plenty of time in over the years. I knew where his video games were.
As I passed Mike's parents' bedroom, the door was wide open, and I glanced inside to my right. Standing beside the bed was Mrs. Miles. Totally naked. Buck naked. Full frontal. I stopped dead in my tracks and stared, my jaw hanging down. There she was, her big white tits right there, capped by large dark areolas and fat nipples. My eyes moved downward over her rounded belly to her fat triangle of brown pubic hair.
Mrs. Miles simply stood there silently, with a deadpan expression. I expected her to jump and cover or squeal or something. But she just stood there, clutching her white panties in one hand, and her other hand on her hip. Finally I broke off my stare, and stumbled my way down the hall to Mike's room.
I sat on Mike's desk chair, my heart beating rapidly. Did she forget I was in the house? Was she pissed? I couldn't get those big tits and big areolas and long public hairs out of my mind. I just saw a grown woman - naked!
I could hear Mike's lawn mower outside, as well as Coach Miles scraping the shovel. Then I heard Coach Miles' wife walking down the hall toward me. I was bracing for a scolding or something. Mrs. Miles entered the room, now wearing a short white robe, tied in the front. She stood about two feet in front of me, and stood over me as I sat in the chair. She had that deadpan expression on her face. "Don!" she said, in her husky voice.
"Yes?" I replied.
The corners of her lips rose, into a closed-mouth smile. "Did you like what you saw?"
Was that a trick question? I paused, and then replied 'Yeah."
"Do you want to see more?"
I thought I'd seen it all, but I replied, "Yeah."
Without another word Mrs. Miles untied her robe, and opened it up to show her big tits and hairy bush again. She quickly slid the garment off of her shoulders, and dropped it behind her on the carpet.
My eyes were at the level over her belly. My eyes darted from her pussy to her tits, taking them in, inspecting them. Her tits did slope down a little, but they were so big, and just inches away. There were some imperfections on her, but I didn't care. This was a grown woman, completely naked except for some big white round earrings, and she was posing for me. I didn't know what to do. Mrs. Miles made the next move for me. She spread her legs, moved forward, and lowered her bare bottom onto my lap. She wrapped her bare thighs around me, rested her warm ass on my bare legs, and thrust her chest forward.
"You can touch me," she said. I reached up, and planted both of my palms on her naked tits, which were inches from my face. I groped her heavy melons firmly as she put her arms on my shoulders. "Ooh, such a firm young body," she cooed in her husky voice. She pressed her body forward, until her pussy mound was rubbing against my hard cock in my shorts. She slowly humped me as she leaned down and opened her mouth. I opened mine, and planted my lips onto hers. She snaked her tongue in my mouth and French kissed me as we pressed together. Aware that we didn't have much time, I slid my right hand down her side, and cupped her pussy mound over her forest of coarse pubic hair.
Mrs. Miles lifted up slightly, grabbed my shorts by the waist, and pulled them down. I lifted my butt up off the chair, and the big strong woman yanked my shorts and boxers down to my knees, and then tugged them down to my ankles. She wrapped her long fingers around my hard cock, and stroked it rapidly, while I continued kissing her and fondling her tit with my left hand. My right index finger found her wet slit buried in her pubic hair, and I slid it inside. It was warm and lubricated like nothing I'd ever felt before.
Mrs. Miles pulled my hand away from her pussy, aimed my cock at it, and guided my dick head inside. She thrust forward, and her hot pussy swallowed up my whole cock. Goddamn, I'm fucking a woman!
My friend's mom clamped her big thighs around me, and began thrusting her hips in and out. My cock slid in and out of her as she wrapped her arms around me. My face was mashed against her chest. I put my hands on her side, then her hips, and then over her thrusting butt cheeks, sinking my fingers into her ass flesh.
I was aware that we had time constraints. The buzzing of the lawn mower and the scraping of the shovel outside reminded me that any moment my friend might re-enter the house and see me fucking his mom, or my baseball manager could catch me fucking his wife. Mrs. Miles was panting in my ear. My cock tingled with the soft slippery friction of the gliding pussy.
Mrs. Miles arched her back, causing her tits to lift up to my face. I took the opportunity to burrow between her tits, licking between them. Then I quickly kissed my way over her right tit, until my lips found her fat nipple. I sucked it into my mouth, and licked it. Mrs. Miles groaned hoarsely. "Ohhhh!"
As she thrust her hips, Mrs. Miles started bouncing up and down on my lap, causing faster friction on my cock. I stopped feeling around her body, and I grabbed her hips firmly, and thrust into her as fast as I could. I arched forward and felt her tits pressing into my chest. The chair was squeaking, but I forgot about the noises outside or who could walk in. My sole goal in life at that moment was to ejaculate into Mrs. Miles' pussy. I was getting close. Coach Miles himself could have walked in at that moment, and I wouldn't have stopped fucking his wife. Mrs. Miles was making sounds I didn't expect to ever hear from my friend's mom. She sounded like some zoo animal, grunting into my ear. "Hugh Hugh Hugh!" Like a train.
Mrs. Miles' bare skin started to feel sweaty. She rotated her hips in circles as she thrust. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. Then she clamped her big thighs around me in a vice-like grip, and groaned. I took a moment to look over at her face. Her mouth was open, and her eyes were closed. I could see lines in her face I'd never noted before, as she appeared to be in pain. "OHHHHHHHHH!"
With almost no warning even to myself, I lost control, and gushed a load of sperm into Mrs. Miles' pussy. I arched up and let her have numerous other spurts. Mrs. Miles began to shudder and shake on top of me, like she was having a seizure. Her body shook all over me, and I thought she was going to throw me off of the chair. I hung on and tried to keep her centered on me. "GRRRRRRR! UNNNNGGG!"
Just as I finally got done cumming inside of her, Mrs. Miles slowed her thrusting, until she finally collapsed on me. I felt her dead weight on my lap and on my shoulders as she panted heavily.
Then without a word, the big mother raised up off of me, letting my cock slide out of her pussy. She stood up and stepped back. I took one last look at her matted pussy hair and dangling tits as she bent down and picked up her robe. I had one strange fleeting moment of discomfort and modesty when I realized that my dick was out in front of my friend's mom. She was in the process of putting her robe on when we heard the back door open. It brought me back to reality, and I quickly stood and started to yank up my shorts and boxers. Mrs. Miles turned and tied her robe as she walked out the door without a word, and hurried down the hall. Seconds later, Mike came into the bedroom. I told him I had to go to the bathroom, and as I made my way down the hall, I heard the shower running in Mrs. Miles' master bathroom. When I'd wiped off my cock and washed my hands, and came out of the bathroom, Coach Miles was also in the house. A few minutes later, just as we were leaving for baseball practice, Mrs. Miles came out of her bedroom and said goodbye to us. As I was walking out the door, I looked back at her, and she gave me a little smile.
CHAPTER THREE: BLEACHERFINGER
The next game was on a cooler day, so I was afraid that there wouldn't be much to view in the stands. I walked to the park because Mom and Dad were busy and were coming later. It had rained earlier, and so the game right before ours had been delayed. So not only did I have a long wait before my game started, I was starting to get cold. The bleachers were full, as parents from both the early game and our later game were there. I climbed up the right side of the bleachers, and found a spot next to Brad's mom, Mrs. Curtis, on the edge of the top row. Her other son was playing in the early game. Mrs. Curtis said, "Hi, Don," as I squeezed in next to her on her right. Mrs. Curtis had a blanket over her legs; that's how cold it was. I could see from her bare calves that she was wearing shorts under the blanket. I tired to give Mrs. Curtis her space, but we were hip-to-hip next to each other. And Mrs. Curtis didn't seem to want her own space. I felt her right leg press against my left leg. I didn't mind the contact.



Brad's dad, Mr. Curtis, was sitting next to Mrs. Curtis on her left. He was talking about baseball to another dad on the other side of him to his left. Mrs. Curtis watched the game. I caught glances of Mrs. Curtis' face, only a foot from mine. I'd been on a few teams with Brad, plus we'd been in some classes together back in grade school, and his mom was often a Snack Mom or Field Trip mom, so I'd known his mom for a few years. God, was she pretty, in a wholesome sort of way. Her shoulder length brown hair was stylish, her nose turned up nicely, and she had really kissable lips. At this close range, I could see wrinkles in her face that showed a few years. She looked over at me, and said, "Are you cold, Don?"
"Yeah, a little," I said.
"Here." She threw her blanket over my legs. We were now sharing her blanket, and even through my baseball pants I could feel her bare thigh press against mine. I didn't want to be offensive, but I wasn't going to move away from her. Perhaps it was my imagination, but she seemed to enjoy rubbing up against me. I glanced over at Mr. Curtis. He was turned away from us, still talking about baseball. I guess that nobody could tell under the thick blanket that we were so close anyways. I put my hands under the blanket, on the tops of my own thighs, to keep them warm. Damn, it would be cool just to slide my left hand over onto Mrs. Curtis' bare thigh. I looked over at her. She was staring straight ahead at the ballgame, but there seemed to be a little smile on her face. I'd swear I felt some sexual tension.
As if she read my mind, Mrs. Curtis put her right hand under the blanket. She slid it over to my hand, and held her right hand on top of my left hand. At fist I wondered if she were going to push my hand away or something. But she just cupped my hand for a moment. Then she grabbed my hand, and gently pulled it over towards her, until it was sitting on top of her bare right thigh. She withdrew her hand and rested it on top of the blanket, leaving my hand on her thigh. Wow!
I looked around. Everybody below us on the bleachers was watching the game, not us. A few of my teammates had arrived, and were hanging around by the backstop. Mr. Curtis was still turned away talking. I gently squeezed my hand down around her thigh. Mrs. Curtis' only reaction was to rub her shoulder into mine. We were now pressed together from shoulder to hip to knee.
Very, very gently, I slid my hand more inside of her thigh, until the back of my hand was touching her left thigh. Her skin felt so smooth and warm. With no objection from my teammate's mom, or from his dad who wasn't noticing, I squeezed harder, and wiggled my fingers a little. But that was all the chances I was going to take.
Them Mrs. Curtis slid her hand under the blanket again, put her hand over mine, and pushed my hand higher up her thigh, spreading her legs wider. I let her guide my hand up her thigh, until I felt the edge of her shorts. I was careful not to move my hand or arm much, but I squeezed her upper inside thigh with my fingers. I spread my fingers apart, until I could feel my little pinky tapping against the crease by her crotch over her shorts. Again she reached under the blanket, and this time I was sure that she would push my hand away. But instead, she pulled my hand up further, spread her legs wider, and placed my hand square on her crotch over her cotton shorts.
My heart was beating a mile a minute, as I slowly rubbed my fingers up and down over her pussy mound. I tried to control my motions and my emotions. I glanced over, and Mrs. Curtis still had a little smile on her face as she stared straight out. I glanced at Mr. Curtis, who clearly had no idea that his wife's pussy was getting rubbed by one of his son's friends.
It felt great rubbing the woman's protruding mound, and I would gladly have done it all day. But I was thinking of how I could go even further. Mrs. Curtis' shorts were loose jogging shorts. I wondered if I could slide my hand inside of the left hole from this angle. I slid my hand off of her mound, and slid it under her shorts. I could feel the edge of her cotton panties. My fingers caressed her mound over her tight panties, and I felt a wet spot over her pussy.
I slid my fingers inside of her panties at the crotch. The fabric and elastic offered little resistance, and I was now touching a clump of matted pubic hair. Sliding over further, I cupped the furry pubic mound, and rubbed over it. Mrs. Curtis arched her hips forward to meet my hand.
I found the source of the wet spot, as my middle finger slid up and down her slit. Feeling the warm wetness, I pressed inward, and my middle finger sunk deep into Mrs. Curtis' slippery pussy. My previously cold digit was now burrowed in the warmest place on the bleachers. Not that anybody else seemed aware of it. Being an experienced Baseball Mom, Mrs. Curtis would know that I was wearing a plastic protective cup inside of my jock, so there was no use for her to try to reciprocate and touch my cock.
I worked my finger in and out of the lubricated pussy as fast as I could without moving my hand or arm. Mrs. Curtis' smile was bigger, her eyes glassier. Since it was easy, I slid my ring finger into the elastic pussy, and spread my fingers as wide apart as I could. I heard Mrs. Curtis inhale loudly. Then she put her hand under the blanket again, on top of my hand, and pressed my hand harder against her crotch. My palm was resting on the top of her slit, and rubbing up and down while I finger fucked her.
Mrs. Curtis was thrusting her hips in and out, and holding my hand against her pussy. I glanced over again, and Mrs. Curtis' eyes were closed, and she was biting her lip. She opened her eyes, but her jaw was firmly clenched. Then she clamped her thighs hard around my hand, bucked her hips a little under the blanket, and leaned forward, I presumed to cover her orgasmic motions. A few more thrusts, and the red-faced mom relaxed. After a few more pelvic thrusts, she pushed my hand away from her crotch. I was pretty sure that she'd had an orgasm and was finished with me. I pulled my hand out from under the blanket, and subtly wiped Mrs. Curtis' juices from my fingers onto the blanket.
Without a word, I climbed down the bleachers, and joined my teammates behind the backstop. On Coach Miles' orders, we grabbed some baseballs, moved out down the left field line away from the stands, and started to play catch to warm up. Away from the bleachers, I held my fingers up to Eric, and said, "Wanna smell Brad's mom?"
When it registered what I'd said to him, his jaw dropped. "What? Are you dreaming?"
"No," I replied. "I just finger fucked Mrs. Curtis under a blanket on the bleachers."
"Bullshit! Right up there next to her husband?"
"Yeah," I laughed.
"How? Why?" Eric stuttered.
"She didn't say a word, she just put the blanket over us, and placed my hand over her pussy. And I got two fingers in her!" I bragged.
"You asshole!" Laughed Eric. "I want to do that."
I was proud of myself for doing something that made Eric, the class stud, envious. "Well, if she let me finger her," I said pragmatically, 'She'd probably let you do it some time."
CHAPTER FOUR: BLEACHER BANG
I overheard a group of team moms complaining about Vito's mom. They were commenting about the way she dressed at the games. I thought it somewhat hypocritical of several of them, since by this point in the hot season they were showing as much flesh and undergarments as Mrs. Nippola was. There was a difference, though. With some exceptions, the other moms generally wore what was considered acceptable casual summer attire for a sporting event. Their complaint about Mrs. Nippola was that they considered her flamboyantly underdressed. She came to the games right from work, and often wore spiked heels, tight miniskirts, frilly, colorful, low-cut, or see-through blouses, and push-up bras. Early in the season pantyhose were in evidence, but they disappeared with the cool weather. And at the last game, there was a thong sighting by Eric, who sat behind her on the bleachers.
The team players had noticed Mrs. Nippolas' wardrobe, and the rest of her appearance. I guess she was of Italian descent, judging by Vito's name and Mrs. Nippola's long thick black hair and dark eyes and complexion. She wasn't very tall, but she had a curvy figure and smooth legs. Many times one of us would walk by her as she sat on the bleachers, so we could look up her skirt, which she made easy. Standing over her was also a pleasure, because there was plenty of cleavage spilling out the top of her low-cut blouses and push-up bras. When we players weren't checking her out, we caught the dads doing it, which was likely one source of the moms' irritations. She was divorced, which also may have scared the moms a little. She would bounce up to the bleachers on her high heels, wiggling her butt and shoulders, waving and saying hello to us players and the dads. We liked her because she didn't act snobby or treat us like children. By appearances, she had to be just about the youngest mom on the team. With her tight and revealing clothes she just made me desire her.
At a weekday practice, Kip, Shawn, and I asked Vito for a ride home, and he said no problem. Mrs. Nippola arrived while we were still on the field, and I had trouble paying attention to what I was doing when I could see her sitting alone on the bleachers in a short skirt and blouse. I came in to bat, and she gave me a little wave. She uncrossed her legs, and her pink panties were on display up her skirt. No pantyhose tonight.
Practice ended, and the coaches and most of the players disappeared in a hurry. By the time Vito, Kip, Shawn, and I got settled in Mrs. Nippola's car, there were just a few players on bikes left. But Mrs. Nippola's car wouldn't start. She tried it a few times, but no deal. The four of us got out of the hot car and stood around the bleachers along with Pete and Tim, who sat on their bikes in no hurry to leave.
Mrs. Nippola made a couple of calls on her cell phone, and then exited her car and joined us by the bleachers. "Vito's uncle is going to come and jump the car, but he can't get here for about half an hour."
At first I was a little irritated. Until I got smart and realized that not only did I have nothing to do at home, but we were now marooned with a sexy MILF in a short skirt and a see-through blouse. And it was starting to get dark.
I'd have preferred to be marooned alone with Mrs. Nippola, but I had to make do with five of my teammates. Mrs. Nippola settled back into the third row of the bleachers, and was soon surrounded by four horny teens. Vito stood nearby. I sat down on the first row of the bleachers, in a position to look up Mrs. Nippola's skirt. She didn't disappoint, and shot me a nice view of her panties. If the moms didn't like the way she sat during the games, they should see the way she looked now, with her skirt hiked up high, a black see-through blouse that showed her black bra, and her cleavage spilling out the top of the scooping blouse.
At Mrs. Nippola's invitation, Pete and Tim had managed to grab bleacher seats on either side of her. With the whole bleacher for the five of us, they were up tight next to her. She didn't seem to mind their proximity. In fact, she put her hands on their thighs. Kip sat directly behind Mrs. Nippola, obviously looking down her blouse at her cleavage.
The baseball field wasn't far off of the street, but it was a quiet street with little traffic, and the houses across the street were quite a distance and hidden by trees. Beyond the outfield were only shrubs and trees. We were fairly isolated.
Mrs. Nippola took a cell phone call. "Oh, don't hurry," she told the caller. "I'm surrounded by six strong handsome young athletes." That gave my cock a jump, along with the little wink Mrs. Nippola gave me. Upon hanging up the phone, she said, "Vito, you don't mind if I get cozy with your friends, to you?"
"Why should I care?" replied Vito.
Mrs. Nippola pressed her thighs into Pete and Tim's. To do this she spread her legs wide, which hiked her skirt up even higher. Sitting in front of her, my eyes were at crotch level, and I looked between her two naked smooth inner thighs to see the mound of her pussy covered only by her tight pink panties. Mrs. Nippola ran her palms up Pete and Tim's thighs, and grazed their crotches. Presuming they wore their cups to practice, she was only grabbing hard plastic, but the idea of what she was doing was enough to raise the temperature of everybody on the bleachers.
"It's getting warm," said Mrs. Nippola. I think I'll unbutton my blouse a little." Mrs. Nippola's sheer low-cut blouse didn't have too many buttons, so she only had to undo three of them to open up her blouse and have both of her shiny bra cups exposed to the dimming light.
"Geez, Ma, why don't you just flash them your boobs?" Asked Vito.
Mrs. Nippola gave a little smile. "Do you boys want to see my boobs?"
"Yeah," was the unanimous reply from the five of us.
I couldn't believe it was that easy. And even easier was that Mrs. Nippola had a front-hook bra. With another dirty smile on her face, she unclasped the front of her bra, and her two tits fell out of their holsters. They weren't as gravity defying as her push-up bra suggested, but they were firm and sizable and sloped out nicely. Her dark areolas pointed up, and her nipples were long and hard. She proudly thrust her chest out and smiled as she modeled her bare tits for us.
The bare tits were soon covered by Pete's and Tim's hands, eagerly kneading and squeezing them.
Mrs. Nippola's feet were on either side of me, and I took advantage of my position to start stroking her calves. She looked down at me, and said, "Don, why don't you sit here, for a better view?" She patted her footrest. I deftly climbed down and sat on the board at her feet, facing her. My face was now nestled between her bare thighs. The hot mom reached down with her right hand and pulled her panty crotch to the side. I was now a foot away from her bare pussy. It was shaved, with dark brown flesh on her mound surrounding her pink lips. The only pubic hair was a black strip right above her slit.
I burrowed my face between her thighs, and licked her hairless pussy. She quickly stopped, reached under her skirt, lifted her butt up off the bench, and pulled her panties down her thighs. I helped her slide them down her legs, and left the warm silky garment on the bench beside me. It was soon kicked off the bleachers and fell under them. By the time I got back to the bare pussy in front of me, Mrs. Nippola's slit was already oozing juices onto the aluminum bench. I eagerly went back to licking into her pussy, slurping up and down and back and forth.
The two teens on either side of Mrs. Nippola had pulled down their pants and jocks. Mrs. Nippola jerked the two stiff cocks while I ate her out. Above her, Kip and Shawn were getting in some quick feels of her bare tits also. Mrs. Nippola took turns French kissing Pete and Tim. Soon Kip had his cock out, and Mrs. Nippola turned her head back and wrapped her lips on it.
"Vito, tell us if someone is coming," called Mrs. Nippola to her son.
"The only thing coming is you, Mom."
Mrs. Nippola stood up, and climbed onto Tim's lap with her back to him, and slid her pussy down onto his hard shaft. She used her knees to pump up and down. When she bounced too hard, the aluminum bleachers rattled, and she calmed down. Everybody, including me, took turns feeling her tits. I now whipped out my cock, stood in front of Mrs. Nippola, and she leaned forward and sucked on it. I could hear her slurping noises as her lips slid up and down my cock shaft. She even licked my dick head, while emitting little moans. It wasn't quite as good as a pussy, but getting a blow job seemed like the next best thing!
Tim came almost immediately. Mrs. Nippola slid off his cock, and laid down with her back on the bleacher. I quickly climbed between her legs, with my feet on the boards on either side of the one we were lying on. Mrs. Nippola squeezed me with her bare thighs, her skirt bunched up around her waist and her blouse and bra wide open. She wrapped her arms around me, and I slid my cock into her hot wet pussy.
Anybody driving or walking down the street might have noticed several bodies on the bleachers, but from that angle and in near-darkness they probably couldn't see any nudity or know that we were fucking. At least I hoped.
I pumped rapidly. I learned that being on top gave me a better angle to thrust faster than when Mrs. Miles had straddled me. I have to admit it only took me a minute to cum inside of her. I was proud of myself for lasting that long.
As soon as I climbed off and before I even had my wet cock back in my pants, Kip took my place and became the third Cougar to fuck our teammate's sexy brunette mom.
When Kip was done, Mrs. Nippola sat up. She pushed Pete down onto the bench, climbed on top of him, and fucked him while the rest of us played with her tits. She proudly bounced up and down, her back arched mostly, as we pawed at her jiggling tits.
Mrs. Nippola leaned over and took Tim's cock in her mouth. "Mmmmm! Mmmmm! Moaned Mrs. Nippola as she fucked and sucked. She started to writhe her body, circling her hips over Pete's cock.
Tim didn't even last as long as Pete, and came into Mrs. Nippola's mouth. Only after Mrs. Nippola swallowed his cum did she let the dick pop out of her mouth. She finished her orgasm, wailing loudly until Vito told her to keep quiet.
Just as we finished up, Vito's uncle drove up in his car. We quickly pulled our clothes up. Mrs. Nippola looked around for her panties, but had to give up and leave them behind as she helped get the car started. She gave us a ride home singing as she drove with the windows open.
CHAPTER FIVE: MOM ON THE FENCE
Several days after Vito's mom's bleacher bang, my mom was driving me home from a practice. I'd already told her about the car not starting to explain why we were late getting home.
"Hey, Don?"
"Yeah, Mom."
The other night, were there any other girls at the park when you were waiting for the car to get jumped?"
"Uh, no Mom."
There was nobody else at the baseball diamond besides your teammates and Vito's mom?"
"No, Mom."
"I heard that some women's underwear was found under the bleachers the next morning."
"Yeah?"
"Nobody else stayed later?"
"No, Mom. We were the last ones to leave."
Mom dropped it, but I guess it pays to be discreet. Should've picked up those panties.
----------
Our next game was an inter-league game in a nearby town. Our game was late afternoon, and it was scorching hot. Just a few feet from the playing field down the first base line was an outer six-foot chain link fence around the entire park. While an earlier game played, our team found some shade along the fence, since there was a row of trees just outside the fence. The coaches watched the previous game from behind the backstop.
Usually these away games had less parents attending, and I didn't see too many of the moms around the bleachers. Then I spotted Kip's mom, Mrs. Deil, on the other side of the fence. Smoking was banned from the park, and she was sneaking a smoke on the other side of the outer fence. I watched her working her way down to where we were sitting. She was wearing tiny white shorts that showed her nice slender legs, and a rustic blue tank top. Since I'd already seen her bare tit down her shirt another time, I was hoping that she'd be braless this time too. As she got closer I could detect two nipples poking through her top.
Mrs. Deil quietly sat down in the shade just a foot from where we were huddled on the other side of the fence. I worked my way over to the fence and glanced through. So did many of my teammates, no doubt also remembering that Mrs. Deil didn't always wear bras.



She didn't disappoint. She sat cross-legged, leaning forward. Her tank top was gapped open, and I got a look at her familiar right nipple capping her cone-shaped tit. It was so obvious that everyone could surely see it. Actually, when she turned a little, I could see both nipples, as her tits practically hung out of her top. And she turned to put out her cigarette in the dirt, a whole bunch of her left tit was visible through the arm hole of her top.
Mrs. Deil then engaged in small talk with the team, sitting and smiling while we all stared down her top and her bare tits. How could she not be aware? Or was she aware?
After a while, Kip wandered over to the fence. He looked down at his mom, and sarcastically said, "Geez, Mom, do you think you could flash your tits a little more?"
Mrs. Deil looked down at her top, but didn't cover herself. Then she stood up and said, "Sorry if I'm offending anybody."
"No need for apologies," said Tim.
Mrs. Deil pressed up against the chain link fence, with a little smile on her face. "Well, I hope you enjoyed the view."
"Yeah!' said several of my teammates.
Mrs. Deil smiled a dirty smirk while rubbing her chest against the fence. She glanced down at herself, reached up with her right hand, and slowly pulled her tank top down. She didn't have to pull down far until her white tit started to appear. Little doubt she could see me, and most of my other teammates, staring at her tit, as her brown nipple popped out over her top. She pulled further until her whole A-cup tit was exposed. Then she pressed forward again, until her tit was poking through the chain link fence.
There were several moans as Kip's mom stood there smirking and flashing her tit at us, her chest pressed against the fence. Then she pulled her top town to expose her left tit, and pushed that one through the fence, too.
I couldn't help myself. With her left tit just inches from me, and just the fence separating us, I reached up and rubbed my fingers over her hard nipple. When her only response was a smile, Tim reached up and felt her right tit.
Mrs. Deil moaned as both of her tits got felt through the fence. I tugged on her hard nipple, and squeezed as much of her little tittie as I could get my hands on. Then I leaned down and took the nipple into my mouth and sucked on it.
"Oooh", cooed Mrs. Diel. My teammates were pressed around me, so I hoped nobody else could see what we were dong with Kip's mom. But frankly I wasn't giving it much thought. I just didn't want to pass up the opportunity to play with a mom's bare tits. I flicked my tongue over her nipple.
I saw other hands trying to reach through the fence to get at Mrs. Deil. She pushed her crotch against the fence, and hand were touching her bare thighs and shorts-covered pussy.
I came up for a breath, and two other hands grabbed the tit that I had been licking. Mrs. Deil pressed her face up to the fence, her lips pursed. I pressed my lips up to the hole between the links, and attempted to kiss her. The fence prevented a good make-out session, but Mrs. Deil did stick her tongue out, and our tongues met and encircled each other outside of our mouths.
My cock was pressed against the fence, and Mrs. Deil stuck her fingers through the fence and touched my crotch over my uniform and cup. I quickly buckled my belt, and pulled my cock out. It was already hard. Mrs. Deil reached through just enough to touch my cock head. I pressed my crotch up to the fence and stuck my wiener all the way through. Mrs. Deil grabbed it with her left hand and jerked me off. I didn't understand what she meant when she said, "Oh, a glory hole."
Eric then took his cock out and stuck it through the fence, and Mrs. Deil gave both of us hand jobs while Tim and a few others played with her tits. Someone managed to unzip her fly and get her pants open enough that I could see her brown pubic hair sticking out.
Mrs. Deil slid to her left just a little, and rubbed her bare pussy over my dick head. Just like that, the head slid in her wet slit. I was now fucking my teammate's mom, in front of my teammate and the rest of my team, outside in broad daylight, and through a fence.
I humped as much as I could, but the fence kept me from getting maximum penetration. Mrs. Deil pulled out, and turned around. She pulled her shorts and her panties halfway down her thighs, exposing her bare white ass to the others and me. She pressed her ass up to the fence, and I felt her pussy sliding over my cock again. Again, my dick head penetrated the mature pussy.
I humped into the fence, and Mrs. Deil humped back into me. The fence made a little metallic noise. There wasn't much that my teammates could do now to touch Mrs. Deil, so they simply crowded around me and watched me fuck the older woman doggie style through the fence. I couldn't grab hold of Mrs. Deil, so I clutched the fence as I humped her. I could see enough of Mrs. Deil's face to see her eyes were closed, and she was smiling.
It didn't take Mrs. Deil long to start gyrating into an orgasm, and as she started to shudder, I quickly followed. As soon as I was done spurting into her pussy, I put my cock away, and Tim took my place in the chain link "glory hole", and fucked Mrs. Deil from behind.
My lust momentarily sated, I came back to reality and realized that we were pretty much out in the open fucking this woman. I looked over at the bleachers, perhaps seventy feet away, and nobody seemed to be watching us. There was nobody on the other side of the park fence approaching or watching Mrs. Deil. Out on the baseball field, some kid from another team was playing right field. He was watching us, likely getting glimpses of a near naked woman getting fucked through a fence. Just as he was gawking at us, a fly ball was hit in his direction, and it dropped right in front of him before his yelling teammates got his attention and he retrieved it.
After Tim came, Mrs. Deil faced us again, and got on her knees. She took Eric's cock in her mouth through the fence, and grabbed two more cocks with her hands. In short order she'd satisfied three more teen cocks, making five so far. She took on several more, with her hands, mouth and pussy, as Kip simply stood back and watched his mom getting gangbanged by his teammates in a ball field. Thinking I'd already seen everything, I had to laugh when I watched Kip pull out his cock and stick it though the fence. I don't even know if Mrs. Deil realized whom the cock belonged to when she grabbed it, but she was now jerking off her own son.
Tim was getting sucked off when came in Mrs. Deil's mouth, and Mrs. Deil pulled back too quick and got hit by a shot of jiz on her face. Her hands were also sticky with cum.
I don't know if everybody had gotten off when Coach Miles started walking our way; at least nearly everybody had. "Hey, Coach Miles is coming!" I said. Mrs. Deil pulled away from the fence, pulled up her shorts and zipped them up, and stuck her tits back into her top. She wiped off her mouth with the back of her hand, and we straightened up our uniforms as the coach approached. Mrs. Deil simply waved at Coach Miles as she walked away, and he waved back.
We played a pretty good game and kicked ass. I attributed it to being relaxed.
END OF PART 1 OF 3
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CHAPTER SIX: COACH MOM
"Don?"
"Yeah, Mom?"
"What was going on before the game today?"
"Uh, nothing."
"I saw Kip's mom down by the fence before the game." Mom had come to the game later. I was hoping she'd arrived after we played with Mrs. Diel, but I guess she got there during the middle of things. I hope she didn't see too much.
"It looked like there was a big commotion around her by the fence. Did somebody get hurt? What was she doing there?"
"She was smoking, and came over to talk to Kip."
"She didn't offer you boys a smoke, did she?"
"No, Mom, she didn't offer us a smoke." I hope I sounded sincere. Mom dropped it, so hopefully she was satisfied with my answers. Phew.
----------
Kip wasn't a real friendly guy, and Vito just wasn't one of the guys we hung out with or sat next to on the bench, so there was minimal follow-up discussion about much of the team fucking their moms, or their own participation in their moms' gangbangs.
At the next game, Pete's mom showed up in the bleachers in a tight fashionable summer dress that scooped way down in front, showing some pushed-up cleavage, more cleavage than I thought the slender blonde possessed. Pet's mom was a bona-fide stuck up bitch, the kind of mom that tended to treat us like vermin when we were around, if she even acknowledged our presence. She seemed the least likely mom to wear something sexy to a ballgame. But then again she'd rarely attended her son's ballgames before.
And that's when a taboo was broken. Up to that point, as much as Pete and Eric and I talked about some of the hot moms in the stands, there was never any mention of any of our own moms. Eric's mom was a redhead with a little weight on her and very average looks, but I enjoyed staring at her big tits and wondered what the redhead's pussy hair looked like. Still, I wasn't about to mention Eric or Pete's moms, and they never mentioned mine.
But upon seeing Pete's mom, Eric asked, "Pete, what's up with your mom dressed that way?"
Pete didn't seem offended. "I think she's trying to piss off my dad. They're going through a divorce. She caught him fucking my sister's babysitter."
Pete's dad was Coach Clark, one of our team's assistant coaches. I thought he was a jerk. He was hired on after the draft as an extra coach, because Pete was not one of our best players. Actually, he was one of the worst. I think he played ball just because his dad made him. Coach Clark was a typical big loud jock, never teaching but always yelling. I hated the way he berated Pete for making mistakes.
So today Mrs. Clark was sitting up in the stands looking standout sexy and overdressed, while Coach Clark stewed on the bench or on the field.
This discussion of Pete's mom opened up a can of worms about each other's moms. Eric asked, "Ever seen your mom naked, Pete?"
Pete replied. "Yeah. But only since Dad moved out. She used to be real modest, but now she's always parading around the house in her underwear or sexy lingerie, and even leaving the bedroom door open when she changes."
"How about you, Mike?" asked Eric. Ever seen your mom naked?"
"No," replied Mike. "She keeps her door locked tight when she changes." I kept my mouth shut about seeing Mike's mom naked when she left the bedroom door open, right before she fucked me. "How about you, Eric?"
"Yeah, I've seen her naked. I'll come home and be real quiet so she doesn't know I'm there, and then she'll come out of her bedroom or the shower completely naked."
"What does she look like naked?" Asked Mike.
"Her tits are big and heavy and have light colored nipples," replied Eric about his redheaded mom. "And her bush is basically the same red color as the hair on her head. Pretty wild looking."
"Wow, a firebush!" Said Mike. I'd never heard that term before, and it made me chuckle.
"How about you, Dan?" asked Pete.
"No," I replied. "I've never seen her naked. Never tried."
"Why the fuck not?" Asked Eric. "She's the hottest mom on the team."
I was taken aback by that comment. Not because I was offended, but I just thought of my mom as a mom. Before Kip and Vito took part in their respective moms' jizfest, I couldn't imagine any son having sexual thoughts of his own mother.
I looked back at the bleachers, and there was Mom. She was very tall, five foot ten inches. And pretty enough for her age. I guess I always knew she was pretty. She did have long legs, which were currently on display in her shorts. And yeah, I guess she did have big tits. Wow, I guess she had REALLY big tits, now that I look at her in her tight red tank top. I felt my cock stirring in my cup, thinking about my mom as a sex symbol, and thinking about my teen teammates thinking about her sexually, the way I thought about their moms.
As if on queue, Mom leaned over to retrieve something from her purse, allowing her tank top to gap open, and a whole lot of cleavage to be displayed to my teammates. "Ummmmm!" several groaned.
Mike asked to no one in particular, "Anybody here fucked their mom?"
A month ago I would have laughed at such an absurd question. But witnessing Kip and Vito fondling their moms' tits, it didn't seem like such a wild inquiry.
Shawn replied, "I've SEEN my mom fucking. I watched her fuck a boyfriend a couple of years ago."
"Was that kind of sick?" Asked Mike.
"She's been divorced from my dad for years, so she had this one boyfriend. Nothing weird about it. It was pretty hot, watching them banging away. She was on top, and her ass was grinding and her tits were hanging down."
We didn't always have to look behind us in the stands for some female action. Sometimes we could just look forward. Shawn's mom, Mrs. Truffeau, was one of our coaches. Not that she knew much about baseball. But here's the way it worked with our league: the dads were all nuts about winning games, more than us players were, so picking the best players was important. And before the season, when the league held a draft, the managers got to reserve their kid, and their coach's kids. So how good an assistant coach's kid played was more important than how well the dad could coach. And since Shawn was a great player, and his mom was divorced and Shawn's dad wasn't around, Coach Miles picked Mrs. Truffeau as an assistant coach so he could automatically get Shawn on his team.
So at practices and at games, Mrs. Truffeau was the only female on the baseball field. She wasn't the prettiest of moms, or one of the classiest or ladylike. Her face was just average, and her shoulder-length brown hair was sort of unkempt and unstyled. And her body was sorta skinny. But she did have nice sized tits on such a skinny frame. And her ass and legs weren't bad, either, when she was the only female to look at. She couldn't coach us on much, but I liked watching her spread her legs and stick her ass out while she hit fungos to us.
She started out the year as just a mom, but the more time she spent around us, she loosened up and tolerated our juvenile behavior and jokes. Sometimes I think she tried to fit in and act like a little more like a regular person and less like a mom. And sometimes I think perhaps she enjoyed our dirty teen innuendos.
And when the weather warmed up, she wasn't afraid to dress skimpy in front of us; or the people in the stands. At practices it started with tight tank tops and spandex shorts over her skinny butt. Soon she was wearing that to games. And once she wore a one-piece bathing suit with cutoffs at a game, coaching first base like that. I don't know what the parents or Coach Miles thought, but we took notice on the bench.
It seemed to start when she caught me staring at her tits once, and just smiled at me. Then she started trading dirty innuendos, when someone would make some juvenile dirty comment. Like when Kip held two baseballs in his hand and said something about having "a pair of big balls". Mrs. Truffeau retorted, "Kip, you only wish your balls were that big." And then some baseball bat jokes. Guys standing with their baseball bats between their legs, and someone would say something dirty. Mrs. Truffeau said, "I've had bigger."
And then she started rubbing up against us. It began as little pats of our shoulders or backs when we made a good play. Some of the visiting fields had actual dugouts, or at least benches obscured by tarps and things. I used to sit next to Mrs. Truffeau on the bench as she kept score, and read the score sheet. She'd sit close to me as she explained how she kept score, and rub her bare leg against mine, and I'd press back. Once Mrs. Truffeau stood behind me on the bench and put her hand on my shoulders. She slowly caressed my shoulders and back, and then leaned forward until I could feel her upper thigh pressing against my upper arm. I pressed back, and then she pressed her pussy mound into my shoulder. All of this was out of the eyeshot and earshot of the other coaches and adults.
It got to the point that when she was coaching first base and I'd get on base, she'd come over and whisper some instructions to me, and press her tit into my shoulder. It was hard to concentrate on the game when she did that.
Then today, she showed up to the game in her black spandex shorts and tight white tank top, only this time she wasn't wearing a bra! Kip and Eric and Pete and I all noticed right away. The whole game she's out coaching the bases like that, and coming back to the bench and parading in front of us, as her sizable tits jiggled on her slender frame under her top, her nipples poking through.
Mrs. Truffeau's son Shawn heard the comments from us boys, and finally said out loud, "Geez, Mom, why don't you just flash your boobs?"
Everybody chuckled, and Mrs. Truffeau looked down at her chest. "They're just boobs. What, you boys don't like boobs?"
"Show us your boobs and we'll tell you if we like them," quipped Kip.
"You boys should be paying attention to the game, not boobs. We're down four runs. We need to win this game."
"Flash us once and we'll get motivated," said Pete.
"You win this game, and maybe I will, Pete," said Mrs. Truffeau.
I didn't think she meant it, but that WAS motivation, and we came from behind and beat our rivals in an important game. We were stoked about it, but the adults and coaches were even more ecstatic. Mrs. Truffeau invited all of us players over to her house for a sleepover celebration. We all went home and changed, and got dropped off at Shawn and Mrs. Truffeau's house.
By the time I got there, Mrs. Truffeau was three sheets to the wind. She'd clearly been celebrating by having a few drinks, and met me at the door with a beer in her hand. She was wearing the same spandex shorts and braless white tank top she wore at the game. She gave me a hug and mumbled something about "a great game!"
Everybody else on the team was already in the family room next to the kitchen, and Mrs. Truffeau joined us there. She walked among us, holding a beer bottle in her left hand, telling each of us individually, "Good game." She was patting us on the butt with her right hand. I saw Eric return the pat by patting Mrs. Truffeau on the butt, and she just smiled at him. That emboldened me, so when she walked by me and patted my butt, (actually, more of a squeeze), I grabbed a handful of her ass. The spandex gave way as I squeezed, and I cupped her cheek for a moment. Mrs. Truffeau moved on, but looked back and gave me a dirty smirk. My heart was thumping by my boldness, the feel of her butt, and her dirty smirk.
Shawn had some music playing, and Mrs. Truffeau started dancing with herself. Of course all of us teen boys watched her braless tits shake.
"Shake 'em", yelled Kip. That only encouraged her more, and she shook her tits and thrust her hips at us.
"Hey, weren't you going to show your boobs if we won the game?" asked Pete.
"I said MAYBE," said Mrs. Truffeau.
"Oh, come on, Mom, just show 'em. They're practically hanging out anyways," said Shawn. They were hanging out the top and spilling out through the armholes at the sides.
The rest of us hollered out words of encouragement. Mrs. Truffeau put down her beer bottle, smiling, like she was pondering. Then she leaned over, bending at the waist, grabbed the top of her tank top in front with both hands, and pulled it open, revealing her hanging tits. I could see her white puppies dangling down, capped with large brown areolas. We all cheered, but the show was a quick one, and she stood up with a big dirty smile on her face.
"More!" We bellowed. Mrs. Truffeau smirked at us before taking a swig from her beer bottle. "More! Take it off!"
"Your turn," she said. "You take your shirts off."
I don't know if she was bluffing or not, but Eric and I peeled off our shirts, and soon the entire team was standing and sitting around shirtless. Mrs. Truffeau put her beer bottle down, crossed her arms, grabbed the hem of her top, and started to lift up. Soon she was peeling her shirt up over her tits and trough her hair.
All of us boys hollered and whistled as Shawn's mom stood and posed topless for us. Her tits did look pretty big on her slender frame. They were very pale, but her areolas were pretty darned large and quite dark. Her tits sloped down just a bit, but were round. I watched as her nipples puckered and stuck out.
Mrs. T picked up her beer bottle and took a swig, taking in the attention and hoots and whistles. She looked down at her naked tits, and then swung her shoulders from side to side, which caused her tits to shake. After getting more hollers and whistles, she shook her chest up and down to make her tits bobble.
Mrs. T leaned back against her fireplace mantle. She put her beer on the mantle, and rested her arms on it. There was a moment there when nobody knew what to do. Mrs. T asked, "Don't any of you want to feel them?" With that, Kip and Shawn approached her and each grabbed a tit. Mrs. T gave her own son a dirty smile as he felt her tit. The rest of us approached, and soon there were numerous hands reaching out for tits. Other hands found her spandex shorts and felt her ass. Mrs. T smiled as she got jostled around. She managed to grab a few guys' cocks and asses, and tugged down on a few guys' pants until she got some bare stiff cocks in her hands.
I was able lean in and get my right hand on her right tit briefly, crudely squeezing it and tugging at her hard nipple. But the competition was harsh, and I got knocked off balance. I ended up on my knees right in front of Mrs. T. I was inches away from her pussy mound, and so I reached in and rubbed the hump over her tight pants. After a bit, I wanted naked flesh, and so I tried to reach in the top of her shorts, but they were too tight. Mrs. T looked down at me stretching her shorts, smiling at me. I reached up and started to pull her pants down. Somebody who was feeling her ass helped, and several hands yanked her pants down along with her white panties. I pulled them down to her ankles, and Mrs. T stepped out of the garments.
I was now staring directly at a naked pussy, covered with brown hair. It was sexy. I reached in and rubbed the matted fur for a moment, and then slid my middle finger in. Mrs. T was very wet. I finger fucked her for a bit as Mrs. T. grabbed several guy's heads and pulled them towards her to make out with them. She spread her legs a little further apart, giving me room to work.
Since eating Vito's mom, I had dreamed of licking another pussy. I burrowed my head into her crotch, felt her hair tickling my nose, and found her wet slit with my tongue. Mrs. T's pussy was hot and musky smelling. I loved the scent, and licked deep and rapidly. Mrs. T spread wider and thrust her pussy harder into my face.
"OK, swing your bats. Show me your lumber," hollered Mrs. Truffeau.
"Huh?" Said Brian.
"Take off your pants!"
All of us stripped out of the rest of our clothes. Mrs. T broke away from the pack, and as I stood up she grabbed my hand. "Don gets to go first because he ate my pussy so well." She reached down and grabbed my hard cock, and stroked it rapidly. As she did, she grabbed my head and pressed her lips against mine, sliding her tongue into my mouth. Apparently she didn't have an issue with kissing the mouth that just licked her pussy. Then she pulled me over to a coffee table, and said, "Lay down, Don." I obeyed, lying on my back on the wooden coffee table, my legs hanging off the end. Shawn's naked mom threw one leg over me, and lowered her torso over my crotch. I felt her slide her pussy down over my cock, and felt the warm wetness slide down the shaft, until her pubic hair met mine. Her tits were dangling over my head, and I grabbed them both.
Mrs. T got in a nice rhythm as she fucked me. My teammates circled the table, and reached out to play with their female coach's tits. Someone stuffed a cock in her face, Kip I think, and she sucked on it while grabbing two more cocks with her hands.
"Ooh, Mmmph!" I heard her moan as her lips stretched around Kip's cock. She squeezed her pussy tightly around my cock, and thrust her hips rapidly. I knew I wasn't going to last long, and it sounded like Mrs. T wasn't either. "Ggrrrpph! MMooorrphh!"
My coach gyrated her hips around rapidly, and shuddered. I let loose with a load of jism, up into her mature pussy. She fell down onto my sweaty chest, her tits mashed against me.
Finally Mrs. T sat up, and lifted her pussy off my glistening cock. I stood up, wobbly, and immediately Kip took my place on the table. Mrs. T simply smiled and lowered herself back down onto Kip's cock, and she was off to the races again.
I realized that I was starving, so I grabbed one of the sandwiches that were sitting out, and sat and watched the action for bit. My female coach was naked and humping my friend, while an entire team of naked baseball players surrounded her with their hard cocks. Those that weren't getting direct action from Mrs. T's pussy, mouth, or hand, were pulling their own cocks, or grabbing her tits.
Rejuvenated, I joined the game again, getting my hands on Mrs. T's jiggling tits. Kip didn't even last as long as I did, and soon Tim was under the coach and getting fucked.
Mrs. T got about half way through the team, and then started switching positions. She took Chris as she lied on her back on the coffee table, Mike while lying on the couch, she sat on Kyle's lap on the couch as she fucked him, and finally Eric fucked her as she lied on the kitchen table with her legs over his shoulders as he stood between her legs.
It was then that I noticed Shawn standing in the back, naked, stroking his hard cock. Mrs. T noticed him too, and called out, "C'mon, Shawn! I can see you want a piece of me too." Shawn sauntered over to his mom, and she gave him a kiss on the lips. She reached down and grabbed his cock and stroked it slowly. Shawn played with her tits. Mrs. T pulled him over to the couch, pulled him on top of her, and guided his cock into her pussy. Shawn fucked his own mom in front of his friends, and if either of them was ashamed they sure didn't act like it. They fucked rapidly and loudly, and both seem to have loud orgasms.
We did one more round after dark, and I got to fuck Mrs. T doggie style as she bent over the table, my crotch slapping into her rippling ass. By the third time through the team, Mrs. T was lying back on the floor, a beer in one hand and a sandwich in the other, for several guys. It was nearly dawn by the fourth round, and a sloppy drunk Mrs. T was having to suck my cock to get it rock hard again. And she did a great job on it. It was great feeling having her wet lips sliding up and down my sore shaft. I finished in her pussy, lying on top of her on the couch.
CHAPTER SEVEN: FIREBUSH MOM



As occupied as my brain, and my cock, were, thinking about fucking and playing around with Mrs. T's naked body, I was also giving some thought to my own mom. I'd never given her any thought before, sexually. And then I heard all the comments from my friends on how sexy they thought she was. And then I watched three of my teammates playing with and even fucking their own moms. And then I saw Mom on the bleachers flashing cleavage and legs. Could I get turned on by my own mom?
There was confusion for a few days. She did make my cock jump when I saw her on the bleachers. Was that a fluke? I observed her closer at home.
Which is to say I checked out her body. I concluded that if she'd been anybody else's mom, I would find her hot. I started checking out her legs when she wore shorts. I tried to look down her tops. I watched her ass wiggle and tits jiggle when she walked. And then I saw her in the morning in just her nightshirt. She was braless. Her tits looked pretty darned firm, swaying as she walked. I sat across from her when she sat down in her short nightshirt, trying to look up her legs, and managed to get a glimpse of her white panties. When nobody else was home, I snooped in her room, rifling through her underwear and lingerie drawers. Her underwear was pretty boring. Mostly white and conservative, with just a few pastels and black stuff. No thongs, no front hook bras, no real push-up bras. I found a few used pairs of panties in her closet, searched through the crotch, and found one very long curly pubic hair. She wasn't shaved. That night, for the first time, I masturbated while picturing my mom naked.
----------
Eric was a two-sport player, and was sometimes absent from practices because of a high school track event. Eric's mom, Mrs. Taylor was a "team mom", meaning that she sometimes helped arrange snacks and parties and stuff. Before the next practice, Mrs. Taylor was there despite the fact that Eric wasn't. Coach Miles announced that we would be voting on Team Captain, and that Mrs. Taylor would be officiating because coaches weren't allowed to sway the vote. So Mrs. Taylor was the only adult within earshot as we sat on the bench.
"Um," she began, "I have a really really huge favor to ask. I'd like you to vote for Eric for team captain. I think it would help his college resume."
Eric was the best player in the league and very popular among the other players. He would have been my first choice regardless. But it was a little strange for his mom to be intervening. There was silence from the team.
"Um, can you be bribed?" Asked Mrs. Taylor. "What can I do to make you vote for Eric?"
After a brief silence, from the end of the bench someone muttered, "Show us your fire bush." I don't know if he meant it to be audible, but the team snickered.
I cringed and waited for Mrs. Taylor to explode. But the redheaded mom was trying to bribe us, so she couldn't really squeal on us, could she? She smirked and looked at us through her glasses. "If that's what you want. You make Eric captain, and I'll show you my fire bush. Okay!"
We all looked at each other and muttered our affirmatives. Mrs. Taylor passed out paper and pen, and we each voted. I couldn't help stare at her big tits in her tight t-shirt and her crotch protruding from her tight shorts, as she collected my ballot. Would she really show a team full of her son's friends her pussy?
When Mrs. Taylor counted the ballots, or course Eric won. Unanimously, I would bet. "Thank you, boys. A deal is a deal. On Wednesday after school, Eric has a track meet. I'll be home alone. You all come over. And don't tell a soul. Promise?"
Once again we all agreed with the redheaded mom, and continued with the practice, eleven boys with hardons stuffed in their cups and jocks.
Wednesday came, and I walked over to Eric's house. I met several other boys at the door, which was open. We walked through the screen door, and heard Mrs. Taylor upstairs. She yelled down, "Go on downstairs and grab a pop. I'll be down when everybody is here." What, was she going to come downstairs naked or something? Within a few minutes the entire team, sans Eric, was gathered in Mrs. Taylor's downstairs family room. I was on the couch surrounded by teammates, when Mrs. Taylor yelled, "Is everybody here?"
"Yeah," we hollered. Mrs. Taylor came down the stairs and entered the room. She was dressed real sexy. Bordering on slutty. Her skirt was so tight I don't know how she got down the stairs in it. Her white blouse scooped low, showing plenty of her ample cleavage. She had on hose and spiked heals. Her face was made up, and her earrings and necklace were white. I realized that it was the first time I'd ever seen her with her glasses off.
The team started hooting and whistling. Mrs. Taylor smiled and posed for us, putting one hand up and one on her hips. "Are you ready for a show, boys?"
"Yeah!" we bellowed. Mrs. Taylor turned around and pressed a button on a CD player behind her. Some pop dance song I didn't recognize started to play. Mrs. Taylor started dancing.
The first thing I noticed was the way her cleavage jiggled. Then her whole tits in her bra jumped up and down. Mrs. Taylor was a pretty average dancer, but she had a few sexy moves, like putting her hands up over her head as she thrust her chest out. As she spread her legs and moved her hips, her tight skirt hiked up some, and I watched her meaty thighs. I could see her hose tops peeking out from under her hem. She was wearing garters.
My friend's mom leaned over and showed us more of her hanging tits, spilling out of her bra. To a round of whistles and grunts from the baseball team, she shook them. She even walked right over to where I was sitting on the couch, and shook them right in my face. Then she straightened up, heaved her chest out, and spread her legs wide, exposing her garters and the upper parts of her bare mature thighs. I'd seen her in shorts to know that the tops of her thighs were freckled, but now I was seeing her inner thighs up near her crotch and the freckles were fewer. Her garters were a lavender color. Soon I could see her panty crotch, and her panties were also lavender.
Mrs. Taylor turned around, and shook her ass at us. Her butt was fairly big, but I still enjoyed the mature woman shaking it at me. So did my teammates, judging by their faces and their hollering. She even bent down and stuck her butt in our faces. This caused her skirt to rise so much in back that I could see her panty crotch between her legs. I couldn't see the back of her panties. I wondered if she were wearing thongs.
Mrs. Taylor faced us as she started to unbutton her blouse. Soon she was opening it up wide for us, displaying her lacy lavender push-up bra that matched her panties and garters. She slowly dropped the blouse behind her, and I gawked at her big tits inside of her bouncing bra. Her tits were hanging out the top and the sides of her cups.
Our Team Mom fumbled with a clasp on the side of her tight skirt, and slowly pulled down her zipper, smiling at us as she did, wiggling her hips side to side. Then she started to tug the tight garment down her hips, with some difficulty. She kept working at it, side to side, until her tight silk lavender panties were completely in view. She bent over as she pulled her skirt down her legs, and somewhat awkwardly stepped out of them.
Mrs. Taylor walked and danced her way back and forth right in front of us in her bra and panties and garter and hose and heels. She shook her coarse red hair. I watched her thighs jiggling. Then she lowered her left bra strap. "Yeah!" Mike yelled.
She dropped the other strap. She reached behind her, and worked on the bra clasp. She unhooked it, and held her bra up over her tits with her right arm. Finally, after much loud coaxing, she dropped the bra, and her big tits bobbled free. Her chest was heavily freckled, but after the first inch or so of cleavage, her pale tits were free of freckles. Her wide areolas were a bright pink color. Her nipples didn't appear as fat as Mike's mom's, but they appeared longer.
Mrs. Taylor again put her hands up in the air and shook her tits at us, thrusting them out, before leaning over me and shaking them in my face. I wanted to reach out and grab them, but I wasn't sure if that's what she wanted.
Mrs. Taylor turned her back to us. She was, indeed, wearing thongs. Both of her large mature butt cheeks were bare, jiggling and rippling. They were nearly free of freckles, but not quite. She shook her cheeks rapidly. Then she put her hands on her knees and bent over, giving her big butt a little booty popping, or at least a mature suburban white mom's version of it.
She faced us again. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her thongs.
"Are you ready for it?"
"Yeah!" We hollered.
"Do you want to see my fire bush?"
"Yeah! C'mom!" we yelled."
"What? I can't hear you. Do you REALLY want to see my fire bush?"
"YEEEAAAAHHH!"
Mrs. Taylor started to tug down her panties at the sides. First her right side, then her left, teasing us by pulling them down a little and then back up. She rubbed her crotch, and thrust her pussy at us with her legs spread. With eleven boys yelling and frothing, she finally snuck them down further, and her red pubic hairs snuck out of her panties. She bent at the waist and pulled her thongs off, kicking them off of her heels.
As Eric had said, her pubic hair was red, just a shade lighter than the hair on her head, or maybe it was the light. It was a striking pussy. It was a thick patch, but trimmed back at the bikini line.
Mrs. Taylor stood directly in front of the couch again, thrusting her hips and shaking her tits. Kip, sitting next to me on my right, reached up and tried to grab a tit, but Mrs. Taylor pulled back, smiling. She then thrust her pussy into the face of Mike, who was sitting on my left. He reached up and got a handful of pussy, and Mrs. Taylor allowed his feel for just a moment before stepping away. Shawn was sitting in a chair to Mike's left, and Mrs. Taylor shook her bare ass in his face, and he got both of his palms on her cheeks for a moment.
Then Mrs. Taylor danced her way back over to me. She spread her legs and danced right over me, she was so close that I could smell her perfume, and see her pussy lips glistening under the red hair. She dangled her tits over me, inches from my face. Then she straddled me, and rested her bare butt on my lap. She scooted higher, until her crotch was rubbing mine. My friend's mom was giving me a lap dance!
I put my hands on her bare hips just below her garter belt. When she didn't object to the touch, I slid them up her sides and grabbed her tits. She arched her back and thrust her jugs into my face as I squeezed them. My cock was hard in my shorts and rubbing against her pussy mound.
Kip and Mike reached up and got handfuls of tit, so I lowered one hand down to her pussy, and ran my fingers through the coarse red hair. I burrowed my face between her tits, and licked her cleavage. I pushed Mike's hand out of the way, and suctioned onto Mrs. Taylor's right nipple. It was long, and I flitted my tongue around it as I suckled her.
I felt a hand on my pants. Mrs. Taylor was snapping them. I reached down and eagerly helped her unzip my fly, and released my hard cock. Mrs. Taylor stroked it a few times, and then rubbed it along her pussy slit. I could feel a mixture of her hair and her smooth pussy lips. Then she rose up a little, and slid my dick head into her pussy. She was plenty wet, and she slid down the shaft with no problem.
I was fucking the mature redhead. While feeling and sucking her big tits. Man!
I leaned back for a good view of Mrs. Taylor's body and face. Her eyes were alternately opening and closing, her tits were jiggling, and even her thighs rippled as she thrust into me. Kip and Mike were feeling her again, and Shawn was standing next to her getting in his feels. Mrs. Taylor leaned over and made out with me, entangling her tongue around mine. Then she leaned back and found Shawn's lips and made out with him while I fucked her.
Mrs. Taylor started to shudder and whimper. Her noises got downright crude. She opened her mouth and let out several loud wails. She gyrated on my lap, and clamped her big thighs around my waist. I wasn't about to last long, and before I could say a word, I shot my jizm into her pussy.
As soon as Mrs. Taylor's first orgasm subsided, she stood up, turned around, and sat on Mike's lap. Mike whipped out his cock, and I could see him stuffing it up into Mrs. Taylor's pussy. As the big woman bounced up and down on Mike, he reached around and squeezed her tits. I reached over and gave them a few more grabs, but the competition from the rest of my team was overwhelming and I gave up. Shawn stood in front of Mrs. Taylor, and whipped out his hard cock. The red haired mom leaned forward and took the choad into her mouth and sucked it. She also reached out and grabbed two more cocks and stroked them.
Once Mike came, Mrs. Taylor stood up, and ended up leaning over the couch's armrest, sucking Kip's cock while Tim fucked her from behind. After those two were done, Mrs. Taylor ended up kneeling in front of Pete and sucking him as she sat on the couch, while Brad fucked her doggie style, followed by Kyle and Brian and Chris.
Soon Mrs. Taylor's nylons were shredded and unhooked from her garters, and her shoes were finally off. But she still wore her pearl necklace, and as she laid on the couch on her back, I climbed on top of her chest and slid my cock between her two big tits, and with her help squeezing her mounds around my shaft, I spit a load of cum onto her freckled chest and her pearls.
Mrs. Taylor apologized that she had to ask us to leave before Eric or his dad might come home. We helped clean up the room a little, as Mrs. Taylor gingerly collected her strewn clothes and walked bowlegged up to her bedroom.
CHAPTER EIGHT: CONCESSION STAND MOM
When Mom was driving me home from a game, she asked, "Hey, Don, do your coaches ever talk to you about paying attention to the game?"
"All the time."
"It seems like a few of you spend a lot of time looking back into the stands. Are you looking for someone?"
"Uh, no."
"I'd think that you guys were looking for girls, but there haven't been any girls on the bleachers. Just moms."
"Yeah. Well, moms are girls."
"You boys aren't looking at moms are you?"
"No! What if we were?"
"It's Vito's mom, isn't it? She's young and she dresses a little improper sometimes, I think."
"I dunno, Mom. She doesn't show any more than some other moms in shorts and tank tops and stuff."
"Oh, so you boys ARE looking at some moms."
I wanted to lie, but Mom wasn't stupid. Plus, I wondered if MY mom was checking US out the way some of the other moms were. "Maybe a couple."
"Is Vito's mom your favorite? "
"Um, nope, not really."
"Hmm. Kip's mom then. She wasn't wearing a bra at the last game."
"I don't know."
"So which mom is getting the most attention?"
"I guess you do." I can't believe I blurted that out. But I was horny and wanted to get a reaction from Mom.
"Me?"
"Yeah. Some of the guys said you were the hottest mom."
"Are you joking?"
"No. Really."
"Who said that?"
"A couple of guys."
"Who?"
Mom kept pushing me for names, but I thought that was indiscreet. I stonewalled. But after we got home, and we were alone on the family room watching TV, she asked again.
"It was Mike, wasn't it? He looks back a lot."
"He was one."
"C'mon. Who else? Shawn?"
"Yeah."
Mom started naming every player. I said "yes" or "no" or "I don't remember" for each. Funny that she didn't mention Eric. Finally, "Eric?"
"Yeah, Eric."
"Really? What did he say?"
"I don't know. Just that you were hot."
"He thinks I'm pretty?"
"Yeah, they all think you're pretty. And they said you had the best, um, body."
"My legs?"
"Yeah. Your legs and your big boobs they mentioned." I tried not to stare at Mom's tits when I said that. But when I DID steal a glance, her nipples were protruding through her t-shirt.
Dad came home then, and Mom stopped pestering me, but the look on her face the rest of the night was like a schoolgirl who got a note passed to her by the popular boy.
----------
A big part of the league's revenue was made from our ball park's concession stand, which was open whenever there was a game playing. Each player and one parent were required to work in the concession stand during one game a year, unless they could bribe their way out. I couldn't bribe my way out. So I was assigned to work the concession stand on a Saturday afternoon when I wasn't playing. I didn't know anything about working a concession stand, and I wasn't looking forward to it.
Until I entered the back door to the concession stand, and was greeted by Mrs. Kreske, the mom who rubbed up against Eric.
"Hi, Don!" I was flattered that she knew my name. "We get to spend the next two hours together," she said with a smile. When my eyes adjusted to the lower light in the tiny room, I looked her over. Her dark brown hair was permed and barely covered her ears, not a youthful look, but classy. Her face was cute, her lips full, her earrings white. Her round medium-sized tits poked out of her tight tank top. Her pussy mound protruded from her gray cotton shorts. They were quite short, and her fleshy but firm thighs were on almost full display.
"Have you ever worked the concessions before?"
"Uh, No," I mumbled.
"Well, I'm experienced," she said with a smirk. "Let an experienced woman show you everything you need to know."
I felt my cock tingle.
Mrs. Kreske proceeded to show me everything - about the concessions. How to wrap the hot dogs, how much the candy and bottled water cost, how to put cheese on the nachos. There really wasn't much to it. Still, I let her serve the first few customers, as I stood back and admired her round ass.
I volunteered to assist the next customer. As I handed a woman her candy and waited for her money, Mrs. Kreske stood behind me and pressed her tit into my arm, the way I watched her do it to Eric. I wasted little time in rubbing back into her.
After that, the game was on. When I waited on the next customer, she stood behind me and put her hand on my waist, and pressed her bare knee into my bare thigh. By the third customer, the back of her hand was pressed against my butt. I got a hardon, and while we worked around the tiny room, she managed to brush her hand against it.
There were no words spoken about it, even when there were no customers at the window, but soon she was squeezing my butt cheeks as I was waiting on customers. When she waited on a customer, I pushed my hard cock against her butt. She leaned in my direction until my cock rested between her butt cheeks. I pressed forward into her crack, surprised at how great her jiggling cheeks felt around my cock, like a hot dog nestled in a bun.
The last customer left, but I stayed there, pressed against her ass. She reached back and felt my cock. I reached down and touched her ass, squeezing her right check through her thin shorts.
Mrs. Kreske turned around, leaned her elbows back onto the counter, thrust her tits out, and spread her legs slightly. She looked at me with a dirty smirk on her face, but said nothing. I moved forward until my hardon pressed into her pussy. She bucked her hips a few times and rubbed her pussy up and down along my cock. I saw a customer approaching, and broke away as Mrs. Kreske turned around.
I slid my hand up under her shorts and panties, and felt her bare ass right there in front of somebody's oblivious dad. I was very subtle about my movements. I looked out at the field, and at the bleachers. I spotted Mrs. Kreske's husband sitting in the stands. I reached into the front of his wife's shorts and rubbed her crotch over her wet panties.



With a break between customers, Mrs. Kreske suddenly dove down onto her knees. She yanked my shorts and boxers down, and grabbed my hard cock. With her head below the counter where nobody could see her, I felt her slide her lips over my dick head, and then down the shaft. A customer appeared, an old lady, and I got her order and took her money and made change, while Mrs. Kreske sucked my cock. If the lady had any inkling what was going on, or why I didn't move my feet as I reached for her candy, she didn't say.
Several more people approached the concession stand. Mrs. Kreske heard them coming, and popped up before they arrived. I pulled my shorts up and we both serviced several customers. After Mrs. Kreske served the last one, I fell to my knees. I grabbed Mrs. Kreske's shorts by the sides, and tugged them down quickly, along with her panties. Faced with a sizable triangular patch of thick brown pubic hair, I burrowed my nose in, and found her moist slit. I licked rapidly as she moaned and gyrated her hips. I heard her serving one customer as I quietly ate her pussy below the counter, and then she pulled me up and pulled up her shorts as more customers approached.
As Mrs. Kreske finished with the last customer, I dry humped her again, and as soon as the woman turned her back, I tugged her shorts and panties down. While staring at her round white mature ass cheeks and long crack, I yanked my own shorts and boxers down. I slid my cock along her pussy slit between her legs several times, and then slid the length of the shaft into her wet pussy.
Careful not to move too much, I humped into Mrs. Kreske from behind as she put one foot up on a shelf below the counter. I fucked her doggie style as we looked out at the ball game and the adults on the bleachers, including Mrs. Kreske's husband. She leaned her elbows onto the counter, and I kept my movements below the counter level. But thrust I did, and I could hear my hips slapping into her rippling bare butt cheeks. The sounds of cheering fans and umpire's calls and balls hitting bats faded into the background.
Mrs. Kreske panted, but otherwise kept silent. I reached up under the front of her tank top, up under her bra cups, and got in a few squeezes of her bare tits. I could feel her hard nipples as I thrust up into her.
"Um, um," started Mrs. Kreske. I watched her eyes. Her lids were closing, and there was a smile on her face. "Whoooo," she purred. She started to buck her hips back into me. Her body started to shudder.
The feeling of my hard cock sliding along her smooth lubricated pussy walls was amazing. Baseball used to be my favorite thing in life. Now, just about everything I lived for was fucking a willing woman, and even in such a non-private location I knew I was close to cumming.
Mrs. Kreske's hips spasmed and squirmed. I looked at her, and she was biting her lip. "Uhh! Ohhhh!" She soon erupted with gyrations and spasms, just as I spewed a gush of cum up into her pussy. A grandmotherly woman walked by the stand and gave us a quizzical look, but kept walking.
Mrs. Kreske's face dripped with perspiration as she panted. I looked out at her husband, who was oblivious that a teenaged boy had just fucked his wife within view of him. I slowly slid my cock out of Mrs. Kreske, and we both quickly fixed our clothes just as several more customers arrived at our stand.
For the next several minutes, until we were relieved from our shift, we took care of customers, and instead of sexual grabass games, Mrs. Kreske held my hand or patted my butt. As we finally walked out of the concession stand, Mrs. Kreske smiled at me and said, "Don, it was a pleasure working with you. I'd love to do it again some time."
"Name the time, Mrs. Kreske," I replied.
With a wink, Mrs. Kreske said, "I'll get back to you on that."
CHAPTER NINE: MOTEL MOM
I watched a movie at home that night. Dad was watching too, but he fell asleep on the chair. Mom sat down next to me on the couch. The family dog took up a lot of the couch, so she sat close to me.
Mom had caught me several times trying to look down her top or at her legs in recent days. She never said anything, but I could tell by the look on her face that she knew what I was doing. She didn't seem to mind.
Tonight, I could feel her left hip pressing against my right hip. She was wearing shorts. I was wearing shorts. She pressed her bare thigh against mine. I was careful at first, but then went ahead and pressed my bare thigh firmly into hers. Boy, did she have nice long legs. She rubbed them against me for a long time, sitting silently. Her breathing was uneasy.
She caught me looking at her bare legs. "Did you ever do any modeling when you were younger?" I asked.
She smiled, and said, "Of course not." But she put her left arm around my shoulder, and pressed her tit firmly into my shoulder. I tried not to look over, but eventually I rubbed my shoulder back and forth over her left tit. She arched her back and heaved her chest.
Dad stirred and woke, and that was the end of it.
The next day, after the game, I was up in my room on my computer. I had the door mostly closed, but it was open about four inches. I heard Mom call me from right outside the door. "Don, give me your uniform so I can wash it."
"OK, Mom." I pulled off my baseball jersey. In my mirror, I could see Mom peeking through the door at me. I started to pull down my uniform pants, with my back to the door. Looking into the mirror, I saw that Mom wasn't turning away. I had my back to her wearing just my jock, my bare butt exposed. Mom's eyes were wide open.
I started tugging down my jock. Mom didn't turn her gaze. My cock got quickly big and semi-hard, but it was hanging down, not straight out. I wanted to show Mom my hard cock, but I didn't want to be any more obvious. I stood sideways, so my cock was exposed to her, but I wasn't completely facing her. Finally I picked up my shorts, and pulled them up. When I picked up my uniform and turned to the door, Mom finally stepped back away from the door, and I handed her my laundry. She panted, "Thank you," and walked down the stairs.
My mom watched me undress. Mom saw me naked.
I wish I could see her naked.
----------
Near the end of the season, we got to play one out-of-town tournament. It was just three games tops, but the cool part was that we got to stay in a motel. But my parents were tied up with some class reunion that weekend. So my mom arranged for me to travel with Brian. My first reaction was disappointment, because Brian was possibly the last guy on the team I wanted room with. He was okay, just a little bit dorky and not overly bright. But Brian told me that it was his mom that we would be traveling with and not his dad, and I got real excited.
Mrs. Woods had long full blonde hair, was kinda pretty, had a decent body, and real big tits. Her body might be a tad bit "fleshy", but her big round tits made her look voluptuous to me. Mrs. Woods was another of the "panties up her shorts" moms, who wore short shorts on the bleaches, which occasionally allowed for views of her panties up her shorts legs. The idea of sleeping in the same motel room as Mrs. Woods led to all kinds of fantasies, but at the very least I hoped for a glimpse of her underwear or sleepwear, whether she was in them or not.
Driving with Brian and Mrs. Woods to the tournament was pretty much uneventful, except that Mrs. Woods seemed to be watching me through her rear view mirror as much as she watched the road. I was in the back seat with Brian, on the passenger side, looking at Mrs. Wood's tits. Her seat belt was pulled tight between her tits, and made her tits appear to stick out of her tight white shirt and smooth molded bra that much more. I glanced up and saw her eyes in the rear-view mirror, looking at me. She smiled at me, but I looked away anyways. For a while, until I went back to looking at her tits again. And then I'd see her looking at me again. This went on for several hours.
After the games on Saturday, we went out to a fast food restaurant with the other teammates and parents. We finally checked into our motel room late, with orders from the coaches to settle down and get to sleep early. Brian, Mrs. Woods, and me found our room.
Mrs. Woods put her suitcase on the bed toward the back of the room, so I dropped my bag on the floor and flopped in to the bed closest to the door. As Mrs. Woods opened her suitcase, Brian laid down on her bed.
"Brian, get in the other bed," said Mrs. Woods.
"But mom, you said I could sleep in your bed when dad was gone," whined Brian.
"Shhh," said Mrs. Woods. She gave me an embarrassed glance. "Not with guests!" Brian got up and lay down on my bed.
Mrs. Woods rummaged through her suitcase and pulled out some garments. "If you boys don't mind, I'm going to shower first," she said.
Brian turned on the TV. Mrs. Woods walked up toward the bathroom, which was by the door. While out of our direct vision, I could still see her whole body through the mirror on the opposite wall. And to my surprise, she started to pull off her shirt while still standing outside of the bathroom!
Brian nudged me and pointed to the mirror. He could see his mom in her large white smooth bra, too. We watched together as his mom wiggled out of her shorts, and stood in white silky-looking panties. I'd swear she glanced up at us through the mirror, but she didn't try to cover. However, her back was to us as she unhooked her bra in back and dropped it on the floor. I strained to see her tits, but all I could see was the side of one tit.
Mrs. Woods bent over and tugged down her panties, lifting her right leg and pulling them off. Now I could see her bare white ass. It was a little large, but round and firm enough that it was quite an arousing sight.
Mrs. Woods then walked into the bathroom and shut the door - most of the way.
"Nice ass, huh?" Asked Brian. "Did you see her tits?"
"Um, no, not really," I replied. "Do you get to see your mom naked a lot?"
"Oh, a little bit. Want to watch her shower?"
Was Brian asking me to peek at his mom with him?" "Right now?"
"Yeah," said Brian. "Let's go." Brian climbed off the bed and headed toward the bathroom. I followed him. Mrs. Woods had left the bathroom door open just a tiny crack. I could hear the shower water running.
Brian peeked through the crack for a moment. Then he stood back, grinning, and motioned me to look. I crept to the door and looked in with my right eyeball. Mrs. Woods was outside the tub, bending over it, adjusting the water. Her bare white ass was pointed at me, and I detected some pubic hair between her legs. I stepped back as she stood up. Brian looked again, and then motioned me to look again.
This time, I saw Mrs. Woods in the shower. She had left the shower curtain practically wide open. I wondered if she always showered like that, with water potentially spraying onto the floor, or if she was putting on a show. And if so, for whom? Me? Brian? Both?
Mrs. Woods was lathering her big naked tits. I could now finally see her whole left tit, pink areola and hard nipple and all. For a busty mature woman, her tits were still impressively firm. There was some slope from the side view, but her nipples pointed straight out. She moved her hand down and rubbed soap all over her hairy pussy. Her pubic hair was thick and long, and at least wet it looked darker than the hair on her head. She spread her legs wide as she rubbed herself, then soaped up her ass.
When the water turned off, we both scurried back to our bed. Eventually, Mrs. Woods walked out of the bathroom. She was wearing some sort of a short camisole - it couldn't even be called a nightgown because it was too short. There was actually a gap between the hem of the shirt, and her panties. And panties were the only other garment she had on. They weren't fancy but they were red cottons. The top camisole was white, scooped down, and was so thin that it was practically see-through. I could easily discern the shape and size of her areolas right through it.
Brian and I both sat on the bed pretending to watch TV, but it was pretty clear that we were simply watching Brian's mom parade around in her skimpy sleepwear. As she grabbed a hair dryer, plugged it in, and dried and brushed her hair, she put on a great show of her big wobbling braless tits, jiggling panty-clad butt cheeks, and a slew of cleavage as she leaned over. She glanced over our way from time to time to make sure that we were watching her.
Finally, when she was done with hair and lotion and picking up, she sat alone on her bed. I'd been putting off showering during her show, but now I announced that I was showering, got up, grabbed my pajamas, and headed into the bathroom. I closed the door, and spotted Mrs. Wood's discarded clothes on the floor. I picked up her white bra. 38D. It wasn't padded at all. The flattened-out cups looked huge. I picked up her panties. I looked for pubic hairs in the crotch, didn't find any. But it was quite moist. I sniffed it. It smelled musky. Finally I climbed into the shower. I thought about jerking off in the shower, but I decided that it would be indiscreet to jerk off with another family right outside the door.
Finally I emerged from the bathroom, wearing only short pajama bottoms. Normally I would have put on a t-shirt around other people, but since Mrs. Woods chose to be less-than-prissy around me, I felt bold enough to go to bed shirtless.
As soon as I got out of the bathroom, Brian charged in behind me for his shower. I combed my hair by the credenza. The second that Brian closed the door, Mrs. Woods rose from her bed, and said, "Oh, Don, you look good with your shirt off!" She approached me, and put her hands on my shoulders. "Such a firm young man," she cooed.
Looking down at the mature woman with the big areolas inches away from me, rubbing my chest, I got an immediate hardon. Mrs. Woods looked down at my tenting pajama bottoms, moaned, and leaned in. She was nearly as tall as me, and her panty-clad belly rubbed against my cock. Then she reached down, grabbed my cock through my shorts, and slowly stroked it.
Mrs. Woods leaned in and kissed me. Although she was being gentle with my cock, her kissing was rapid and wild. Her lips sucked on mine, her tongue rapidly probed my mouth. I had a hard time keeping my tongue on hers, but I tried real hard to. My mind was thinking of my teammate in the bathroom, and what he might do or think if he saw me entwined with his mom. But he had been ogling her too, and encouraged me to watch her naked in the shower. I reached up with my right hand and grabbed her left tit.
Mrs. Woods moaned as I groped her big tit over her flimsy camisole. It was heavy and sorta soft but sorta firm. My thumb found her hard nipple. Mrs. Woods reached into the waistband of my pajamas, and jerked my cock faster. She pressed her panty crotch into my thigh, and humped me like a dog. Not knowing how long she would let this continue, I grabbed her panty-clad ass with my left hand, and squeezed it. Then I worked my hand inside of her panty from the side, and felt her bare right ass cheek, squeezing and jiggling.
We heard the bathroom door open, and Mrs. Woods jumped back. Brian gave us a quizzical look but said nothing. Mrs. Woods wiped my saliva off of her mouth, and pulled her panties back over her exposed right cheek, smirking at me.
As we crawled into bed, I jumped into the spot closest to Mrs. Woods' bed. The TV was turned off, and the only light now on was the bathroom light, which gave off just enough light that I could watch Brian's mom, lying on the edge of her bed, perhaps only four or five feet from me. She was on her side, facing me, her sheets pulled down. I could see her cleavage falling sideways out of her top, and her red panties pulled tightly over her crotch, her left knee up in the air, her legs spread slightly. I'd just been kissing that woman a few minutes ago and feeling those big tits as she jerked me off. I was dying to take the two steps over there so she could finish the job on my cock. But her son was also in the room.
I laid there for what seemed like forever, watching Mrs. Woods rolling about, hearing her sigh, and catching her looking at me. I stayed halfway out of the covers leaving my top exposed but not wanting to expose my hardon to my male sleeping partner.
Eventually I heard Brian snoring. Mrs. Woods could hear it too, not doubt. "Don," I heard her whisper. "Don." I looked over at her, and she smiled at me in the dim light, and patted the bed. "Come here."
I gently lifted the covers and stepped out of my bed, checking to make sure that Brian was still asleep. I carefully climbed into the next bed. Mrs. Woods quickly threw her arms around me, and we started to make out. I tried not to act too eager, not knowing how far she would go with her son a few feet away. I immediately went back to work on her left tit with my right hand. Mrs. Woods moved her left hand around my bare shoulders and back, eventually sliding it over my butt. She reached into my pajama waistband, and groped my butt cheeks.
Since she was reaching under fabric, I slid my right hand down her side, found the hem of her camisole, and slid my hand up inside of it. I now had my mitt on her bare tit, and I caressed and squeezed the large melon. Mrs. Woods reached into the front of my waistband, and found my cock. I pushed up on the camisole, exposing her midriff, until both of her tits were exposed. I could just see them gleaming in the dim light, her white tits contrasting with her tanned chest. I squeezed both tits with both hands, tugging on her nipples. I lowered my head down onto her right tit, and planted my lips on it. I kissed my way over to her hard nipple, and licked it and sucked on it, as Mrs. Woods moaned.
Mrs. Woods pulled my pajamas down below my cock, and my hardon sprang straight out at her. She stroked it some more. I moved my right hand down her belly, and rubbed her pussy over her tight panties. Her cotton panty crotch was soaked. She spread her legs wider. Then I slid my hand down inside of her waistband, and felt her bare pussy. Her pubic hair was thick and fluffy, except for some wetness around the slit.
Mrs. Woods stopped stroking me, and sat up. After a glance over at the still-sleeping Brian, she pulled her camisole over her head and dropped it on the bed. Then she reached down and slid her panties down her hips, lifting her butt off the bed to wiggle it down off of her butt, and down her legs. I took her queue, and eagerly pulled off my pajamas.
We resumed our necking and petting, completely nude and completely entwined. I slid my middle finger into her wet pussy, and finger fucked her as she stroked me.
Mrs. Woods sat up again, slid down the bed, and lowered her head over my cock. With her blonde hair tickling my thighs, she slid her lips down the head and shaft, and sucked me off. I could hear the sucking noises her lips emitted.
I enjoyed the feeling immensely, but I still wanted to get my hands on the nude mom, and tried reaching down for her tits. Mrs. Woods got up on her knees, and moved her rear end up toward my head. She threw her right knee over my head, and lowered her crotch down onto my head. Realizing now that she wanted to sixty-nine, I helped her get her crotch into position over my lips, and licked up until I found my way through her pussy hair to her hot salty pussy. My nose was up by her asshole, but since she had just showered, it wasn't as weird as I thought it would be.
Mrs. Woods began sucking my cock again, and we writhed on her bed in a full-blown sixty-nine. I could hear her sucking noises on my cock, and I made some slurping noises while eating her pussy. Mrs. Woods moaned a few times. The newness and weirdness of the situation probably kept me from cumming too soon. But soon Mrs. Woods was writhing her hips all over my face, and I had a hard time keeping my tongue in her pussy. I burrowed and lapped as fast as I could as she moaned through my cock. After one long spasm, where I thought she would fall off my face, my mature lover sat up.



"Mmmm," she moaned. "Do you want to fuck me now?" Catching on that she had an orgasm and I hadn't, I was eager to fuck her now. I just nodded, and when she lie on her back and spread her legs, I climbed on top of her, and worked my stiff cock into her slippery pussy. I rested on her chest, and thrust rapidly. She wrapped her meaty thighs around me, her naked tits pressed against my chest. Her pussy was smooth and slippery, and she moved her hips from side to side to get friction on all of her pussy walls. I didn't bang her wildly for fear of waking Brian, but I was humping pretty fast, and her pussy sure felt great sliding along my cock shaft. I was quickly close to cumming, but so was Mrs. Woods, it seemed from her moaning and writhing. She spasmed again, shuddering and moaning, and I shot a load of cum into her pussy just as her jerking was subsiding.
I laid on top of her for a second, and then remembered Brian. There was no movement from his direction, but he wasn't snoring anymore. I quickly but quietly climbed off of Brian's mom, found my pajamas, put them on over my sticky cock, and slipped back into my bed. I watched Mrs. Woods slip her panties and camisole back on, and climb under her covers.
I tried to sleep, and after playing two baseball games that day, I finally dozed off. But I was woken up what seemed like only a few minutes later by Brian climbing out of bed. I watched him walk over to his mom's bed. I wondered if he'd woken up and knew what his mom and I had done.
Brian climbed under his mom's sheets next to her. I saw him put his arms around her. There seemed to be some groping under the covers. Then the sound of kissing. Wow, Brian was making out with his own mom!
I kind of felt cheated on, watching the woman I just fucked messing around with another guy. But it was kinda wild and erotic watching a guy feeling up his own mom. Soon Mrs. Wood's clothes were off again, and Brian's face was burrowed into her tits. Then he worked his way down her torso, and buried his face in her crotch. He was eating the pussy that I'd just fucked. If he didn't know before that I'd fucked his mom, I wondered if he was figuring it out now.
It was erotic watching them go at it, but now I wished that it were me over there with Mrs. Woods instead of Brian. I was hard again.
I heard some muted whispers, and then I heard Mrs. Woods say, "Don. Don?"
I looked up at the woman calling me who was getting her pussy licked by her son. "Come over and join us, Don."
This was crazy, but I stood up, and stood over Mrs. Woods and Brian. "Let me suck your cock again. C'mre," ordered the big-titted mature blonde. With her guidance, I knelt by her head. She lifted her head up, and sucked my cock. I grabbed her right tit, and freely groped both of her tits and she sucked me, while Brian ate her pussy.
Mrs. Woods stopped sucking and said, "I want two cocks in me". Brian lifted his head, and climbed off the bed. Mrs. Woods slid her butt over to the side of the bed. Brian stood between her legs, lifted her calves, and threw them over his shoulder. He thrust his hard cock into her pussy, and pounded her hard. Mrs. Woods went back to sucking me off, and she now indeed had two cocks in her.
Brian's thrusting made Mrs. Wood's big tits jiggle up and down on her chest. I tugged her nipples and squeezed her tits hard and rapidly.
When Brian's cock fell out of his mom's pussy, Mrs. Woods stopped and said, "Brian lay down here."
Brian walked around to the other side of the bed and laid down on his back. Mrs. Woods climbed on top of him and straddled him. She slid her pussy down onto his stiff shaft, and fucked him from on top. I watched her big tits dangling down and swinging around, and her hips and butt cheeks thrusting erotically.
Mrs. Woods sucked my cock for a bit as I knelt at her and Brian's side. Brian felt her left tit, and I felt her right tit.
Mrs. Woods stopped fucking and said, "Don, get down behind me. Fuck my ass." It took me a second to understand that she meant just what she said. I climbed behind her, as she laid down on top of Brian. I crouched over her as she helped spread her asshole with two fingers. It was dark but I could just detect the puckered asshole that I was supposed to fit into. It took a lot of work and some suggestions from Mrs. Woods, but I slowly started to slide my dick head, and then my shaft, down the tight hole.
Eventually we got into a rhythm, with Brian fucking up into his mom's pussy, and me fucking her asshole. Mrs. Woods was now moaning wildly. She no longer had to worry about waking one of us up. "Ohhh! "Ooooooooh!"
I watched Mrs. Wood's big white asshole jiggle as I thrust into it. I could see Brian's right hand reaching up and feeling his mom's left tit. I reached around and felt her dangling right tit.
"Huhhh! MUHHHHHHH!" groaned Mrs. Woods loudly.
I gushed a load of cum up into her asshole.
"WOOOWWWUUUUUUU! HUNNGGGGGGGG!" She groaned.
Mrs. Woods finally collapsed on top of Brian. I presumed that she felt him cum, too. I lied on top of Mrs. Woods and Brian for a few moments, then slowly slid my cock out of Mrs. Wood's asshole, and collapsed on the bed next to her. Mrs. Woods then climbed off of Brian, and lay next to me with Brian on her other side.
"Ohhhhhh!" She moaned. "That was fantastic!" She fanned her face with her hand. She put her arms around both of us.
After a few minutes of panting and resting, Mrs. Woods asked, "Are you boys done for the night? Perhaps I should shower again."
"I'm ready again," replied Brian.
I'd had two major ejaculations, but I knew I was good for a couple more. "I'll do it again, whenever you're ready," I said.
"Oh, my," said Mrs. Woods. "I forgot that I was with two teenagers and not a forty-five year old man like Brian's dad!" Within minutes Brian and I were both munching on one of her tits as she jacked us off, while Brian fingered her pussy and I fingered her asshole.
Brian took her next, alone mostly, but I got in my feels, licks, kisses, and fingering. When Brian finished again, I went at his mom in a big hard way, and we tag teamed and tagged up all night, until I could see the light peeking through the curtain.
I felt like crap at the game the next day, and my nuts hurt, but I didn't care. It was a great road trip. On the drive back home after the game, Brian and I took turns sitting in the front seat and feeling up Mrs. Woods whenever traffic allowed. Despite her complaints that "you guys tore up my pussy and asshole last night," Mrs. Woods finally had to pull over at a rest area to suck our dicks to get us to calm down.
CHAPTER TEN: MOM'S IN THE SHOWER
When sitting around wondering who the hottest mom on the team was, I had a few choices. Many of my teammates told me that the hottest mom was MY mom, and I was starting to see their point. But among the OTHER moms, there was Pete's mom who was a gorgeous slender blonde; Mrs. Nippola, the oversexed Italian; big-titted MILFs like Mike's mom and Eric's redheaded mom; Bill's big black busty mom; and some brunette cuties like Mrs. Curtis and Mrs. Kreske.
But the top of my list might be Mrs. Osteen, Chris's mom. She had a full head of blonde hair cascading down just past her shoulders. Her tits weren't as big as some of the others, but they were a nice full pair, bigger than the other blonde moms, perhaps a C cup. Her figure was curvy but not at all heavy. And her face was gorgeous, in a wholesome way - a slight overbite to her teeth giving her an innocent demure.
Mrs. Osteen wasn't going braless or wearing miniskirts like some of the others, either. But her signature look was several very short shorts that she wore to many games. Two games ago I watched her sitting on the bleachers with her legs crossed. Her shorts had ridden up so high that I could see a bit of her light blue panties at the side.
And on this day, was the sexiest look I'd gotten from her. I'd arrived early and was sitting on the bleachers by myself. Several feet away from me was Mrs. Osteen, on the same row. She was talking to Mrs. Deil, who was sitting directly behind her on the next highest row. So Mrs. Osteen threw one leg over her bleacher seat, and was straddling our bench. With her legs spread wide this way, Mrs. Osteen's tight shorts cut into her crotch, and appeared to be pushing her panties right out the side of them. From a distance of about five feet, I could see most of her panty crotch. Her panties were cotton, white with gold horizontal stripes on them. I felt she was spreading just for me, like she was thrusting her crotch out to me. And then I spotted a little tuft of dishwater blonde hair peeking out of the side of her panty crotch. Man, I wanted to see the rest of that blonde beaver!
During the game, Chris, Mrs. Osteen's son, invited us to a sleepover at his house immediately after the game. Everybody immediately accepted. I'd be seeing Mrs. Osteen at her own home tonight. I hoped that I'd see more of those gold and white cotton panties.
We won the game in extra innings and were pretty tired and sweaty as we arrived at Chris's house. With the last minute invitation, none of us had a change of clothes. And we had a morning game the next day. Chris's dad left the house shortly after we got there, to go out with some old buddies. That left Chris and an even dozen other teen boys alone with Mrs. Osteen. Chris had already partaken in some of our Mom Debauchery, so he no doubt knew what was on our minds. I wasn't sure what was on Mrs. Osteen's mind when she started the evening out by announcing loudly, "All of you boys, take off your shirts."
"Huh?"
"You have a game tomorrow morning. I need to wash your uniform jerseys," she said.
I wanted to say; "I will if you will," but I held my tongue. It made sense, and the thirteen of us peeled off our sweaty uniform tops and handed them to Mrs. Osteen. She threw them into the wash, and then the pizza arrived. We ate with our shirts off. I nearly jumped when Mrs. Osteen put her hand on my bare back and asked, "Do you want more?"
After we ate the pizza, Mrs. Osteen, still wearing her tank top and short shorts that she wore to the game, announced, "OK, time to wash your pants and socks."
I looked at Eric and Tom, and then to Chris, and then back to Mrs. Osteen.
Chris said, "They don't have any other clothes. And they aren't wearing mine."
"Well," responded Mrs. Osteen, "those dirty pants need to be washed before the game. You can keep your underwear on."
Being the mother of a ballplayer, Mrs. Osteen must've known well that the only things on under our uniform pants were jocks. "You want us to run around all night in our jocks?" asked Pete.
Mrs. Osteen smiled and flashed those protruding front teeth. "I don't mind at all. C'mon, guys, it's no big deal."
"Then you run around in YOUR underwear," said Shawn.
"OK, I will," said Chris' mom. With no further hesitation, she reached down and peeled off her tank top, and threw it into onto the floor. Then she shimmied her tight shorts down her hips, stepped out of them, and threw them down with her shirt. She simply stood there smiling, with her hands out and her palms up. Her bra was white, and I WAS seeing all of her tight white panties with the gold horizontal stripes.
So Pete started, and then everybody else pulled off our baseball pants and socks. We stood in Mrs. Osteen's living room, right in front of her, thirteen teen boys, wearing only jocks. If Mrs. Osteen was embarrassed, she didn't show it. In fact, she had an expression of what I would call lust on her, gawking at each bare butt that turned her way. And she had thirteen teen boys gawking at her in her bra and panties.
Mrs. Osteen bent at the waist, showing lots of cleavage, as she picked up the pile of clothes and carried them to the laundry room, with thirteen pairs of eyes on her jiggling panty-clad ass cheeks rising and falling, and her shaking hips.
As we ate our pizza, Mrs. Osteen walked around serving us pop, stopping to touch our shoulders and even pat a few bare bottoms. I considered patting her panty-clad bottom, but I chickened out.
The phone rang, and Chris answered it. He brought the phone to Mrs. Osteen, saying, "Mom, it's Dad."
Mrs. Osteen grabbed the phone and began talking to her husband. I listened in as much as I could, wondering what she would say to her husband as she stood among thirteen horny males as they were dressed in only jocks while she was dressed in only her bra and panties. "Oh, we just got the pizza, so we're still eating..." She strolled to where I was sitting, and ran her left hand through my hair as she held the phone in her right hand. "I suppose the boys will want to watch a video later. I'll put in a movie for them..." "Yes, the whole team is here..." She pressed her thigh into my back, and slid her body over so her pussy mound was rubbing into my shoulder. "They're no trouble at all, they are all good boys..." She patted Mike's bare ass while she said the last part. "Love you dear, see you later. Bye."
She hung up the phone without mentioning our attire.
Mrs. Osteen strolled to the kitchen, with her butt cheeks rising and falling under her panties, and returned with a dozen ice cream bars, and passed them around. Her eyes were on her nearly naked male guests most of the time. And her hands were on us quite a bit of the time.
"Mrs. Osteen," said Eric. "I really need to shower. Do you mind if I shower?"
"Actually, we could all use a quick shower," said Chris. "But we can't all shower, there wouldn't be enough hot water."
"Well then," smiled Mrs. Osteen, "You'll have to share the shower."
"Shower together?" said Kyle. "No freakin' way."
"You're jocks, you should be used to showering together," said Mrs. Osteen.
"Not in a little house shower," I said. "That's gay!"
We were at a brief impasse, but Mrs. Osteen's wheels were turning. With a big smile on her face, she said, "It wouldn't be gay if there was a girl in there with you."
"Okay, Mom," said Chris, not getting where his mom was going. "Get us a girl and we'll shower with her."
But the smile on Mrs. Osteen's face told me she wasn't completely joking. And when she replied, "I'm a girl. I need a shower, too," my hard cock filled my jock once again. "There's only one shower in the house, and there's room for three of us in there." I glanced at the rest of the team, and their jaws were dropping. "C'mon, in here boys, line up in twos."
We followed Mrs. Osteen into her bathroom, smiling at each other. A few weeks ago, probably none of us would believe this could happen, but now we were hopeful. Would she really jump in the shower with us?
Mrs. Osteen turned on the water in her bathtub, and then started the shower. She turned to us, and said, "OK, boys', strip naked."
"You first," I replied.
Mrs. Osteen smiled at me, and as the thirteen of us stared at her white bra, and the cleavage it exposed when she bent down and pulled her panties right off, exposing that thick dishwater blonde triangle of pubic hair that I'd glimpsed earlier in the day.
Mrs. Osteen then turned her back to me. I was staring at her bare white ass, until she said, "Unhook me, Don."
My hands were shaking and I took too long in front of my teammates, but I got the three clasps of her bra unhooked. She turned around, and made a show of dropping her bra and exposing her two big mommy tits for her son's team. Thirteen hoots echoed through the bathroom to approve of her large round white tits with medium-sized pink areolas on each.
As Mrs. Osteen pulled back the shower curtain and stepped into the tub, the rest of us quickly peeled off our jocks. Kyle and I were at the front of the line, and we both quickly stepped into the tub, on either side of Mrs. Osteen. Kyle was by the showerhead and I was in the back.
Mrs. Osteen picked up the bar of soap, and started soaping my chest, running her hands over it. My hard cock was sticking out, and it poked her just above her pubic hair. She smiled at me as she rubbed my chest and shoulders.
The wet naked mom then turned to face Kyle, and rubbed soap on his chest. Then she handed me the bar of soap and said over the sound of the running water, "Do my back."
I quickly rubbed soap in my hands, and rubbed her naked back. My cock accidentally poked into her butt, and Mrs. Osteen pressed back into my cock as she lathered Kyle. So then I ran my hands down her lower back, and rubbed soap over her bare but. I got in a few good squeezes. Her skin felt quite slippery. Knowing time was tight with ten other horny guys waiting in line, I reached around Mrs. Osteen and rubbed my soapy hands over her wet tits. Wow! What an amazing, slippery feeling.
Mrs. Osteen arched her back in approval as I played with her slippery tits. She was stroking Kyle's soapy cock at the same time.
I pressed my cock into her ass crack, and she spread her legs as far as she could and thrust her butt back. My hand found her wet pussy hair, which looked a bit darker when it was wet. I slid my slippery finger into her pussy, which was also slippery. I didn't know if it was the soap, or her own juices. But I decided to go for it, and as she bent slightly, I crouched down a little and let my cock head slide over her pussy from behind. With some assistance from Mrs. Osteen, I slid my cock up inside her, and fucked her doggy style standing up as the water cascaded down on us. The smacking of my wet pelvis against her wet ass echoed through the bathroom, as did her squeals.
It didn't take me long until I came, and I immediately stepped out of the tub and found a towel. I dried myself in the back of the bathroom, watching my teammates fuck and play with Mrs. Osteen, a pair at a time. Nobody was allowed to stay in the shower for more than about five minutes, so the action was furious. Still, Mrs. Osteen managed to get everybody to cum. If she wasn't jerking one guy off while another fucked her from behind as I did, then she was on all fours in the tub, getting fucked from behind while the guy in front of her fucked her mouth and played with her dangling tits.
The ends of Mrs. Osteen's hair were wet, and it stuck to her back as she got fucked and sucked. Her flesh was in a constant rippling motion. Her moans echoed throughout the bathroom, as did the constant flesh-slapping sounds as a half-dozen teens fucked her in turn. There was moaning and laughing from the guys in front of her who were getting sucked and jerked while they felt up their teammate's sexy naked wet mother.
Somewhere in the middle of the train was Chris. I don't know if he'd had a sexual relationship with his mom before, but he snuck in behind and felt up his mom, and when she turned and saw her son with a hard cock, she simply smiled at him and slid the cock into her wet willing pussy like he was just another teen boy.
When the water went cold, Mrs. Osteen squealed and turned off the shower. Everybody else exited the bathroom, but I found a dry towel and wrapped it around the shivering Mrs. Osteen. I patted her off, and made a point of fondling her rock-hard nipples.
Mrs. Osteen looked down at my hard cock, and said, "Once wasn't enough for you, Don?"
"Hell, no, with you two or three times won't be enough," I bragged.
"Mmm,' she cooed. "I'm freezing now. Come and get me warm." She took my hand, and led me back into the family room, threw her towel on the carpet, and laid down on it. She spread her legs wide, and smiled up at me. I kneeled between her legs and worked my cock into her still-wet pussy, lied on top of her, and fucked her slowly. At first her skin was cold and clammy, but soon we were both warm.
It didn't take long for me to cum a second time, and then we were off to the races again. My teammates lined up, and this time it wasn't just two boys at a time on her. Soon Mrs. Osteen was on top of Bill, riding his cock, while she sucked off Pete and had her flopping tits felt by Shawn and Mike as she jerked their cocks.



I lost track of time as we all fucked Mrs. Osteen over and over. We were all full of cum, but we were cleaner than before our shower. Plus Chris followed Mrs. Osteen's instructions and got our uniforms washed. So by the time Mr. Osteen got back home, we were all lounging in our clean uniforms, and Mrs. Osteen was upstairs alone in her bedroom.
END OF PART 2 of 3
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CHAPTER ELEVEN: REVENGE FUCK
"Don?"
"Yeah, Mom."
"How did your uniform get cleaned? It had to have been washed after the game last night."
"Mrs. Osteen washed our uniforms."
"Okay. But you didn't take any extra clothes with you."
Mom was getting suspicious again. "Uh, I wore some of Chris' clothes while she did the laundry," I lied.
"All of you wore Chris' clothes?"
"Uh, sure, Mom. Gotta go." I knew it was an insufficient answer, and I ran out before she asked a follow up question.
----------
As the summer warmed up, so did Pete's mom's outfits. Other than Vito's mom, she was the most overdressed as far as wearing nice clothes to sit in the bleachers of a ball game. And Mrs. Clark's outfits were classier. Nice dresses, and skirt and blouse combos. She must've worked in a nice office, and I'm sure the men in her office appreciated her dressing that way. It was clear that the dads on the bleachers appreciated it. It was even clearer from the comments on the bench that the players liked the way she looked. And it was nearly as clear that Pete's dad did NOT appreciate his estranged wife posing on the bleachers.
And posing is what it appeared to me that she was doing. She wasn't talking to the other moms. The other dads were smart enough to admire from afar so as not to piss off their wives. And she was never friendly to me or the other boys, it seemed. She just seemed to like sitting in her sunglasses with her legs crossed in a sexy, if aloof, pose. And as the days got hotter and the other moms showed more skin, Mrs. Clark showed more thigh, more cleavage, and more panties. She had many colorful panties that could be seen from the bench. And as much as we looked back at her in admiration, Mr. Clark looked back with a scowl on his face. He always had a scowl, but it seemed worse when his estranged wife was on the bleachers with her skirt hiked up.
One Friday night after a game, Pete told us that the team was invited to spend the night at his house. We asked if his mom was okay with that, and he said, "Yeah, it was her suggestion."
When my mom dropped me off at Pete's house, I took along a sleeping bag and a change of clothes. I looked for Pete's mom, but she was out of sight. Within minutes, everybody else on the team was there. A pizza deliveryman arrived soon after. When the doorbell rang, I saw Mrs. Clark come down the stairs to open the door. I did a double take, when I saw that she was wearing a light blue nightgown.
I jumped up to see if I could help carry the pizzas, as well as to get a closer look at Mrs. Clark. The delivery guy's eye seemed riveted to Mrs. Clark's torso. As I got closer I could see why. The nightgown was very short, barely covering her crotch and her butt. It plunged down in front practically to her waist, baring most of her chest down to a little cleavage. And then the front of it was see-through. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin lacy fabric. Her tits hung out the sides. Mrs. Clark leaned over to get money out of her purse, and a whole lot of her "Barely B" cup titties hung out in the open. I had to fight for position with the delivery guy for a good angle to see her tits.
I needn't have bothered fighting for a good view. I presumed that Pete's mom would modestly run back upstairs to finish changing or even disappear for the night. But instead, she marched right over to where we were all sitting in the family room, and then slowly walked over to the kitchen, which was attached to the family room in an open floor plan. She told us where to place the pizzas on the counter. Then she opened an upper cabinet and grabbed some paper plates and cups. As she reached up and leaned over, her blue thong panties were exposed. She was showing some ass cheeks, which were whiter than her legs. Eric nudged me, and I heard Mike silently moan.
Mrs. Clark found some paper towels from a lower cabinet, which allowed her to lean over and show her cleavage once more. It was when she stood up that her firm motherly breasts pressed against the translucent fabric. Her tits were firm and inviting.
Mrs. Clark didn't seem as aloof. I don't just mean her nearly undressed appearance. She was smiling, and seemed rather friendly. Her eyes were a bit misty. There was a booze bottle on the kitchen counter. Mrs. Clark fixed herself a mixed drink. I don't think it was her first one.
A few minutes later, I heard the door open. It was Pete's dad. This was awkward. I nudged Pete and pointed his dad out to him. "He's here to pick up my sister," he said. "It's his night to take us, but I got out of it because of this party. And he has to have my sister back home by nine o'clock because she has a softball game."
Amazingly, I didn't feel uncomfortable, as Mr. Clark walked into the family room and scowled at Mrs. Clark, and then at us. I was standing next to his estranged wife, who was half-dressed, and I didn't care. He was a jerk, we all thought he was a jerk, and there was nothing he could do about us being there.
"Have Ginny back by eight," said Mrs. Clark.
"Trudy, what are you doing?" was Mr. Clark's reply.
"We're having a party," said Mrs. Clark. She took one more swig of her drink, then set it down on the counter. "We're going to party all night." She put her left arm around my shoulder, and her right arm around Eric, who was standing on her right.
"Trudy, these are boys." Well, technically we were all eighteen, old enough to want to fuck our coach's wife.
"Just like Ginny's babysitter is a girl. You FUCKED a GIRL!" I could literally feel her tense up. So that's what this was about. Mrs. Clark was still pissed off at Mr. Clark for fucking the babysitter, and she was flaunting herself to us for his benefit.
Mr. Clark just stared at his wife, his jaw muscles moving, his nostrils flaring. He said nothing. Mrs. Clark quickly relaxed again. She moved her arms down to mine and Eric's waist. Her right nightgown strap slid off her shoulder, and her nipple popped out into the open. I just looked down at the little jewel, not caring what Coach Clark thought.
Ginny came down the stairs and exited for her dad's car. Mr. Clark turned to leave.
"I'll see you at eight, Ron," said Mrs. Clark. "We'll all still be here. She put her left hand onto Eric's chest and rubbed it as her husband slammed the door.
Mrs. Clark faded back into the kitchen for another drink. As I finished my pizza, I saw her making out with Mike. Pete approached Eric and me, and used a phrase I'd never heard before. "It looks like you guys might be getting a revenge fuck tonight."
As Pete walked away, Eric said to me, "Do you want to be fucked just so a chick can get revenge against another guy?"
I looked over at Mrs. Clark, who was rubbing Mike's cock over his pants. Her left nipple was visible from our vantage point, and Mike's arm around her waist was causing her nightgown to ride up, exposing her little blue thongs and most of her left ass cheek. "To fuck THAT, hell yeah!"
"Yeah, me too," agreed Eric.
Eric and I sat on the couch to eat. Mrs. Clark had broken off from Mike, and came over and sat on the coffee table in front of us. I couldn't tell by her eyes exactly how much she'd been drinking, but she was batting them to get our attention. "Let me know if there's anything you want." Both of her straps were falling off her shoulders, and her tits were popping out of her nightie again. Eric and I weren't the only ones to notice. Kyle and Brad and Kip all stood over Mrs. Clark, peering down at her exposed nipples. Mrs. Clark spread her legs wide, giving Eric and me a good view up her nightgown to her panty crotch. Damn, those were great legs, too.
Eric and I finished our pizza and stood around wherever Mrs. Clark was. We finally got her attention, and she came over and put her arms around us again. I put my right arm around her, and managed to catch the side of her right tit.
But it was Eric that she started making out with. Still, she groped both of our butts, and so I reached down under her nightie and felt her bare butt cheeks. What nice cheeks! Eric put his arms around her as he made out with her, and I saw his thumb catching her left nipple over her nightgown. Then she turned and made out with me, her tongue encircling mine. Her left strap had fallen again, probably with Eric's help, and her left tit was completely exposed. Eric toyed with the cone-shaped tit. Mrs. Clark grabbed both of our cocks through our shorts and rubbed them.
Apparently Mrs. Clark was more drunk than I'd realized. As she tried to lead us over to the couch, she tripped on the pile of sleeping bags that we'd stashed on the floor. She fell down into the pile onto her back, her feet up in the air, her panty crotch exposed to everybody. She laughed, and when Eric and I tried to pull her up, she pulled us down. So we laid down next to her and made out with her on the pile of sleeping bags. She made out with Eric as he felt both of her exposed tits. I rubbed her gorgeous bare thighs, and when she offered no resistance, I tickled her pussy mound over her thongs.
While Mrs. Clark and Eric made out, I slid down between Mrs. Clark's legs and kissed her thighs. She opened them further, so I reached under her nightie and slid down her thongs. She lifted her butt as I pulled them off her. Mrs. Clark's pussy was completely shaved. I licked the mound and tickled her thighs before licking her labia. Eric had one of her tits in his mouth as I slid my tongue into her pussy slit and ate her furiously. "MMMMmmmMMM!" I don't know if she was enjoying Eric, or me, but probably both. Mrs. Clark smelled fresh, but her juices were flowing. I looked up, and saw that she had Eric's cock out of his pants, and she was stroking it.
Suddenly Mrs. Clark sat up. She pushed me down and turned me over so I was on my back on the sleeping bags. She knelt over me, and began lowering her pussy onto my head. As she sat on my face, I looked up and saw that her nightgown was bunched nearly down to her waist, her firm jutting titties exposed to the whole room.
She got her pussy settled on my face, and wrapped her smooth thighs around my head. I resumed licking her pussy. Looking up, I saw that Eric was standing over me, thrusting his red cock into Mrs. Clark's mouth. We each took a tit in our hands.
Mrs. Clark started to gyrate her hips on my head. Her spasmodic wiggles made it harder to eat her, but I knew from my experience with the other moms what would drive her wild. I licked further up, and found her clit. I tongued it fast and furious. Mrs. Clark clamped her thighs around my head like a vice and gyrated through a wild orgasm.
Just as she was subsiding, I looked up to see Eric's cum dripping out of her mouth. The squirt in her mouth must have caught her by surprise, because she reared back. Eric's cock popped out of her mouth, and his next shot caught her squarely in the eye and nose. The next spurt hit her chin, the next her chest.
Eric pulled back and Mrs. Clark fell off my face. But I hadn't cum yet. Mrs. Clark rolled over onto her chest, over a rolled up sleeping bag. I got behind her, aimed my cock at her pussy, and entered her doggie style. I fucked the hot wife's pussy hard, slapping loudly into her rippling ass flesh. "Uhh! Uhh!" I heard her groan.
I'm not sure what got into me, but as I looked down at my despised coach's snooty wife's ass, I pulled my cock out of her slippery pussy. I moved it up a few inches, and with only Mrs. Clark's pussy juices as lubrication, I started to push my cock head into her puckered asshole. I guess that I just figured that since I didn't like her anyhow, and she'd probably act snooty to me when she was done with me tomorrow, I didn't have anything to lose by butt fucking her pretty ass.
"Ahh! AHHHHH!" The hot mom moaned. That wasn't exactly no. With my friends and Mrs. Clark's son watching me, I wanted to be aggressive and manly, so I shoved hard, and worked my cock into her asshole. I don't know if Mrs. Clark had ever taken a cock up her asshole before, but after a few minutes of apparent shock, she started to loosen up her asshole, and stick her butt up for me.
I started thrusting faster. This was tighter than any female hole I'd been in before. "HHHHOOOOOO! HUNNNNNG!" Mrs. Clark didn't sound so snooty or classy anymore. She sounded like a squealing grunting farm animal. "CHUUCKK! HHHRRRRRGGGGGH!"
I came deep into her ass. But after a couple of spurts, I pulled out and let the rest of my jizm squirt over her asshole and back.
I rolled off Mrs. Clark. She rolled over onto her back, with a shocked expression on her face, like she didn't know what had just happened. But before she could react further, Brad, Kip, and Shawn pounced on her, and were stuffing cocks in her hands, mouth, and pussy.
After that, I saw Pete manhandling his mom. He'd always seemed a bit timid around his arrogant mom, but tonight he pounded his cock into her hard and fast, and Mrs. Clark simply took it.
I don't know if Mrs. Clark got more than she bargained for this night, or if this was her plan. But she was obedient and fucked and sucked all of us, multiple times, all night. Somewhere around dawn, I fell asleep on one of the sleeping bags.
I woke up when I heard the front door open. Coach Clark pushed Pete's sister up the stairs before she could see anything downstairs. Then, with one eye open, I watched him enter the downstairs area. I looked over, and Mrs. Clark was passed out two feet away from me. The ravaged wife was completely naked. Her hair was a fright, her makeup running and smeared, and she was covered from head to toe with sticky jizm. Bill was asleep next to her, his black hand on her white ass. Vito was sleeping next to Mrs. Clark on the other side, his limp cock lying inches from the blonde wife.
Mrs. Clark woke up squinting, and when she saw Mr. Clark in the room, she managed to get up on one elbow. "Hi, Ron." She looked around at her own son and a dozen other naked teen boys sleeping all around her. "Nope, they're not boys. They're men."
Mr. Clark silently turned and left, slamming the front door on his way out.
CHAPTER TWELVE: BIG BLACK MAMA
I was up early for practice, and something strange happened. I walked by the bathroom, and Mom was in there with the door open. She was standing in front of the mirror, brushing her hair. She was only wearing her bra and panties.
Mom never lets me see her in her underwear. I stopped and stared for a moment, taking in her big beige bra and tight beige cotton panties. She turned to look at me, and I broke out of my trance and walked on down the hall, when I heard her call out my name. "Don?" Was I in trouble for staring at her?
"What?"
"Come here, please."
I walked back to the bathroom, and looked in again. Mom turned to face me. I couldn't help staring at her body again. I'd seen her in one-piece bathing suits, but never underwear. She had a little smile on her face. "Um, what time is practice today?"
"It's at ten."
"How late does it go?"
"The usual."
Mom kept asking me questions, smiling at me as I stared at her in her underwear. I'd swear that there was sexual tension between us. I was having trouble keeping my voice calm.
"Are you embarrassed seeing me in my underwear?"
"No," I lied. Actually I was, but it was also hot. I got a hardon, and I wondered if she could see it.
"Do I look too old, or do you still think your friends would think I was hot if they saw me like this?"
"No, they'd still think you were hot."
"Are you just saying that, or do I look hot?"
"You look hot," I blurted.
I heard Dad coming in the front door. Mom heard him, too. "Thanks, Don," she smiled, and then closed the bathroom door. Whew!
----------
Bill was the only black kid on the team. And as such, his mom was the only black mom on the team. Mrs. Bradley was an attractive woman with a nice figure. Her straight black hair went down to her shoulders. Her legs looked good, as much as I'd seen them, which was only from her knees down. Her tits looked sizable.
She didn't dress as scantily as most of the moms. But she did dress nice. I don't know what she did for a living, but she must have worked in a nice office or something, because on weeknights she always came to the games in nice dresses or slacks, with pearl necklaces and stuff. A classy woman, it seemed, who was friendly and seemed to get along with the other moms. Her only problem was that in warm weather she didn't dress as scantily as most of the other moms, so I was less familiar with her body.
One day when practice ended earlier than expected, since Bill's house was close to the field, Bill and Mike and Shawn and me stopped by Bill's house. We were hoping to get a ride home from Bill's mom, since Bill said his dad was working late. As we approached the house, there was a car in the driveway. "I don't know whose car this is," said Bill.
Bill let us in the front door. The living room was dark, but there was a light down the hall. Bill had a concerned look on his face, so nobody said a word. Something was making noise down the hall. Something AND someone. I detected music, but something else. Bill crept down the hall and peeked through the cracked door into his parent's lighted bedroom. From down the hall we watched him frozen at the door for a minute. Then he crept back down to where we were waiting.
"My mom's fucking some guy in her room. But he ain't my dad."
Bill crept back down the hall, this time waving us down with him. I peeked in first. Mrs. Bradley was straddling some big black dude on her bed. Her bottom half was under the sheets, but her top half was nude. I could just barely see the sides of her black tits hanging down, but little else. There was some R&B music playing from some stereo or radio. The other sounds emanating from the room were the squeaking of the bed, and Mrs. Bradley's moans. The noise was loud enough that Mrs. Bradley and her black lover couldn't hear us out in the hall.
Mike pushed me aside and gawked in, then Shawn. Each stared through the crack for a minute, and then turned away with a big wide grin. Mike pulled out his cell phone. It had a camera on it. He took some pictures of the action through the cracked door.
The four of us then crept back to the living room. Bill shook his head and grinned. "Wow, that's fucked up," he said.
We then left through the front door, and decided to walk down to Shawn's house. On the way down the driveway, Shawn took a couple of pictures of the stranger's car in Bill's driveway.
Several days later, we'd made arrangements for the team to spend the afternoon at Bill's house. His dad once again was working the overnight shift, but his mom was there to chaperone. Once the entire team arrived and was mingling in the living room, Shawn, Bill, and Mike called Mrs. Bradley into the hallway just beyond the kitchen. I was chicken, and stayed with the rest of my teammates in the kitchen, which was an open floor plan next to the living room, around the corner from the hallway.
The plan was simple. Shawn showed Mrs. Bradley the photos on his cell phone. I heard her gasp from around the corner. There was some dialog, and fortunately Mrs. Bradley's tone was not one of anger. More of fear. That's what we were hoping for. I couldn't hear every word. But I heard her ask, "What are you gonna do? What do you want?"
Mike responded. "We want what this dude got."
There was a gasp from Bill's mom, then long pause. "C'mon. No. You can't be serious."
"Yep, they're serious, mom," said Bill.
After some more whispering and apparently some negotiations, Bill entered the living room, holding his mom's arm. Mrs. Bradley looked around at all of us. Everyone was staring at her. We all knew the plan.



"So you're all in on this."
There was some silence, but some nods also.
"All you little white boys want a piece of my black ass?"
There was some mumbling and affirmative nodding.
"And you're all gonna be quiet about everything after?"
Now the affirmative "Yes's" were louder.
Mrs. Bradley had an expression like she'd been given shocking new, which she had. With eyes wide, she let out a long exhale. "I need a drink!" Mrs. Bradley stepped over into the kitchen area, found a liquor bottle in the cabinet, got a glass and ice, and with shaking hands poured herself a very tall drink.
I stared at Bill's mom as she knocked back her drink. Her chest heaved. Her tits looked big in her blue blouse tucked into her skirt. Her navy blue skirt was fairly long, below her knees, but it was tight, and curved around her motherly ass.
Mrs. Bradley poured a second large glass of booze, and walked back into the living room. Her steps were heavier, and I saw her tits bounce in her bra and blouse. I feared that the booze had given her the courage to tell us to get the hell out. Instead, she got a little smile on her face. "You white teen ATHELETES think you can handle this big black mama?"
"Yeah, baby," said Vito.
"Try me, Mama," said a suddenly confident Kyle.
Mrs. Bradley finished her second drink, sauntered into the kitchen, and poured a third glass. She sashayed back to the living room, smiling at us, her hips wiggling more, her chest thrown out. "I need some music." She fumbled with a radio atop a cabinet. It looked like the booze was hitting her.
Bill's big black mama found some medium tempo R&B music, and started swaying her hips slightly, still sipping on her drink.
"I ain't never had no teen white dick before. We'll see if you white-assed punks got what it takes." Mrs. Bradley always had good diction and excellent grammar. Suddenly, she was talking jive with us. She put her empty drink down. She moved her shoulders back and forth along with her hips. She reached up and started to unbutton her blouse.
Soon her big black lacy bra was in view. Her black cleavage swelled out the top. Her legs were spread wide, straining her skirt, and she was thrusting her hips in and out. In a slow sultry move, she thrust her chest out, pulled her fully-unbuttoned shirt tails out of her skirt, and dropped the garment off of her shoulders and onto the ground.
Mrs. Bradley was greeted with cheers and moans from her audience, all teens and all white, except for her own son, who was standing to the side but also cheering her. She smiled at us with heavy eyelids and pursed lips. She unzipped her skirt at the side, and slowly tugged it down her sides, leaning forward and shrugging her shoulders so more cleavage spilled over her bra. I had to admit that she looked way more comfortable doing this than Mrs. Firebush. She kicked off her shoes, and stepped out of her skirt. She posed for a moment in her big black bra and black satin panties. Her stomach had a bit of a bulge, and her thighs had a little meat on them, but overall she was quite curvy and sexy.
Mrs. Bradley picked up her empty glass, and sauntered into the kitchen, her big black butt cheeks rising and falling in her panties. After pouring yet another drink, she danced her way back into the living room.
"If you want to see what's under here, you gots to show what you got under your clothes. Let's see your little white cocks and see who measures up. C'mon, white boys, whip 'em out."
Shawn and Mike and I glanced around, and started to unzip our flys. My friends had already seen me hard, so I had no shyness. I was glad to have my stiffie free to stretch out. When the three of us got our cocks out, the others followed."
"You too, Bill," Mrs. Bradley said to her son. "Let's see if your BLACK dick measures." Bill obeyed, grinning as he whipped out his dark staff.
The thirteen of us sat or stood in a semicircle around the mature African-American woman in her bra and panties, stroking our hardons.
"Mmm, not to shabby," commented Mrs. Bradley. "I see some worthy cocks. Hope you know how to use them." She turned her back to us and put her drink down on the cabinet, and danced, shaking her big booty at us. Looking back at us with a smile, she reached behind her, and unhooked her bra. Turning around, she danced with her bra held in front of her for a moment, and then slowly let the piece fall to the ground.
I couldn't believe how big her tits looked as she stood topless several feet away from me. Her two round jugs looked swollen and heavy, sloping just slightly. I thought that Mike's mom or perhaps Eric's Firebush Mom had the biggest tits on the team, but Mrs. Bradley was their equal for poundage. She lifted her arms over her head, and thrust her tits out at us, slowly but forcefully. Her big dark areolas flew forward and back down. Mrs. Bradley knew how to make them things shake.
Bill's now-drunken mom thrust her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. She tugged them down slowly, again arching her back so her tits hung down and swayed. She stripped her panties off, and spread her legs as she danced. Her pussy was covered with coarse black curly hairs. Wow!
The Big Black Mama turned her back to us and shook her ass. Her big black cheeks rippled as she swung her hips from side to side. Then she bent down a little, putting her hands on her knees, and thrust her ass in and out. She continued with some impressive booty popping, shaking her booty much faster than the music, her cheeks opening and closing to show her puckered asshole, and her hairy pussy between her legs. Unlike Mrs. Firebush, this woman looked like an experienced booty popper.
Facing us again, she actually got her tits doing circles, clockwise. She seemed to be able to make them do whatever she wanted. She got them jiggling in opposite directions. She leaned over and swayed them in circles. She picked both of them up in her palms and stuffed her left tit into her mouth, licking her own long black nipple. After licking her right nipple, while smiling at us, she heaved her chest and got them flying wildly, shooting up almost to her chin, and them back down nearly to her navel.
As I sat on a wooden chair right in front of Mrs. Bradley, this woman had me as hot as any woman ever. I couldn't wait to get my hands on her. She spread her knees wide and bent her knees, opening her crotch and thrusting it at us. Her ebony flesh glowed with perspiration. She picked up somebody's water bottle from a table, and shoved it up into her pussy. It came out glistening. She was juicy and wet.
"You want my black ass?" She asked.
"Yeah," came the shout from her son's exposed friends and teammates.
"Here it is." Mrs. Bradley shook her ass, a foot from my face. I was just about to reach out and grab it, when she lurched backward and shoved her bare ass into my face.
I didn't flinch. Quite the opposite, I burrowed my head into her long ass crack. She had me so worked up that I wanted any part of her I could get. She wiggled back into me. She was probably trying to gross us out, but I loved making contact with her jiggling ass cheeks. I stuck my tongue out, and found her asshole. I grabbed her hips, and licked into her as far as I could go.
"OHHHH!" I heard Mrs. Bradley cry. I flit my tongue deep and fast. I was afraid that she would pull away, so quickly I reached around with my right hand and found her pussy. I rubbed her mound over her coarse pubic hair, and then found her slit.
My left hand reached up and firmly squeezed her dangling left tit. She chuckled, and then squealed. My right index finger found her swollen clit, and I diddled it rapidly. "OHHHHHHHH! Ohhhh, Honey! Not bad for a Honkey kid! WHHHEEEEE!"
I could hear the other guys laughing at my rim job, but soon they were on their feet and surrounding Mrs. Bradley. Hands were mauling her tits and pussy, and even her thighs and shoulders. I hadn't realized that the contrast between our white bodies, as tan as they were, against Mrs. Bradley's black flesh would be so striking.
Mrs. Bradley reached between my legs and stroked my cock. I immediately yanked my already-open pants down to my knees, and she quickly lowered her pussy onto my cock. She slid down easily. A little too easily, actually. Her pussy was the most cavernous off all the moms I'd fucked. But it was wet, and the Big Black Mama knew what to do with that pussy. The way she worked her muscles around my cock, and used her knees to jump up and down on it, made this black woman the best fuck ever.
Mrs. Bradley fucked my cock rapidly while Kip whipped out his cock and stuffed it into her mouth, fucking her face forcefully as he grabbed her head. Other hands were tugging at her tits. I resumed diddling her love button. "HUMMMPH!"
Mrs. Bradley also looked like a world class cock sucker. She bobbed her head rapidly, and in no time I saw jism from Kip's cock leaking out of her lips.
She had me done in seconds. She started jerking around on my lap like she was having an orgasm, shuddering like a bug on me. I shot my load in her pussy.
Mrs. Bradley fell off my lap, and onto her knees on the carpet. She grabbed Eric's exposed cock as he stood before her, and sucked him off. She got him to lie on the carpet as she sucked him, sticking her big black booty in the air. Shawn knelt behind her and rammed his cock into her pussy. Others reached under her body to feel her dangling tits.
After taking a few more cocks on her knees, Mrs. Bradley laid back on the couch, and took more fuckings. I watched her black tits jump as she humped on her back. She turned her head and took a few more cocks in her mouth, and one in her right hand.
After eleven cocks had come on or in Mrs. Bradley, I saw Bill standing pants less in front of her mom. "Roll over Mom," he ordered. "I'm gonnna fuck your ass."
Without a word, the intoxicated black woman stuck her ass in the air, and let her son work his hard cock into her asshole. He seemed to have an easier time getting in than I did with Mrs. Clark, even though Bill's cock is at least as big as mine. He fucked her rapidly, her big black ass cheeks rippling like waves. Soon Bill came in her asshole, and finished off by squirting over her ass and back.
Bill then said, "We got to get out. My dad might be home soon." As I got my clothes back together, I watched the ravaged Mrs. Bradley gingerly stand up. She was drunk, rode hard, covered with cum, her hair was a mess and her makeup was smeared. She slid on her black panties, nearly falling over. She put her bra on, and I helped her hook it in the back. She left it at that, perhaps realizing that she'd have to shower and change before Mr. Bradley got home.
She turned to me, and said, "Boy I have to admit, you did the job today. For a white kid. I thought you'd run away before you'd give me a rim job.
"No, you had me too hot," I replied.
"You still have some things to learn, though. I think I need to spend some more time teaching you. Keep in touch."
CHAPTER THIRTEEN: MOUSY MOM
Eric came over to my house to get a ride from my mom to practice. I was upstairs changing when I heard him arrive. When I came downstairs, I didn't see Eric in the family room. And Dad was alone in the living room, reading the paper. Then I heard some quiet murmuring coming from the kitchen. I walked in to see Eric was sitting next to my mom at the table. As I rounded the corner, I could see Mom's hands on top of the table, holding a glass of pop, but Eric's right hand was under the table. It was dark and it was a fleeting glimpse, but it appeared to me that his hand was between mom's legs, under her denim skirt. As soon as I entered the kitchen, they both flinched, and mom immediately got up, smoothing her skirt and acting guilty as she took her glass over to the sink. "Well, are we ready to go?" she asked in a slightly flustered voice.
"I'm ready," I said, and Mom drove us to practice, with Eric and me in the back seat. Both Mom and Eric were uncomfortably silent on the drive.
After Mom dropped us off and drove away, we dropped our gear by the chain link fence. Eric said, "Hey, Don."
"What?"
Eric held out his right hand to my face, with his middle finger extended. "Wanna smell your mom?"
I stared at him for a second. "Are you shitting me?"
"Really," he chuckled.
"You finger fucked my mom."
"Yeah," he grinned.
"Wow!" That was all I could say. "Sorry if I interrupted."
"You should be," Eric laughed.
Wow. We joined our teammates on the field as I absorbed the idea that my mom let my friend stick his finger in her pussy.
-------
Among my teammates, I called Tim's mom, Mrs. Lee, "The Mousy Mom." She was cute. Really Cute. I guess it was her slender figure, button nose, soft chin, small oval wire rimmed glasses, and quiet demeanor, that gave her what I called a "mousy" aura. She was about 5' 3" tall, and her figure, while slender, was not skinny like Mrs. Truffeau, but close to it. Her hair was blonde and curled under just above her shoulders. Her tits were pretty tiny, but her legs and her butt were really nice for a mom.
At the season's early games, Mrs. Lee wore polo tops and longer boring shorts, but as the weather and the other moms heated up, Mousy Mom started to sport shorter cotton shorts and matching tank tops, which allowed views of both her white panties and her little white bras. So I fantasized about fucking Mousy Mom. And so did Eric and Mike and several other boys, judging by their comments and their eyes. And as much as any other mom, Mrs. Lee kept her eyes locked on me and my teammates. Her demeanor remained quiet and aloof, but her eyes darted to my teammate's butt and other body parts as they walked by her. Once when Eric changed shirts after a game, I thought she was going to fall out of the bleachers craning her neck to stare at his topless teen torso.
Several times she caught me looking at her, but she immediately turned away. There was no smile, no acknowledgement, no flirtatious look, as we received from many of the other moms. She was friendly enough when we approached her or Tim, but she refused to give up even the most subtle or sneaky hint that she was interested in us. So I considered her probably untouchable.
Besides my "Mousy Mom" moniker, one other catch phrase often got repeated when one of us caught her checking us out. "She wants it." We were cocky enough now to even dare imagine that an attractive married mom would think of fucking us, her son's teen friends.
When it was Tim's turn to host an after-game sleepover after a night game, Mrs. Lee picked a night when her husband was home.
We poured into Mrs. Lee's basement family room immediately after the game. Mr. Lee went up to the second floor to bed. When Mrs. Lee wandered down later to bring us our pizzas, she might as well have been tossed into a prison holding cell with thirteen horny male jailbirds. Standing in a matching teal-colored tiny cotton shorts and tight tank top, her eyes darting back and forth over us, but still with her shy demeanor, several boys whispered, "She wants it."
I don't know if Mrs. Lee heard the comments, but she must have seen the look in our eyes and our dirty leering that we were admiring her scantily-clad figure and weren't hiding it. There was an air of sexual tension.
Shawn said, "I have to get out of this uniform," and pulled off his uniform jersey.
"Me too," replied Vito, and he also took off his top.
Tim picked up on his teammates' signals. "Mom, can we wash our uniforms?"
Mrs. Lee, now staring at the two shirtless teens, stuttered, "Oh, uh, yeah, I guess."
At that, all of us started taking off our jerseys, and threw them in a pile.
We had all already removed our spikes, so when Eric said, "How about our pants?" it was nothing to unhook the belt and peel off his uniform pants. Every other teammate followed their Team Captain's example and pulled off their uniforms. There were now thirteen teen athletes surrounding Mrs. Lee, wearing only their bulging jocks.
Mrs. Lee's chest heaved, and she moaned an audible "ohhh!" Otherwise she was speechless. As we milled around, some of the guys had their backs to her, and their bare butts were on display for her.
Mike said, "How about our jocks, too? Can you wash our jocks?" When Tim's mom didn't answer, staring at the team surrounding her, her mouth open and eyes wide, Mike pulled down his jock. He stepped out of it, and his hairy semi-hard cock sprang out.
As Mrs. Lee stood speechless, panting and batting her eyes, the rest of us stripped out of our jocks. A couple of guys only had semi-erect dicks hanging down, but most of us, including me, had raging hairy hardons aimed at Mousy Mom.
"Hey Mrs. Lee," said Shawn. "Don't you want to wash your clothes, too?"
"Uhhh, oohh, Uhh," whimpered Mrs. Lee. She couldn't take her eyes off of the naked teen athletes, but she couldn't seem to react, other than her whimpering.
Shawn approached her. "I'll help with your top." He started to raise her top at the hem. Mrs. Lee gasped and put her hands down to her sides to prevent the material from being lifted. But soon several other guys started grabbing at her top and lifting it. Soon her little white bra was in view, and her top was lifted and pulled through her blonde hair and discarded. Quickly hands grabbed the elastic waistband of her cotton shorts, and tugged them down her thighs, displaying tight white cotton bikini panties.
Tim's mom looked nearly as sexy as any of the moms, in her tiny white bra and panties. Her tits were small, but that made her bra look small and her torso that much more exposed. Her panties were plain cotton, but they were tight and clung nicely to her nice butt cheeks and protruding pussy mound.
Mrs. Lee looked like she was going to faint as hands started tugging at her bra and panties. "Oh, no, no," she quietly whimpered nearly inaudibly.
I was concerned. She was saying no. She wasn't smiling, or removing her clothes herself. Was she being molested?
"She wants it," Vito said, and several others echoed the Mousy Mom catchphrase. But did she?
"Oh, no," she panted, as her bra was unhooked in back and the straps pulled down her shoulders. I could read her words on her lips, but I could barely hear them. Her eyes were half open and her head rolled back. I wanted to stop my teammates, who were pawing at her like animals.
The panties slid down easily, and grabby teen hands roamed all over her tiny pointed white titties and hard pink nipples. Her dishwater blonde pubic hair had hands combing through it, and her nice white ass was getting a good groping and jiggling.
"Hey, guys," I muttered, but nobody was paying attention to me. "Hey..." But then I noticed something. Mrs. Lee had placed her hands on Eric's and Vito's chests. She wasn't pushing them away; she was stoking their chests and shoulders with her long spread-out fingers. She slid her right hand down to Vito's ass cheek and caressed it. Then she slid her left hand down to Eric's hard cock, and held it.
While Mrs. Lee was getting felt up by a dozen or so hands on her naked body, she was moving her open palms and slender fingers from one guy to the next. She still looked unsteady, and I'd swear she was still moaning, "Oh, no."
"You want it, Mrs. Lee," said Vito.
"No," she whimpered, still caressing two teen butt cheeks.
"You want it," insisted Eric and Mike.
"Yes, I, I want it!" croaked Mousy Mom, as she tugged on two throbbing cocks and gyrated her palm-covered hips. She turned her head to Vito, opened her mouth, and began to kiss him.
Mousy Mom was grinding her hips into Vito's hand as he finger fucked her. She stretched her neck from Vito to Eric to Tom's mouths, trading sloppy tongue kisses.



I think she was loosening up a little.
I finally got a hand in, and tugged on her long nipples, and jiggled her little left tit. Tim, Mousy Mom's son, had his head down on her right tit, suckling on her nipple.
It was Eric who wormed his way front and center, and was receiving a hand job as he rapidly finger fucked the older but smaller woman. He apparently felt that they were both ready, because he said, "Do you want it?"
"Yes, I want it!"
"Do you want all of it?"
"YES!"
"Do you want it right now?"
"YES! I WANT IT NOW! FUCK ME! PLEEEEAAAAASE!!!"
Mousy Mom had found a pair of lungs. As her begging echoed through the room, Eric grabbed both of her ass checks, lifted her off the ground, and rammed his stiff cock into her wide open pussy. I saw her eyes widen as she found herself with her legs spread around the teen stud, her hands around his neck.
Eric stood in the middle off the room as Mrs. Lee rode him. He held her by her butt cheeks and thrust into her, hard and as rapidly as he could. "Uhhhng!" He grunted.
"UNNGGGGG!" Grunted Mrs. Lee.
"UNNNGGG!"
"HUMMMMMPHHHH!"
I briefly thought about Tim's dad being upstairs. If he was woken from the boys shouting or his wife's wailing, or if he heard it at all two floors up, he wasn't concerned enough to come downstairs. I forgot all about him. Apparently Mrs. Lee did, too.
A couple of the guys were still reaching in for titty feels, but otherwise it was Eric's show as Mrs. Lee threw her head back and closed her eyes.
"OOOOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWEEEEEE!" She gyrated and jiggled all over. I don't know how Eric hung onto her. Mrs. Lee wasn't very big, but none of us were big at our age, either. Only Eric was considered a big guy. "WOOOOOOEEEEOOOOOOO!"
Her wails echoed off the walls, causing cheers from her son's teammates. "Haarrrggghhhhh??!"
She collapsed onto Eric's shoulder, and Eric dropped her like a sack of potatoes onto the couch. Mrs. Lee took one long loud inhale, and I thought she was going to have a heart attack and die. Instead, she opened her eyes wide and looked at the naked boys with hard cocks surrounding her, and asked, "OK, who's next?" I was standing closest, and she yelled, "Don! You be next!" I sat down next to her and she practically attacked me. She locked her lips onto mine and rapidly tongued me, moving her mouth around like she'd never been kissed before. Her hands were also all over the place, quickly running from my shoulder to my chest to my thigh, and then stroking my hard cock. For my part, I felt her small firm titties and diddled her nipples.
With my newfound oral fixation, I clamped my mouth down on her right tit, and then her left, sucking the small boobies into my mouth, licking her nipples, and suckling like a baby. I ran my left hand up her smooth bare thigh and found her snatch, and rubbed her pussy hard. Then I slid my middle finger in and fingered her.
I had competition, as Kyle sat next to her on the other side and clamped his mouth over her right tit. Mrs. Lee hissed like a snake as the two of us sucked her two tits.
Mrs. Lee never relaxed. Like a kid on Christmas morning, she ripped into one part of me and then another. She stood up, and landed on my lap facing me, and slid her pussy down on to my cock. She did all the work, humping me like a horny dog, and wailing like a banshee. "Wheeeeeeee!'
I sucked her tits again, but soon other hands were grabbing her tits. Mrs. Lee reached down and grabbed Kyle and Chris' cocks as they sat beside me. Shawn stuck his cock by her face, and she took it into her mouth.
She wildly gyrated again; already having an orgasm nearly as big as the one Eric gave her. I also came quickly, and Mrs. Lee fell off me and landed on Kyle's lap, facing away from him, and took his cock in her pussy as she continued stroking and sucking other cocks.
Mrs. Lee never lost her energy, or her lust; continuing touching, fucking, and sucking as much teen meat as she could get hold of, her hands running over every part of our bodies, through our hair, over our balls, and everyplace else.
I stepped back and watched her riding Bill, straddling him as he lay on his back. Her back was arched, and I could see Bill's big black cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she slid her hips and butt in and out around it. Her hips circled, rolled, her butt danced. It was sheer beauty, sexual ballet, as erotic as anything ever. I thought of Mr. Lee upstairs, and I wondered if he'd ever stepped back and became aware at what a sexual artist his wife was.
I took a break while my teammates were fucking Mighty Mom, and I was eating pizza and drinking pop over by a table. I felt someone touch me from behind, and I turned my head and saw Mrs. Lee. She pressed her bare tits against my back, wrapped her hands around me, and rubbed my chest and shoulders. "It's your turn again, Don" she whispered.
I turned towards her. My cock has semi-limp, but I put my arms around her and made out with her. I reached around and finally got to feel those two ass cheeks that I'd dreamed so much about. Mrs. Lee was still a whirlwind of energy, and kissed me wildly. She fell to her knees in front of me, and began licking my balls and shaft. That was enough to get me hard, and when she sucked my cock rapidly I was ready to go again.
Mrs. Lee was one of the few moms light enough that I could pick up, and I lifted her by her hips and sat her on the table in front of me. I stood between her legs, and threw both of her legs over my shoulders. I slid my cock in her pussy and slammed into her hard. My hips made a slapping sound as I hit her hit her ass and thighs, and as slender as she was, her butt and thigh flesh jiggled a little.
I looked down at the sexy blonde mom. Her little tittes were jiggling too, as she smiled up at me. But it wasn't long before other guys crowded around us, and started to feel her tits. One of these guys was Tim. I'd almost forgotten that Mrs. Lee's son was among us. Tim was naked along with the rest of us, and he still had a hard cock sticking nearly straight up. He reached down and felt his own mom's tit, tugging on her nipple.
Mrs. Lee looked over and realized her son was feeling her tit, and standing over her naked as she got fucked by one of his friends. She put her hand up over his. At first I thought she was going to pry her son's hand off of her tit. But instead she patted it and stroked it. She ran her fingers up his forearm, looking into his eyes, and then down to his cock.
Mousy Mom reached over and carefully touched Tim's hard dick. He didn't pull away - in fact he thrust his hips toward her. So Mrs. Lee took his dick in his hands, and stroked it. Tim kept on feeling her tits while he got a hand job from his mom.
This was turning me on, and I was almost ready to blow.
Mrs. Lee guided Tim's dick over to her face, and she leaned over and took it in her mouth. She sucked on her son's cock as he moaned.
That put me over the edge, and I came in Mrs. Lee's pussy.
I pulled my cock out and stepped away. Mrs. Lee let Tim's cock slide out of her mouth, and motioned for him to stand between her legs. Tim did as instructed and Mrs. Lee threw her thighs around him. Tim entered his mom, as she let out a gasp. After a few pumps to get in rhythm, he thrust fast. Mrs. Lee let out loud wails again, and soon she was gyrating all over the table. Both she and Tim came quickly, and he pulled out and stepped away.
Mrs. Lee didn't have time to rest or to ponder what she'd just done. Vito flipped her over on the table, and fucked her doggie style as Mrs. Lee grabbed two cocks with her hand and stroked them.
Mighty Mom was randy all night. At about 3:00 AM she got a little weak and shaky, but after some pop and cold pizza, she continued the gangbang until about 5:00 AM. I don't know how Tim felt when she hollered, "This is the greatest day of my life!" But I was proud to be part of any woman's greatest day, even if I was only one part of thirteen.
Finally we helped Mighty Mom find her clothes. She gingerly put them on like she'd just fought a heavyweight match, and walked bowlegged upstairs, presumably to collapse into bed next to her sleeping husband.
CHAPTER FOURTEEN: MY MOM
It was just Mom and I in the car as she drove me to a practice. "Do boys like Vito and Kip know that you're looking at their moms in the bleachers?"
"Yep."
"It doesn't bother them?"
"Not that I can tell."
"How do you feel when the other boys talk about me?"
"Proud."
"Proud? You're proud of the way I look? Hmm. What if it wasn't just looking? What if you saw one of them, um, trying to touch me? Would you be upset?"
"Like if I saw one of them with his hand up your skirt? I'd be turned on."
"Would you tell your Dad?"
"No, that would be between you and me. Would you tell dad if you thought I was having sex with a friend's mom?"
"I think we can have a few secrets from Dad."
"Which of my friends to you think is attractive?" I presumed she'd say Eric.
"Well, at my age, they all seem attractive."
There was a long silence after that. I'd just told my mom that I'd get aroused watching her with one of my friends, and suggested that I saw Eric with his hand under her skirt. She told me she thinks all my friends are attractive.
"How are they approached?"
"What?"
"How would boys your age even know if a woman was seriously interested in them?"
I paused for a minute for this one. "Just take off your clothes."
"Just... get naked?"
"Yeah. We like stripteases. Lots of bare skin. We'd get the point."
"So they like women, who uh, act slutty?"
"Yeah."
----------------------------------------
Mom couldn't believe that we wanted to play ball on a day off near the end of the season. But a bunch of us were bored, it was a weekday, so we decided to try to organize a casual game of softball instead of hardball. I asked Mom if she would drive some of us to the field. At first mom was reluctant to do all the driving and be in charge of thirteen teens. But she kept asking me if we were sure that she would be the only adult there, and the more I said yes, the more she seemed to warm up to the idea.
"Would you mind if I wore my bathing suit and got some sun while you play?"
"Certainly not," I replied.
"You know, I used to play some softball. Can I shag a few balls for you?"
"I'll ask the guys, but I don't see why not." I texted the rest of the team. I told them that Mom wanted to play a little softball, and that she might wear her bathing suit. Within minutes, all thirteen teammates had texted back that they now wanted to play. Several made comments like, "if ur moms gonna to be in a bathing suit, i'm there!" I showed these texts to my mom, who seemed quite flattered. She read them again and again, pushing her tit into my shoulder as she read from my phone.
It was a warm sunny day when five of my teammates met at my house and piled into Mom's van. We all wore shorts and tank tops or t-shirts, and brought our baseball gear. Mom climbed into the driver's seat wearing some shorts and a polo shirt. I was a little disappointed. I guess I'd hoped that she would dress sexier for my teammates, or at least bring a bathing suit along. Still, Mom looked like she'd taken her time with her hair today, and she looked kinda hot in her sunglasses as we drove to the field.
Upon arriving, our seven teammates were already there. Mom had brought a cooler full of pop for us, and as we drank pop Mom laid a beach towel in foul territory. When mom unbuckled her belt, I could see everybody stop what they were doing and watch mom. She seemed to realize it, too. She stood in the middle of a circle of thirteen of us boys, and tugged her shorts down her hips and butt. I didn't recognize the bottom of her bathing suit. I thought she'd be wearing her old blue or black one. This one was a bright lime green. Then when she stood straight up, I realized that these were bikini bottoms! Mom NEVER wore a two-piece bathing suit! She turned her back to me for a second, and I could see that not only was it a two-piece bathing suit, that it was cut really high in back, showing off quite a bit of her butt cheeks.
Then everybody held their breath as Mom grabbed the hem of her shirt and lifted it up. As she pulled her shirt up over tits, through her hair, and dropped it on her towel, everybody was shocked at how tiny her bikini was, and nobody was more shocked than me. Mom always wore conservative bathing suits and clothes in general. Her bottoms were not only cut high in back, but they dipped low in front, practically down to her pussy. And the top was the tiniest string top possible, with Mom's 40D tits hanging out the top, sides and even underneath.
We'd all seen young ladies in bikinis, but I could tell by the way all of my teammates' jaws were hanging open that it was an extraordinary sight to see a tall, busty mature woman in the smallest scraps of fabric imaginable. On close inspection, Mom had her flaws, and they couldn't be hid in the bright sunlight. Her tummy bulged some, her butt was a bit too large, there were stretch marks, and even a scar. But after all the lusting these boys had expressed for my mom, and my own growing lust for her, it was the sexiest sight I could imagine seeing in public. Whew!
Mom had her sunglasses on, but I could tell by her smile and her demeanor that she was enjoying the looks of my teammates. Mom pulled a bottle of suntan lotion out of her beach bag, and started rubbing it all over herself, as we all watched attentively. Her tits jiggled as she rubbed her cleavage, and as she bent over to lotion her legs, her big tits hung down, looking like they might fall completely out of her skimpy top. She rubbed her belly and her upper thighs, spreading her legs until a tuft of brown pubic hair was exposed.
"Chris, can you do my back?" She asked as she handed the bottle to Chris. Chris gleefully poured some lotion onto her shoulders and rubbed her back. But Shawn and Brian quickly butted in and also rubbed her back and shoulders. Shawn poured some lotion onto his hands and rubbed the back of her thighs, and when Mom simply smiled at the six hands on her, Kip lathered up her upper thighs and part of the bottom of her butt cheeks that were exposed.
Finally Mom lay down on her beach blanket just behind the backstop, and we started playing softball. But everybody was paying attention to Mom lying there, and balls kept "accidentally" rolling over to her so guys could get a better look."
Eventually I said, "Mom, why don't you play with us." I didn't mean it in a dirty way, but a few guys snickered as Mom stood up and grabbed a glove. Wherever Mom played on the field, the guys tried to hit the ball to her. This was because whenever she ran, her big tits bobbled all over the place in her tiny top, and even her ass and thighs wobbled. Her bikini bottom was cut so high that the back kept riding into her crack, exposing her white ass cheeks. After a few lame attempts to fix this, Mom simply let her cheeks show.
Several times after short runs, Mom's areolas snuck out of her top. Clearly they were quite dark and quite wide.
Mom went in to bat, and grabbed a bottle of water. She drank some, and splashed some on her face. Then she poured some on her chest. The water cascaded down her top and then ran to her bikini bottom. That's when something miraculous happened. The wet bikini turned transparent. There was no lining in it at all. Mom must have known this. My eyes darted back and forth between Mom's tits and her pussy. She did indeed have very wide areolas, but they were not out of proportion on her large jugs. And her bush had been trimmed away from her thighs, but there was still a nice dark triangle of hair on display at her crotch.
It was hard to keep the game going with Mom parading around like that. Finally Mom grabbed a bat and went to the plate to hit. She spread her legs and stuck her butt out as she stood in the batter's box. Eric was pitching, and he had a hard time putting the ball over the plate for Mom. She swung and swung at the high and outside pitches, as her tits wobbled. Finally Mom got a piece of a ball, and as it rolled toward third base, she sprinted toward first. Tim fielded it and threw to first. The ball got away from Brad, mostly because he was watching Mom jiggle. Mom took off for second. The instant she turned the bag at first, her right tit fell completely out of her top, and it flopped naked all the way to second. She fixed her top at second, but she didn't seem the slightest bit embarrassed at her wardrobe malfunction. She stayed on the basses for quite a while, taking running leadoffs after every pitch. Both of her areolas were sticking out the top, but she didn't even bother to adjust. Mom was virtually naked out in the field surrounded by my friends and me. I was just one of thirteen young teens who were sporting hardons. We didn't bother wearing cups to this game, so my cock was sticking out in my boxers, and several other teammates were trying to hide their erections.
After the inning ended, we all came in for a break. It was hot out there, and now nobody had their mind on baseball as long as my mom was hanging out all wet. Mom poured some more water on her suit to keep it transparent, her areolas were hanging out the top and sometimes the sides of her tiny triangles, a tuft of pubic hair hung out over her bottoms, and her ass was virtually bare.
Pete had brought a boom box, and he turned it on. Mom was standing back behind home plate by the backstop. The backstop had six-foot high boards along the back wall, making it the one place on the field where nobody driving or walking along the street could see her. Mom seemed to pick up on that. She looked around, made sure that nobody else besides the team was nearby, and started dancing.
My teammates let out some hoots when Mom put her arms up in the air and started swaying to the Metal music. Encouraged by the noise and the looks, she soon started to thrust her chest out, as her big tits strained the fabric of her transparent string bikini top.
Mom turned around and shook her ass at us. The white flesh jiggled and rippled. She turned back and thrust her hips; her legs spread wide, her knees bent. Mom knew how to dance some. Her areolas were sticking out the top nearly to her nipples. Finally her right nipple popped out and caught the fabric, and stayed exposed.
As my teammates cheered her on, and complimented Mom's tits, she shook her tits back and forth until her right tit fell completely out, hanging over the tiny lime-colored patch of fabric. Mom then slowly pulled back on her left string, until her left tit also fell out. Mom's tits were really pale, and her areolas were a darker brown, making a nice contrast. She raised her hands up high over her head and thrust her tits out, and then leaned over and let them dangle over the heads of the players that were sitting in the dirt behind home plate. With much cheering and fanfare, Mom easily untied the strings of her top, pulled the whole garment off her chest, and dropped it into the dirt.
She continuing to dance and jiggle her tits for us. Mom started playing with the strings of her bottom, stretching them out and pulling them up and down. Slowly, she tugged the wet bottom down her hips, until her pussy was completely out in the open, causing more cheers. She bent at the waist and lowered the garment down to her knees, until they fell on her own down her to gym shoes, at which time she kicked them off.
Mom continued to dance for us for a few more minutes, playing with her own tits and rubbing her pussy, smiling at each boy, including me. I simply smiled back, and applauded with the rest of my friends. She looked super sexy, and I was quite proud of her naked body.



There was an aluminum baseball bat leaning against the backstop with the handle up. Mom grabbed it and danced with it as a prop for a bit, like a cane. She lightly spanked her ass with it a couple of times, and I enjoyed the way her left butt cheek jiggled. Then she slid the bat between her tits, holding it with her right hand while wrapping her left arm around her tits to squeeze them around the bat. She stuck her tongue out and circled it around the bat handle, which got some hoots from the guys. Then she rested the bat between her legs, and rubbed the handle against her pussy. She spread her legs and thrust her hips out against the giant metal dildo. She spread wider, and started pushing one side of the handle between her pussy lips. As several teen boys groaned, Mom managed to get the entire handle into her pussy. She didn't get it in far, just enough that the handle was in her.
Mom stopped dancing, dropped the bat, and leaned her naked body back against the backstop. She reached up and grabbed the chain link fence with both hands, looking like she was Jesus on the cross. She announced, "Now I want a real cock in me." She simply smiled as Shawn and Kyle approached her and grabbed her tits. When she only smiled and moaned, several more guys approached and started to feel her naked body. Mom kissed Tim and put her arms around several shirtless boys. I reached in and got a hand on my mom's pussy. I worked a finger in, and she was very wet and slippery. Hands were on every part of her body. She got her hand on Eric's cock, and stroked it. Mike also got his cock out, and Mom jerked him, too.
Someone grabbed Mom's beach towel, and laid it on the dirt behind the backstop, where nobody from the street could see her. Mom sat down on the towel, and took Mike's cock in her mouth. She jerked off two other boys. I got my hand on her left tit, and it sure felt soft and wonderful. I squeezed it hard and massaged it rapidly, as did two other hands on her right tit.
Mom fell onto her back on the towel, and Mike fell between her legs. He worked his stiff cock into her pink pussy. Someone stuffed a cock into Mom's mouth, and Mike had some trouble lying on top of Mom because so many hands were on her tits. He had to stay up on his hands to fuck her, which caused her tits to bobble even when there weren't hands on them.
Mike came in seconds. Before anybody else had a chance to jump on her, Mom got up and pulled Shawn down onto the towel on his back. She straddled my now-naked teammate, and lowered her pussy down over his cock. She bounced around on top of him, while more hands groped her dirt-covered tits. Pete stuffed his cock in her mouth, and Mom jerked several more cocks as she sucked Pete and fucked Shawn. I stood back for a moment and watched my dirt-covered mom satisfy four cocks.
After Shawn and several of the others came, Mom ended up on all fours. She sucked Tim, while Bill stuck his big black cock into her pussy from behind. Her ass cheeks rippled each time he slammed into her, as her tits hung down and swung. Several other guys grabbed her tits and milked them.
Brad climbed under her and worked his cock up into her pussy. That's when Eric got behind her, and began working his cock into her asshole. It took some work, but soon Mom had cocks in her pussy, her ass, and her mouth. There was actually a little cloud of dirt engulfing them as they jostled around on the ground.
When everybody else had had their turn at least once, I pushed my way through the crowd. Mom had stood up for a breather. I pushed her back against the wooden backstop, lifted her left leg up, and worked my cock up inside her pussy. She was taller than me, so it was a pretty comfortable fit, as I fucked her and played with her tits. She French kissed me, and then I suckled her long fat nipples.
Mom turned around, and I entered her from behind, as she grabbed the chain link fence above the wooden barrier. She held on for dear life as I thrust her hard and fast. Her ass cheeks made a slapping sound each time my hips spanked them, and I reached around and groped her dangling tits roughly. She squealed and called out, "Oh, Don! Don! Whoooooo!" She grunted and groaned and just as I let a gob of cum fly into her pussy she gyrated around, still anchored to the chain link fence, and hung her head down and panted.
I pulled out, and Mom laid on the dirty towel again. But my team wasn't done with her yet. They continued taking her the rest of the afternoon, until each had had multiple orgasms in her and on her.
CHAPTER FIFTEEN: VICTORY LAPS
The last few games of the season were surreal. There wasn't a panty or a bra to be found in the whole stadium. Mom's opinion was that it was some sort of friendly silent competition between the moms, who were all vying for our attention. Moms were flashing their pussies up their skirts and shorts, tits were jiggling and hanging out the tops and sides, and even ass cheeks were hanging out the bottoms of shorts. Mom wore a tank top where half of her tits were hanging out the sides. I asked her if she worried about what dad would say, and she replied that the dads were so busy looking at the other wives that they weren't paying attention to their own wives' behavior and attire.
Mom and I fucked all the time. Mostly when Dad wasn't around, but sometimes if he was sleeping upstairs we'd go downstairs and fuck, or even grope each other just out of his view. Mom asked me which of the other moms I'd most like to have sex with again, and I replied, "Any of them." I asked her which of my friends she wanted me to invite over for a sleepover when Dad was out, and she said, "Any of them."
Like a religious convert, or the last person to try a new fad, Mom became wholly engrossed in her newfound cougar style. And so after the last game of the season, she organized a celebratory team party at our house. Of course she picked a night when Dad was traveling. When some of the other moms expressed envy that they weren't the ones throwing the party, Mom invited all of the other moms to our house as additional "chaperones."
The evening of the party, every last player and every last mom attended. We players were dressed in our usual t-shirts and slacks. The moms were mostly dressed sexy as hell. It was great watching them dressed in skimpy summer casuals all summer, but it was hot seeing them in dressier slacks and even sexy skirts and stuff. Mom had plenty of food and drinks, and some booze for the moms. The mood was instantly celebratory and lively. Several of the moms that I'd fucked but never really conversed with were cornering me. The coach's wife, Mrs. Miles, congratulated me on a good season, and gave me a kiss. Other moms patted me on the butt, and soon I was reciprocating with little ass gropes.
There were a dozen similar scenes all over our family room. Mom announced that the only rule was that nobody could go upstairs. So in every corner of the room, moms and players were pairing off and conversing, hugging, kissing, and groping. Mom had some music playing, and a couple of the moms were slow dancing with boys.
I didn't catch what prompted it, but all of a sudden Mom started dancing to a fast song in the middle of the room. She was shaking her hips and thrusting her hips as the other guys started watching and cheering.
Not to be outdone, several of the other moms also started dancing. Soon all of the moms were dancing as us players backed up to the walls and watched the show. Thirteen MILFs dancing sexy and smiling at us. One by one, each mom started to lift skirts up, or lift up blouses or unbutton dresses, until it turned into a mass striptease. The moms who wore underwear were wearing some real sexy stuff, not the usual casual stuff we'd generally seen at the park.
Any one of these women would have given me yet another hardon. The women my eyes gravitated to in particular were the ones that I hadn't really seen completely naked before. I'd fucked Mrs. Kreske in the concession stand, but hadn't seen her with her clothes off. Now I watched her pull off her bra and slide out of her panties, and enjoyed seeing her completely naked for the first time. And then there was Mrs. Curtis, who I'd finger fucked, but had never seen naked. She was so pretty and her body was quite sexy, too.
Once the women were all naked, they continued dancing for a while, shaking their tits and asses as the rest of us. Mrs. Miles and Mrs. Taylor mashed their four big tits together as they danced, and my own mom ground her crotch into Mrs. Osteen's ass. Eventually the women started to lap dance the guys on the couch and chairs, and generally paired off.
I worked my way over to Mrs. Curtis. As the only woman there I hadn't fucked, I had some unfinished business with her. As I stood in front of her, she grabbed me and French kissed me, then quickly pulled my shirt off, followed by my pants. We hugged and kissed naked, standing in the middle of likewise couples. I grabbed her ass and she grabbed mine. As she ran her hands over my shoulders and chest, I kissed my way down her neck to her small pointed tits, and sucked them. Mrs. Curtis grabbed my cock and stroked it as I rubbed and fingered her familiar pussy. She was as wet as she'd been that first time, and I was hard as a rock. There were no chairs or carpet space available, so Mrs. Curtis pushed me back onto an end table, sending food and photos flying. I sat on the edge of the table, and Mrs. Curtis spread her legs and straddled me. She lowered herself onto my cock, and used her knee and ankle muscles to thrust up and down on my cock. I of course squeezed her ass and sucked her tits as she sat on my lap facing me. Then she got up and turned around, and fucked me with her back to me. This gave her faster thrusting capabilities, and allowed me to reach around her and feel her tits and hard nipples. I also reached down and diddled her clit just above my cock. It took virtually no time for her to squeal and gyrate through an orgasm as I shot a load of cum up into her pussy.
As Mrs. Curtis collapsed on my lap panting, I surveyed the scene in the rest of the room. Many of the other moms were emitting their own moans and squeals while my friends fucked them. I spotted Mom straddling Eric on the carpet, riding his cock as her tits bobbled. Mrs. Curtis and I made out for a while. Then as other couples finished their first rounds of fucking, we began to mingle with other people. Moms stopped for drinks and boys stopped for food, but otherwise the action continued for the rest of the night. I noticed Mom fucking and sucking Vito and Kyle at the same time, which left two women for me. Somehow I ended up leaning against the wall as two of the prettiest moms, Mrs. Clark and Mrs. Osteen, rubbed their naked pussies up and down on my upper thighs, humping me, as they played with my cock and balls. I groped both of their asses and felt their tits as I took turn making out with each of them. They pushed me down onto the carpet, and Mrs. Osteen sat on my face as Mrs. Clark sat on my cock. After a period they switched places, and in due time I had both of them wailing and gyrating into orgasms.
Late into the night, I was completely spent, and was resting on the couch, when Mrs. Miles approached me. "Do you want to be with me now, Don?" She asked.
I looked at her naked body. Mrs. Miles was the one who started it all with me, and since then I'd had many fantasies about hooking up with her again. But I looked down at my cock, red and shriveled from five orgasms in one night. "I really want to, but I'm not sure if I can."
Mrs. Miles dropped to her knees between my legs. She stroked my cock and played with my balls, and I started to grow, but just a little. She dropped her head and sucked me, and that helped some more, but not enough. Finally, my manager's wife wrapped her big tits around my cock, thrust her chest out, and tit fucked me rapidly. That was the ticket, and after she'd gotten me plenty hard and pulsating, she lay down on the couch and pulled me down on top of her, and we fucked madly until we both came.
Late into the night, at my mom's insistence, all of my teammates paired off with their own moms. I hadn't been too worried about hooking up with Mom this night, because I figured that we'd have many more nights together. But as Mom and I sat on the couch and kissed and groped, I looked around and saw all of my teammates doing the same with their own mothers. Many of these guys by now had fucked their own mothers, but there were several that hadn't that I was aware of. Now I was watching Eric pounding his mom's fire bush, Mike fucking Mrs. Miles's tits, and Mrs. Kreske getting banged from behind by Kyle. It wasn't likely I'd ever see a thirteen-way incest fest again. But I had little doubt that this wouldn't be the last sexual encounter that these sex-crazed teenagers would have with many of these sex-crazed mature women.
THE END
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Our lawyer told me it was all legal, what they did. My company denied my pre-surgical claim on my son's heart surgery, simply because they said it was too expensive. That was it. The insurance company said that the owner of my private company denied the claim, and Vance, my Human Resources director, confirmed it. Just like that, for no better reason, my son Kyle wasn't going to get the surgery that would save his life, because Jack, my company's owner, simply didn't want to pay for it.
My wife Carol was obviously as upset as I was. Vance seemed sympathetic, but he didn't seem like he was willing to fight for me. My immediate supervisor had just been promoted out of the department, and HIS boss just retired suddenly due to illness. So there was nobody between me, and the owner, Jack, to intervene or support me. Desperate and with nothing to lose, I asked Vance if I could go to Jack's admin and make an appointment to see Jack, whom I'd had only minimal contact with in the years that I'd worked for his company. Mostly small talk in hallways or company functions, rarely anything work related.
"You can talk to Jack," said Vance. "But from what I know about him, he doesn't give anything away unless there's something in it for him."
So this morning I had an appointment with Jack, and I went into his office, and groveled. Jack, a fairly short, slender, balding man in his early sixties perhaps, with short hair, listened to my groveling, how my son would certainly die without this surgery.
At the end of my speech, Jack said, "Your wife's name is Carol, isn't it?"
"Yes," I replied.
"I remember her. From the Christmas party. Tall, brunette."
"Yes," I said.
"Yes. She's very attractive."
"Uh, thank you."
"Yes, VERY pretty. And stacked. You're a lucky man."
I didn't know how to respond to that. I let it go. But clearly he'd been eyeing my wife at the Christmas party last year. That was almost eleven months ago, and he still remembers her. Now I remember, he danced with her last year, when I was in the bathroom, I came out and they were on the dance floor.
"Hmmm," said Jack, looking up in the air. "What's she doing now?"
"Well, she's working part time and has no insurance..."
"I mean what is she doing right this minute? Is she at home?"
"Uh, yes, she should be. The kids are in school and she's not working today."
"Call her up. Let's have lunch."
"Today?"
"Yes, you and me and Carol. Call her. Twelve-thirty, at Alexander's."
With that Jack dismissed me, and I went back to my desk and called Carol. Carol was home, anxiously waiting to hear how my meeting with Jack went.
"Honey, are you free now for lunch?"
"Um, yes, Neil, what's the matter? What happened?"
"Nothing. Jack the owner wants to have lunch with us. You and me."
"Me? Why me?"
"I don't know."
"Oh, Neil, I, uh, don't like Jack."
"Uh, why?"
"Well, last year at the Christmas party he, he, um, made a pass at me."
I paused. "I didn't know that. Why didn't you tell me?"
"I, uh, was embarrassed. And I didn't want you to get upset."
"What did he do?"
"Well, he asked me to dance while you were out of the room, and when we were dancing he said I was very beautiful, and he asked me to go up to his hotel room with him."
"Wow. What did you say?"
"I was shocked. I didn't know what to say. I guess I didn't say anything."
"So you left the dance floor and that was the end of it? Maybe you misunderstood him."
"Oh, no. Because he, then he, uh groped me."
I couldn't repeat the word "grope" out loud, afraid my co-workers would overhear my conversation. How? Whhh What? What did he do?"
"He touched my breast. While dancing, he reached in and grabbed my boob."
I took a moment to digest this. It was really unsettling. Then I got back to the subject of the surgery. "Well, I, uh, he just wants to have lunch with us. We need him to approve the surgery. It's for Kyle."
"Oh, I know. Okay."
"Meet us at Alexander's at twelve-thirty."
At twelve fifteen I met Jack outside his office, and he drove me in his Mercedes to the restaurant. Carol was waiting there for us, standing by the reception desk.
I can understand Jack's attraction to Carol. She's wholesome, but pretty, and despite having two kids still has a pretty nice figure for a woman of thirty-seven. She's five feet ten inches tall, with shoulder length brown hair, and curvy, with what I know is a bra size of 40D. Not cartoonish or disproportionately huge breasts, but on a woman as tall as Carol I knew that they were a double handful of natural breasts.
Carol was dressed casual, in jeans and a sweater. But the jeans were tight, and while the sweater wasn't super tight, it still accentuated her large breasts.
Jack said, "Hello, Carol, it's so good to see you again," and reached around her and hugged her, kissing her on the cheek, as Carol threw her head back.
Jack led us back to a booth with a "U"-shaped table, with padded benches on three sides. Carol slid into the booth, I slid in next to her, and Jack slid in on the opposite side as me, sitting next to Carol on her right. We ordered lunch, and then Jack started his monologue.
"I wanted to see if Carol was as pretty as I remember her from the last Christmas party. And I see that she's even prettier." He smiled at Carol when he said this, and put his left arm around her shoulder. I could see Carol cringe, but she didn't pull away, knowing what was on the line. "So you two want me to risk perhaps many many thousands of my dollars, and throw the whole company's insurance plan out of whack."
Our lunch came, and we began eating, with Jack removing his arm from Carol's shoulder. But he was sitting quite close to her, and while eating with his right hand, he let his left hand drop under the table. Carol suddenly looked alarmed. I couldn't see where his hand was, but I was betting it was on Carol's thigh, from his position. Carol didn't move.
Jack made small talk, while we ate and waited for him to return to the subject of our insurance claim. He returned his arm to Carol's shoulder, and I could see him stoking her hair.
"I'm a businessman, and a successful one, a RUTHLESS one, and I don't give up a lot of money out of the goodness of my heart. I expect something in return." Jack's arm dropped down under Carol's armpit, and I could see him doing a "reach around," touching Carol's left breast with his left hand. He couldn't get much of it, but enough that Carol could clearly feel the hand over her bra and sweater, and I could clearly see it, which I think is what Jack wanted.
"So, how about this for a deal? I give your son life. And in return I get Carol, for say, two weeks, until the surgery is scheduled."
"Get? What do you mean, get?" I asked.
"Let's say, at my disposal," replied Jack. He reached up with his left hand, and sort of lifted Carol's left tit. "Carol sure is sexy, Neil, and I'm not taking her from you, I just want to borrow her. Surely that's worth your son's life."
Carol's jaw dropped, but she was speechless.
"That's my deal. Final word. Take it or leave it. I'm going to go to the bathroom," said Jack, "and you two can talk about it."
When Jack had left the table, I said, "I'm going to deck that guy!"
"God, I can't believe this," said Carol, rubbing her temples. "He makes my skin crawl, but has us over a barrel."
"There's got to be another way," I said.
"There ISN'T! We've tried EVERTHING!"
Jack returned to the table, and sat next to Carol again. "Neil, I'm pretty sure I left my wallet in the car between the front seats. Can you run outside and get it?" He tossed me the keys to his car, and I silently left the table for the parking lot.
I did find the wallet, but I didn't like leaving my wife alone with the clearly unscrupulous Jack. When I returned to the restaurant, I paused near the entrance, where I could see our booth from a distance.
Jack had his arms around my wife, and was kissing her. The busboys glanced over at them, as Jack clearly was working his tongue inside of Carol's mouth, and making her return the Frenching. And Jack's right hand was up inside Carol's sweater, and over her left breast. Carol squirmed as the waiter hovered at a distance and watched this dirty old man fondle my wife in public.
I realized that I had a sexual stirring in my groin, watching another man kiss and fondle my wife. I realized that I'd had the feeling several times today; thinking about Jack feeling her up at the Christmas party; crudely calling her "stacked"; and then touching her in the booth right in front of me.
I made my way over to the table, and when Carol saw me she threw her head back and pulled the hand out from under her sweater.
"I think we've come to an agreement, Neil," said Jack. "Let's all go back to the office."
Jack paid the bill, and the three of us exited the restaurant. "Neil," said Jack. "You drive Carol's car, and Carol can ride with me." With that I watched Jack and my wife walk over to Jack's car, and when Jack opened the passenger door for her, I saw him give her denim-clad butt a little pat.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
I followed close behind on the drive back to the office, for a moment fearful that Jack might try to lose me and drive off someplace else. And Jack did take a circuitous route, but drove slowly. I couldn't see where his hands were in the car, but Carol looked like she was sitting pretty close to him. Then at one long stoplight, Jack leaned over and made out with Carol.
When we arrived at the office, I parked and exited my car and walked over to Jack's car in his reserved parking spot. I quickly peered in from the passenger window, and caught Carol zipping up and snapping her jeans, and Jack casually zipping up his fly. Did he force my wife to touch his cock in his pants? And did he get his hand inside of her pants? My cock jumped considering the likeliness of it.
"Come on up to my office, both of you," ordered Jack, and we made our way through the corridor and back to his corner office. There were no words with anybody else in the office, just a few stares, mostly at Carol. Jack closed his office door behind him.
"Sit down, Neil," ordered Jack, and I sat where he'd pointed, in a chair across from his desk. Jack took Carol by the hand, and said, "Well I have a meeting in about thirty minutes, so we don't have much time. Let's consummate our deal."
Jack pressed Carol's butt against his desk, pulled her towards him, and while still standing, he started to make out with her. Without being told, Carol stuck her tongue out. "That's right, you learn quickly, Carol." And Jack flitted his tongue around Carol's before returning to a full open-mouth make-out.
"We're doing this for Kyle, we're doing this for Kyle," I thought to myself. It was just so hard to believe that it was happening. It took restraint to let a man do this to my wife, but there was too much on the line. Every time I considered standing up and shoving him, I repeated, "for Kyle."
Jack ran his right hand up Carol's waist, and cupped her left breast over her top. He slowly squeezed the large breast, his hand not able to fully cover her large boob. I saw Carol's eyes open wide, and she squirmed a bit, but she said nothing, and probably made a point not to look at me. She was likely repeating in her mind the same thing I was, "I'm doing this for Kyle."
Jack ran his left hand down Carol's side, and grabbed her right butt cheek over her jeans, and massaged it. He dropped his right hand off of her tit for a moment, and squeezed booth of her butt cheeks, grinding his crotch into hers as he did. Then he grabbed the hem of her top with both hands, and pulled it up, exposing her white bra, resting the top just above her cups.
Jack grabbed the bottoms of both of her bra cups, and yanked up. Carol's large white breasts fell out of the cups, and bobbled free. Jack moaned, and said, "Oh, yeah, these are nice," as he groped both of my wife's bare beasts. He leaned down and licked her dark wide areolas, and sucked on her fat nipples. I could see Carol's nipples become long and erect as Jack licked, sucked, and bit them.
Jack reached down and unsnapped and unzipped Carol's jeans, and her pink panties came into view. He forcefully tugged down on both her jeans and her panties, until both garments were bunched around her knees. Carol's brown pubic hair, a wide thick full bush, was exposed.
As my wife stood in the office, I realized that the blinds were all completely open, and there were other buildings nearby. Anybody looking over could see my wife's exposed breasts, butt, and pussy. At a glance I couldn't specifically see anybody in the windows looking over. But I realized that my cock was now nearly fully erect in my slacks watching my wife being abused and exposed.
Carol stood motionless for a moment as Jack unzipped his pants, and tugged them and his underwear down to his ankles. His cock was long, but hanging down. "Stroke me, Carol," he said. Then he turned to me and said, "She stroked me to a good erection on the car ride, but I came down a little."
Carol reached down with her right hand, and began stroking Jack's cock. Jack in turn reached down and rubbed Carol's pussy mound over her bush. In no time, Jack was fully erect, sticking straight out.
Jack slid his middle finger into Carol's pussy. He quickly pulled it out and said loudly, "I had some KY Jelly in my desk just in case, but I'm not gonna need it. Look how wet she is!" He held up his middle finger towards me, and I could see it glistening in the harsh fluorescent light.
Jack re-inserted his middle finger in Carol, and finger fucked her rapidly. Carol stroked his cock, her eyes half open and a sad, demoralized expression on her face. Jack had that self-satisfied smirk on his face that I hate so much.
"Okay, Carol," said Jack. "Turn around." My wife released the cock from her hand as Jack slid his finger out of her. She hesitated a moment until Jack twirled his finger around, indicating that he wanted her to turn around. She did as ordered, and Jack said, "Hands on the desk."
Carol leaned over and placed both of her hands on the edge of Jack's wooden desk. Being a tall leggy woman, her butt was high in the air. Her ass was better before kids, and it was a little bigger than she would like. But her two white half-globes with her long butt crack looked arousing to me, and spotting her brown pubic hair between her legs made the humiliating pose look even more sexy.
Jack lined up behind her, and started to work his cock into her pussy from behind. Being significantly shorter than Carol made things easy for Jack, and he stood straight up, leaning forward, as his dick shaft disappeared inside of my wife's pussy.
"Oh, yeah," moaned Jack, verbalizing his pleasure at the initial feel of his cock inside my wife's pussy.
Carol let out a whimper but was otherwise silent. Her head hung down, her brown hair hanging over her face. Jack started to hump her, slowly at first, but soon got into a medium groove. I watched Carol's big tits hanging down as she leaned over the desk. Jack noticed them too, and reached around and played with them as he fucked her. Carol's mature butt cheeks rippled every time that Jack slapped his pelvis into her.
Soon Jack was slamming her harder, and faster, reminding me of two humping dogs. Carol's butt cheeks shook faster and made loud slapping noises that could possibly be heard out in the hall. Carol's breasts, once Jack released them and grabbed her hips, dangled down and gyrated wildly.
Jack's breathing got heavier, but it was Carol whose panting got more audible, punctuated with the occasional, "Ughnn!"
"We're doing this for Kyle," I kept repeating to myself. But I couldn't look away. I noticed everything Jack was doing to my wife, and every way that Carol was reacting, like I was watching a train wreck. I could tell that I had an erection, and didn't understand why.
Jack leaned back and threw his head back, his eyes opening and closing, always with that obnoxious smirk on his face. He occasionally looked back at me, but mostly he was admiring Carol and her gyrating body. He gave her butt the occasional light slap.
Carol got louder. I wished she didn't, because I didn't want anybody outside of Jack's office to know what was happening to my wife. But Carol was grunting rhythmically. "Hhgh, hugh hugh." Was she aroused? She didn't seem in pain.
I was ready to cream in my pants, so I don't know how Jack could keep from cumming. But he hung in there as Carol started shaking and letting out little gurgles that she never made when she made love to me. Carol was never a noisy lover. Until now. "HuHHHG Hunnng!"
Finally with one last "UNNNNGGG!" Carol spasmed rapidly, circling her butt, in what was unmistakably an orgasm. And a BIG one. I didn't think she would fake it for Jack. It was real.
Jack pulled back tight on Carol's hips as she finished her orgasm and she fell forward on her elbows. Then Jack slid his cock out of her pussy, laid it on her back, and let his cum dribble down on her skin.
Carol collapsed down onto the desk, crying. Jack calmly pulled up his pants. He said, "Neil, your wife's a good fuck. You're a lucky guy. We're off to a good start!"
"A good start?" I asked.
"Sure," said Jack. "You didn't think this was going to be it, did you? We have a couple of weeks until I need to contact the insurance company. But don't worry. We're on track. Now, I have a meeting, so Carol, you can go home now, and Neil, I'm sure you have some work to do."
With that, Carol stood up straight, and my boss and I watched her pull up her pink panties and blue jeans, and then pull her white bra cups back down over her breasts, and pull her top down over her bra. She wiped the tears off of her face, and Jack opened the office door for us, me going to my desk, and Carol heading for her car.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
2) DINNER AT HOME
Carol and I couldn't bring ourselves to talk much about what happened. We only debated whether Jack was going to keep his promise. We didn't discuss what else he expected from Carol, or me, in the next several weeks. We didn't hear from him for several days. Then, at work, I got a call from Carol.
"Jack just called me," she said.
"He called you at home?" I asked.
"Yes," replied Carol.
"What did he want?"
"He wants me, ur, us, to host some clients tomorrow night. Have them over for dinner."
"Dinner? Nobody does that anymore," I commented. "Having The Little Lady cook dinner for the boss and clients?"
"Well, Jack said that these were very important new business partners, not your average customers, and he wanted to treat them to a home cooked dinner while they were in town. He said that there would be three of them, along with Jack."
"That's it? What else did he say?"
"Well, he told me that the kids shouldn't be home. And, uh, he told me what to wear."
"What to wear? What did he say?"
"Well, not exactly what to wear. But he said something a little sexy. 'Show a lot of leg and cleavage' is what he said."
My cock tingled again, considering why Jack wanted Carol to wear something sexy, and what he was expecting her to do in our own house, with three clients. But we had no choice. The next evening, Carol cooked and prepared for our "guests." We made plans for the kids to be at friends' houses.
While dinner was cooking, Carol got dressed. She came out of our bedroom wearing a tight black skirt. It was an older one she found in the back of the closet, from when shorter skirts were the style. So it was short, but not scandalous, hemmed just above mid-thigh. And it was tight, because Carol had gained some weight since she bought it. The short tight skirt curved provocatively around her butt. Carol's long pantyhose-covered legs looked real nice, but there was something particularly sexy about an older mother wearing something just a little too short.



Carol's top was wine-colored, sleeveless, almost off of her shoulders, and scooped fairly low. I don't know if you call those things sweaters, what women wear these days. It was thin clinging fabric. "I don't really have anything low cut," my wife explained. "This is a top that I bought to wear under blazers and button sweaters, and it looked okay in the store, but later I realized that it slips down after a while and shows cleavage, and it falls open when I lean over, so I never wear it." The top did cling nicely to Carol's form. A lot of women wear these padded, gravity-defying bras these days, but I know Carol's bras aren't padded, and she likes them comfortable. So her breasts slope down just a little. The sleeveless top clinging to the bottom of her breasts make her breasts look real big, heavy, and natural.
She appeared to have taken extra care with her hair and makeup. Carol did look real sexy, in a Stepford Wife Hostess sort of way.
"I hope it's good enough for Jack. The good thing is that he shouldn't try anything when there are three important clients around. Maybe he just wants you to be eye candy," I said, trying to assure her, as crude as that sounded. But I wasn't so assured myself, just hopeful that the dinner would go without incident.
When Jack arrived, he had his three clients with him. All three were about Jack's age, likely late fifties or early sixties. Once introduced, it was clear that these weren't just some buyers for one of our customers. They were high up guys like Jack, and were sealing some major business deal. Each was introduced to me and Carol, and it was Carol that got the most smiles and eyeballing. When Peter, a brown-haired man with a lot of gray, was introduced to Carol, he said, "Jack wasn't exaggerating about how pretty you are."
And when Dick, a heavier, round-faced, gray-haired man, shook Carol's hand, and wouldn't let go, he commented, "Jack's been telling us about you."
Lee, a mature man of Asian, possibly Chinese, descent, but no detectable accent and a deep voice, wearing black-rimmed glasses, said, "You look very nice. Neil, you're a lucky guy."
So right off the bat, it seemed that something other than Carol's cooking was previously discussed.
I served some drinks in the living room while Carol tried to excuse herself to finish dinner, but Lee managed to corner her in the living room and chat her up some. Mostly he talked to her chest. Otherwise cocktails were uneventful.
But once dinner started, things went downhill. Jack made the seating arrangements, and surprisingly he sat at the end of the table, and not next to Carol. I sat at the other end. To my right sat Carol, and next to her was Peter. Across from Carol, to my right, sat Dick and Lee.
Carol brought out some soup, and poured some in each of our bowls. While leaning over, all eyes went to Carol's top, for when she leaned over, her top hung open and a lot of her cleavage spilled out of her black bra. Carol's mature breasts were so large that there was no gap between her breasts, just a line where they were pushed together. It was quite a sight, I had to admit. If Jack wanted cleavage, he was getting it.
Carol stood next to Dick, who had several large Martinis before dinner and had already downed his first glass of wine at the table. He wasted no time sliding his hand up the back of Carol's hose-covered legs, all the way up under her skirt. I could see his hand squeezing her butt, his hand under the skirt and certainly over her panties and pantyhose. To her credit Carol didn't pour soup on Dick's lap. Her eyes widened and she stood straight up, but otherwise only endured the long ass grope, as I pretended not to see it happen.
Once Carol sat down and we all started eating, Peter, sitting to Carol's left, made a point to keep his chair close to Carol's. Dick tried to distract me with conversation as Peter spoke to Carol, peering down her top, which gapped open as Carol leaned forward to eat. She was right; the longer dinner lasted, the more her top slipped and showed cleavage. She tried to adjust it a couple of times, but soon she had other troubles to occupy her.
It didn't take long for Peter to turn his attention elsewhere. Looking down below the table from my end seat, I could see that Carol's short tight skirt had hiked up really high when she sat down. And I could see Peter's right hand on Carol's thigh.
Jack engaged the group in conversation, mostly small talk. All four of the men asked Carol questions. They started out asking about our kids and stuff, but soon the questions got more personal and flirtatious. Carol listened and tried to politely answer without getting offended. But I could tell by the distant look in her eyes that she was also distracted by the older palm on her left thigh.
And I could see that palm, belonging to Peter, moving under her skirt. Carol was keeping her knees locked together. I was sort of rooting for my wife to fend off this grope, but on the other hand I didn't want her to blow the deal. Tipping the scale was that my cock was getting tingly under the table, watching this older dude getting a sneaky squeeze of my wife's thigh.
Carol's jaws were clenched as she talked, and Jack got me back into the conversation. A few minutes later, when I was able to look back discreetly under the table, I was fortunate enough to catch the exact moment when Carol surrendered, when her knees parted, allowing Peter's right hand to slide WAY up under that skirt.
Dinner continued. I caught Jack looking around under the table, at his client feeling my wife. And now there was no doubt from the angle that his palm was right on her crotch. Carol sat enduring a pussy rub from an older man she'd never met until less than two hours ago. If the men on the other side of the table were paying attention, even they would be able to tell by Peter's position what he was up to under the table. I took some solace that she was wearing pantyhose, so there was no way the guy was going to get inside her pussy during dinner. But what about after dinner? How soon could we get them out of the house?
Jack tried to stretch out dinner by keeping the conversation going after we were done eating, allowing Peter more time for playing with my wife's pussy. But Carol finally said, "Anybody for cake?" And subtly removed the hand from her crotch as she stood up. Carol exited the kitchen, with all eyes on her butt and short skirt.
We continued our small talk, but Lee got up and said, "Excuse me." I thought he was going to the bathroom. But instead I caught him walking into the kitchen. From my view at the end of the table, I could partially see into the kitchen, and saw Carol at the counter, cutting up the cake and putting the pieces on plates. Lee approached her from behind. I heard Carol gasp as he put his arms around her waist.
The kitchen echoed, so as the conversation at the table got quiet, I could hear Lee say, "Jack told me you were a player." He then slid his hands up Carol's stomach, and grabbed both of her breasts. Carol gasped, but otherwise did nothing, as Lee reached around and kneaded both of her large breasts over her sweater, lifting and squeezing them. Carol's head was up and her chest heaved out, as she got goosed and tit-fondled.
When Carol got up the nerve to grab a couple of plates of cake and wrestle away from Lee, he released her, grinning, and returned to the table for his dessert.
"Do you want dessert?" Jack asked Lee, handing him a piece of cake.
"No thanks," replied Lee. "I just got my dessert in the kitchen."
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Jack said, "Shall we retire to the living room for another round of drinks?" And we did. I got everybody another drink, as Peter literally cornered Carol in the living room, likely hitting on her, from his smirking expression.
After everyone got seated in the living room with drinks, and random small talking among the group, Peter complimented Carol. "Carol, you're a good cook, and you're beautiful. Do you have other talents we don't know about?"
"She's also a good dancer," said Jack.
"You mean like dance routines?" asked Peter.
"No, I mean slow dancing," Jack said. "I danced with her at the Christmas party last year, and she accepted my lead gracefully."
I think that Jack was making a little joke about Carol allowing him to feel her up on the dance floor. Carol thought so too, judging from her blush.
"Peter, you should dance with Carol," said Jack. "Neil, do you have any slow danceable music?"
Like a servant, I jumped up and started to look through a stack of CDs on a shelf. I found one CD of primarily jazzy pop ballads, and put it into my CD player. Peter grabbed Carol, and started to dance with her.
The rest of us sat down and watched the couple dancing. Jack tried to keep the conversation going, distracting me I think, as Peter snuggled in close with my wife, trying to work her into the far dark corner. I was an inch taller than the five-foot ten inches Carol, and I was the only man in the room that wasn't shorter than her. So the shorter Peter burrowed his head into her neck. He lowered his right hand down and clenched her butt. He danced slow, but started to grind his crotch into her leg.
Since I was engaged in conversation, and since Carol wasn't objecting to Peter's smothering dance moves, Peter got bolder, and slid his right hand up her side and over her left breast. He squeezed it firmly, and I could see her flimsy bra cup cave in.
Lee stood up and cut in on the dancers. Peter reluctantly released my wife, and soon the bulky Chinese man was grinding into her. He placed both hands on her butt cheeks, and squeezed. Carol could only stare wide-eyed.
Then Dick, still the most visibly drunk and the visibly sweating of the three, cut in on Lee, and danced with Carol. He was the most brazen with his gropes, feeling her tits and her ass, and kissing her neck, as Carol threw her head back in an attempt to avoid the lips at her nape. Dick rubbed his upper thigh into Carol's crotch. Carol's legs were spread to keep from falling over, which caused her skirt to hike up high, showing a lot of thigh. Dick's right hand roamed up under her skirt in back, and groped her butt under her raised skirt and over her hose and panties. Carol actually let out a couple of grunts as she tried to keep the drunken man from tripping her and knocking them both over. She allowed the hand groping, but threw her head back and to the side in an attempt to keep Dick from kissing her lips.
Finally Jack called for Carol to come and "sit down and rest. Over here." He patted the couch, and Carol sat in the middle of the couch, with Jack on her left, and Peter on her right. I sat in a chair directly across from them, and Lee and Dick sat in a love seat cornered with the couch.
There was more small talk, and in no time Peter had his left hand resting on my wife's right thigh. He had his face inches from her, and Jack had his arm around her, keeping her from moving away. I was asked to fetch another round of drinks. As I rounded the corner, I glanced back at the living room, and saw Jack kiss Carol on the lips. By the time I got back from the kitchen, Peter was making out with my wife.
Not only was Peter French kissing Carol, but as I handed Lee and Dick their drinks, Peter slid his right hand onto her left breast over her top, caressing the fabric over her bra. And Jack's hand was on Carol's hose-covered thigh.
There was very little small talk now, and I could hear Peter and Carol's lips smacking together. He was kneading her breast firmly, squeezing and lifting it. Jack was caressing Carol's thigh, moving slowly under her skirt. I caught myself trying to look up my wife's skirt, instinctively looking for a panty sighting. My cock started growing.
As in Jack's office, it seemed so surreal, so unreal, like I was watching a movie. Nobody was holding a gun to mine or Carol's heads, but Jack was figuratively holding a gun to our son's head. We just went along with whatever Jack wanted, too fearful of the consequences to object in the slightest.
Peter slid his hand inside of Carol's wine-colored top. He tilted his hand, and worked it inside of her bra. Carol was silent, but her legs were squirming, causing her knees to part. Jack's hand pushed her hem back. I could now see the seams of Carol's pantyhose at her crotch, and beneath that, her white panties.
Peter pushed Carol's top off of her right shoulder, reached into her bra, and hauled her big left tit out of her black bra cup, and laid it out exposed, for everybody to see. Lee and Dick were silent as they stared at my wife's big pale tit on display. Peter fondled the free melon, squeezing the flesh between his fingers, and caressing her dark areolas.
Jack had his hand all the way up under Carol's skirt. And when she squirmed more, Peter threw his leg over her right knee. Jack and Peter now had her legs spread wide; and even Dick and Lee could certainly see her white panties up her skirt and under her pantyhose crotch. Jack rubbed her mound, with long full strokes, from his fingertips to the heel of his palm. Carol's crotch slowly thrust out to meet the hand.
Peter pulled down on Carol's right straps, and then pulled her right tit out of her bra cup, and rested that tit out in the open next to her previously exposed left breast, hanging out over her sweater and bra. Jack looked down at her tits, smiling, while Peter buried his face between them. Once Peter was clearly engrossed in sucking and licking Carol's bare tits, Jack turned Carol's face toward him, and made out with her. Carol once again stuck her tongue out so that we could all see Jack and her joust with their tongues out of their mouths.
Peter ran his right hand up Carol's right thigh, and when Jack removed his hand from Carol's crotch, Peter placed his hand on it, and rubbed her pussy while suckling her right tit. Jack grabbed her free left tit, and groped it while making out with her. So now the other three of us sat there in silence, watching my wife with Jack's mouth on hers, Jack's hand on one tit, Peter's mouth on her other tit, and Peter's hand on her pussy.
Peter sat up, and pushed Carol's skirt up to her hips. He reached under the skirt, and tugged down on her pantyhose and panties. I saw Carol lift her butt up off the couch to accommodate Peter. Peter slid the panties and hose down her thighs, past her knees, and all the way off of her feet, with Carol lifting her feet for him. My wife's hair-covered pussy was now exposed. I noticed that it was trimmed back just a little from the other day; almost like she knew someone was going to see it. But it was still a full forest of even brown fur.
With her pussy in full view, Peter wasted no time sliding his finger into it. Carol, who was still being kissed and fondled by Jack, only responded by spreading her legs wider. "Wow, honey, you're wet!" Exclaimed Peter. This elicited some chuckles and moans from Dick and Lee.
Peter pulled open his pants, and tugged them all the way off, along with his briefs. Now wearing only dark socks on his bottom half, and exposing an erect, dark cock, Peter took Carol's right hand and placed it on his shaft. Carol knew what to do, and stroked it slowly from base to head.
Jack likewise stood up and tugged off his pants and briefs, and he too sat next to Carol and made her give him a hand job. Both men got jerked off by my wife as they sucked on her nipples. Carol's eyes were closed, her head resting on the back of the couch.
Peter slid down onto his knees on the carpet, between Carol's legs. He buried his head between her long thighs, and ate her pussy. Carol splayed her legs wider for him, even though I detected tears running down her cheeks. She emitted the occasional little moans. "Ohhhhh."
Lee and Dick had been rubbing their dicks through their pants as they watched the action. Now Dick whipped his hard cock out of his pants and stroked it. Soon Lee did the same. I couldn't help but notice that all four of these shorter men had cocks that were either longer than mine, or noticeably fatter, or both. I was feeling small, in more ways than one.
Jack played with both of Carol's tits while alternately making out with her and suckling her tits. Carol's long thighs were now wrapped firmly around Peter's head. Her left hand was still jerking off Jack, and her right hand was on Peter's head at her crotch.
Peter now raised his head, got up onto his knees between Carol's legs, and aimed his hard cock at her open pussy. Carol whimpered for a moment, but with Jack whispering something in her ear, she spread her legs wide, and allowed Peter's dick head to press into her pink pussy lips. Carol was still in a sitting position, with her crotch at the end of the seat cushion, as Peter began to thrust in and out of her pussy.
I was throbbing hard. I wanted to play with my cock the way that Lee and Dick were, but couldn't bring myself to do that in front of the boss and clients and my wife. I occasionally slid my hand around my dick over my pants.
Jack stood up on the couch, next to Carol. He aimed his stiff cock at her head, and turned her face toward him. He was trying to make her suck it. Carol instinctively closed her mouth and tried to turn away. But on the third try, the insistent Jack coaxed her to open her mouth and slide her soft lips over his purple dick head. Jack thrust forward, and Carol leaned over, and slurped down about half of Jack's long cock shaft.
Peter was pumping at a steady medium pace, his bare ass moving in and out of my wife's crotch. Her torso was rocking up and down, and her neck was moving back and forth as she performed oral sex on my boss. For a moment her tits were untouched, and they swayed as she moved.
Peter started pumping faster, throwing Carol's body back hard against the couch. The slapping sounds of his flesh meeting hers were loud. Jack's right hand was resting on the top of the couch for balance, and now he was reaching down with his left hand and groping Carol's left tit. Peter reached up and felt Carol's right tit. Carol was moaning, but her sounds were muffled due to her lips being wrapped around Jack's cock. I could see the dick head poking into her right cheek from the inside as she slid her lips further down his shaft.
Peter grabbed both of Carol's hips, and thrust rapidly and forcefully. Carol's black skirt was still bunched up around her waist, and her wine top and black bra were trapped under her breasts, the straps just above her elbows. Jack was thrusting in and out of Carol's mouth. Carol was moaning louder. "MMMMMHPHHHH! "UMMMMGHHHHH!"
Carol started thrashing her hips back and forth. Peter was hanging on, trying not to get bucked out of her pussy, as she gyrated back and forth. I recognized her shuddering as the eruption of a major orgasm. "MMPHHHHHHHHH! "MMMMMRRRRPHHHH! MUMMMMMM!"
Carol's climax coincided with Peter's. He thrust in hard and slow for a few pumps, and then slowly slid his dick out of her pussy, letting some cum drip from his dick onto her thighs and belly.
But Jack was still going. He humped faster into Carol's mouth. He grabbed her head with both hands, and rapidly fucked her face. Carol began making choking noises, and as Jack slowed down, cum dribbled out of Carol's mouth. "Take it all. Swallow it," ordered Jack, as Carol choked and turned red. Finally Jack pulled his slick cock out of her mouth and released my wife.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
So Peter and Jack had cum in my wife, and Lee and Dick got a good show. I was hoping that was the end of the night for Carol and me.
But as soon as Jack recovered from his ejaculation, he made Carol lean forward. He pulled her disheveled top over her breasts and up her neck, through her hair, and over her head, and dropped it on the floor. Then he deftly reached behind her with one hand, and unhooked her bra; no easy feat with two hands, due to her wide three-hook bras that I was familiar with.



Jack made her stand up. As Carol balanced on wobbly legs, Jack unclasped her skirt. I could hear him pulling her zipper down, and he dropped it down to her feet. Carol now stood completely naked except for a pearl necklace, dangling earrings, and her wedding ring. "Isn't she sexy? Neil, you're a lucky man!"
As the other men agreed, I wasn't feeling so lucky, having my wife made a sex toy for these powerful older men. But she did look sexy, with her long legs on display and big naked tits sloping out.
Jack and the others requested poses from Carol, and she reluctantly obliged; thrusting her chest out and letting her tits sway loose; putting one hand on her hip and one out like a game show model displaying a gift; turning around and displaying her butt, "Betty Grable style," as Dick put it; putting her hands on her hips and thrusting her pelvis out; turning her back and bending at the waist; lifting her own breasts and presenting them.
All of us men sat and admired the tall busty naked woman and her nude poses for a handful of older men in her own living room. And then Jack told Carol to get on her knees between Dick's legs.
Carol did as instructed with little hesitation. She looked down at the fat dick on Dick, and after a moment of pause and a defeated expression on her face, put her lips on the head. She bobbed her head up and down, working slowly on his shaft, her mouth stretched wide around it. Dick smiled down at my wife, moaning. Her brown hair hung down on his thighs, and her butt stuck out as she knelt before the older man.
Jack ordered me to get another round of drinks. When I returned with the drinks, Dick was holding Carol's head, and telling her, "Yeah, faster, faster. Suck hit hard. But watch the teeth." Lee was still sitting next to Dick, stroking his cock. He grabbed Carol's right hand, and made her jerk him off as she sucked on Dick's cock.
Then Dick said, "Okay, Sweetheart, climb up here on my lap." Carol stopped sucking, as Dick patted his lap, indicating where he wanted Carol to sit. "Straddle this," he said, pointing to his cock.
Carol climbed up onto the older man's lap, facing him, with her legs wrapped around his legs. I could see her spread her own pussy lips, and slide them down over Dick's cock. She slid all the way down, and settled onto the man's lap, straddling him.
Dick started humping up into my wife's pussy. The tall woman's tits were right in his face, and Dick grabbed both of them, kneading them, and sucking on her still-long nipples. "BRRRRR!" He said, as he burrowed his face deep into her cleavage, giving the other three men a laugh at my wife's expense.
The rest of us watched Carol's butt jiggle as she thrust her hips in and out, with Dick's cock sliding in and out of view.
Then Dick sat back, moving his hands down Carol's sides, to her bare ass. The man that had upset me earlier by groping my wife's butt under her skirt now had free access to her completely bare ass. And he took advantage by squeezing her cheeks and sliding his palms all over the two half-globes.
Carol seemed out of tears, as she closed her eyes and threw her head back, humping rapidly, her big tits bobbling in Dick's face. Lee reached over and grabbed her right tit and squeezed it hard. He also grabbed her right hand and placed it on his cock again. Dick reached over and grabbed his refilled glass of vodka, and downed it as he fucked my wife.
Dick placed his hands on Carol's hips, and humped her faster and faster. The sweating old man was turning read, and Carol's face was also flushed as she grit her teeth.
Dick chuckled and wheezed as Carol panted loudly.
Carol gyrated her hips back and forth. Her thighs jiggled as she clenched them around the chubby older man. "Huh, Huh," she grunted. A bead of sweat dripped off her nose. She was really working it.
I noticed that Carol had stopped stroking Lee's cock, and was just hanging on to it. She threw her head around and shuddered, and with a few more "HuuuWoooos!" seemed to be having her own orgasm.
"She's cumming," Jack commented, and the others chuckled.
Dick then grunted, "Okay, Sweetheart, here it comes!' He thrust up into her hard and slow, before leaning back and resting. Carol completed her orgasm, and fell forward onto his shoulder.
Carol lifted her left leg and rose off of Dick's lap and cock. She stood wobbly for a moment, before Lee said, "Now me, baby. Suck mine."
Carol let out a mild whimper, but fell back onto her knees between Lee's legs. She dropped her head down and sucked Lee's cock. Attempting to get comfortable, Carol stuck her butt up into the air and arched her back. I could see her pussy between her butt cheeks, her pubic hair matted, cum dripping down her thighs.
Dick stood up, so drunk now that he was staggering, as he stepped out of his pants and underwear. He looked down at Carol on her knees as she sucked Lee's cock. Dick straddled her torso, and sat on her back. Carol tried to hold him up, as the drunk yelled, "Ride 'em cowboy!" He spanked her butt. Carol let go of the cock in her mouth and tried to crawl away, with the drunken bottomless man on her bare back. Her tits hung down and shook. Carol was a big strong woman, but Dick was no lightweight. Carol crawled to the middle of the room as the drunken man teetered on her back and spanked her. "YeeHaaa!'
Then the drunken Dick fell off of Carol, dragging her down, and then both fell on their sides onto the carpet.
Carol came up weeping, and Dick came up laughing. Lee rose up and helped Carol to her feet. At first I thought he was just being chivalrous. But then he made her sit on the end of our coffee table. "Lay back," he ordered.
Carol laid back on our coffee table, with her legs dangling off the edge. Lee dropped his pants off, and straddled Carol's chest. Lee laid his dick between her two big breasts, and squeezed them together, around his cock. "Hold your tits there like this," he instructed.
Carol held her tits together as ordered, as Lee slid his cock in and out of her cleavage. I could see his dick head disappear and reappear on her chest. He humped rapidly. Carol would never allow me to do this to her, thinking it too degrading. So the heavy Chinese dude was fucking virgin tit.
Carol looked down with wide eyes at the cock between her tits, inches below her chin. The other three men laughed at the site.
Lee then climbed off of Carol, and knelt on the carpet at the end of the coffee table, between Carol's legs. He made her scoot her butt down to the table's edge, and he spread her legs and aimed his cock at her pink pussy. We worked his hardon between her lips, and began fucking her. He then lifted her right leg up, and threw her calf over his shoulder. He then threw her left leg up and over his shoulder. Carol's long legs were up in the air, dangling over Lee's back as he thrust deep into her pussy.
Carol's head was facing up, her eyes looking up at Lee leering above her, still wearing his black-rimmed glasses. Her big tits were bobbling up and down with a mind of their own, as Carol's torso was bounced one way and her tits went the opposite. They wiggled like slow-motion waves on her chest.
Dick staggered to his feet and collapsed back onto the love seat. "Hey Neil, get me another drink," he ordered. Jack told me just to bring everybody another round, and I went to the kitchen to make drinks.
When I returned to the living room, Lee was still fucking my wife on the coffee table. But now Peter was thrusting his cock into her mouth as she turned her head towards him. And Dick and Jack stood on each side of her, and Carol was giving each of them a hand job.
I sat back and watched my nude wife take on four cocks, fucking one, sucking another, and jerking off two more. Her body gyrated all over. Jack, Peter, and Dick were all reaching in to grope her bobbling tits. Her thighs shook as Lee slapped into her, making sounds that echoed off the walls. Carol was emitting, "MMMMPHHHH!" through the cock in her mouth, and all four men were chuckling and moaning.
"Hey, how about some D.P.?" asked Jack. I didn't know what he meant. But Lee agreed, and quickly pulled out of Carol's pussy before he even came. The four men pulled Carol up off the coffee table. Lee replaced her, lying on his back. Carol was then lowered on top of him, straddling the man on the coffee table.
Carol's pussy slid back down onto Lee's cock. As soon as the two of them got into a rhythm, Jack stood behind Carol, and pushed her down onto Lee's chest. Jack then aimed his cock at Carol's asshole and he started to work it in.
"OHHHHH!" "NOOOO!" moaned Carol.
Jack just said, "Shhh," and continued working his large cock into her puckered asshole, sliding it in, inch by inch.
Each new thrust provoked a grunt from Carol, until Jack was all the way in. Lee was still fucking her pussy as Carol lay on top of him, and Jack leaned over Carol.
Peter then stabbed at Carol's face with his cock, and made her turn her head and take the unit between her lips. Carol now had cocks in her ass, pussy and mouth. And then the drunken Dick moved in and made Carol give him a hand job.
Carol had already been emitting noises the she doesn't normally make during sex, but now she made grunting noises like nothing I'd ever heard her make before. They were very unladylike, very guttural, even with the cock in her mouth to muffle them.
Somehow the four men and one woman got into some sort of rhythm, with the two men fucking her pussy and asshole moving Carol's body in one direction, and the cock in her mouth moving her head sideways, and the jerking of the fourth cock moving her hand, arm, and upper torso in another direction.
All four men were grunting and moaning, as Carol grunted. The fucking, sucking, and jerking continued on for what seemed to me to be forever. All but Lee had already had orgasms tonight.
Finally I heard Lee say, "I'm about to cum."
Jack replied, "So am I."
Carol continued to be thrown around as she was spiked by multiple cocks.
Peter was the first to cum, filling up Carol's mouth with jism. She choked, but kept her lips clenched, until her mouth overflowed and spunk dribbled out. Peter pulled back, and his final spurts flung jism on Carol's chin, nose, and neck.
Surprisingly, the drunk Dick came next, releasing cum into Carol's hand, the goo oozing between her fingers and covering her wedding ring.
Then Carol's mouth was free to grunt and chortle loudly. "URRGGGHHHH!" "GRRRGHHHH!"
"HUNNNNNGGGHHH!"
Carol's upper body thrashed while her butt cheeks rippled and shook as she got fucked by the cocks in her ass and pussy.
Lee came next, letting out a moan. But he was trapped where he was until Jack was finished.
And then Carol came next, wailing loud enough that I was afraid the neighbors might hear her. "OHHHHHHHHHHHWWWWWW!" She collapsed down onto Lee's chest, panting.
It didn't take Jack long to cum, and I saw him pull his cock out of Carol's asshole, and dribble jism all over her ass and back.
Carol couldn't or wouldn't get up, panting and crying on top of Lee on the coffee table. Finally the trapped Lee forced her to stand up long enough for her to collapse onto the carpet.
I was sent for more drinks. By the time I returned, Peter had Carol on her feet. He grabbed his drink from me, as well as Carol's glass of wine. He then followed my naked wife's jiggling butt cheeks as she crossed the living room and headed to the stairs.
"Where are they going?" I asked Jack.
"Oh, they just thought they'd be more comfortable in a bed," Jack replied.
Jack, Lee, Dick, and I sat in the living room drinking, as my wife led Peter our dinner guest to our master bedroom. Soon I could hear the bed frame squeaking, and Carol moaning loudly.
When Peter was done with her, he came downstairs alone. And until nearly dawn, one by one, and later in twos and threes and fours, the men took turns making trips up to my bedroom to fuck and do whatever else they wanted with my wife.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
3) PLANE
Carol had barely recovered from her pains and soreness from our "dinner", when I got called into Jack's office.
"Neil," he said. "I'm going out of town for a quick twenty-four hour business trip tomorrow night."
My first thought was relief that he wouldn't be around to use my wife for the next several days. It was hell for both of us, wondering when he was going to call again and abuse Carol.
"And I want you to come with me," he followed.
"Me?"
My heart sank when he replied, "Well, you and Carol. I know the two of you have been under a great deal of stress with your son's health. And I thought you could use a day in a warm climate. Relax. Get some sun. I just have one meeting and have to schmooze a couple of people. We'll catch a red eye flight tomorrow night, and return late the next night. So make plans for a babysitter for two nights."
Jack grabbed a folder on his desk. "Here are your tickets and boarding passes." He handed me a packet of two round trip tickets, and with that I was dismissed.
"Oh," said Jack, as I was about to exit his office. "Make sure that Carol wears a skirt on the flight."
That one last command told me to expect Jack to bother Carol some more. Carol cried when I told her.
We arrived at the airport the next evening for our late night flight. Jack was waiting outside the gate. The wait at the gate was uneventful as Jack made calls on his cell phone. He did gander at Carol's legs in her casual skirt.
Once we boarded, we headed into business class about midway down, and I saw Jack stow his carryon bag and grab a window seat. Sure enough, Carol and I were in the same row, same side. I tried to get in the middle seat, but Jack pushed me back, and motioned for Carol to sit next to him, and I was stuck next to her in the aisle seat. Damn!
We had all stowed our coats, but Jack immediately requested a blanket. As soon as everybody was seated and we were taxiing, Jack put his left hand on Carol's bare right leg below her skirt hem just above her knee. Shit! This flight was going to really suck!
It's highly unlikely that anybody, even the flight attendants that looked at our tickets, knew that Carol was my wife. And the way that Jack was chatting with her and caressing her leg, it appeared that HE was Carol's husband.
Soon after liftoff, Jack spread his blanket over his and Carol's legs. Then he leaned over and kissed Carol. Not as sloppy as the previous times, more like a husband and wife kiss; perhaps longer and a little more passionate. Then I could see Jack's hand under the blanket, snaking up Carol's thigh. He appeared to caress her bare thigh for a bit, then move it up further. He whispered to Carol, and she spread her legs wide, her left knee hitting mine. Jack casually played with my wife's pussy on the plane, while chatting with her and looking out his window, but he paid no mind to me or anybody else.
I wondered if he was just touching her crotch over her panties, or if he was getting under the panties to her pussy. My question was answered when Jack pulled his hand out from the blanket, showed me his middle finger, and said, "Nice and wet."
Then Jack whispered to Carol, and she slid her hands down to her sides at her hips, and fumbled quite a while under the blanket, gyrating her hips, and lifted her butt up off the seat, her eyes darting around the cabin. When she sat back down, I could see her pulling her panties down to her knees. Carol looked around the cabin before tugging her panties down her calves, kicking off her shoes, and dropping her panties on the cabin floor. She quickly picked up the garment before anybody else had a chance to see them. She tried to discreetly offer the panties to Jack. But Jack handed them to me. I took the wet garment, and stuffed it in Carol's purse. I looked around to see if anybody else had noticed Carol removing her panties. There were two older businessmen across the aisle from us. They were looking our way. I wondered if they saw anything.
The plane leveled off, and many passengers turned off their lights and settled in for the long late flight, with a movie showing on the overhead screens, a smattering of reading lights on, and flight attendants serving drinks at either end of the plane. Being in the middle of the plane, most passengers who used the restrooms went either front or back, and there was limited traffic on the aisle. But there was some, including flight attendants.
Jack turned his body towards Carol, and laid his head on her shoulder, as if he were going to nap. But he slid his right hand under the blanket, and Carol spread her legs apart wide. Jack was clearly playing with her bare pussy.
Carol stared straight ahead, a sad expression on her face, allowing a man to play with her pussy on a public flight. I looked at my watch. About three more hours until we landed.
Jack felt Carol's pussy, occasionally jostling her and causing her to squirm. A couple of times the blanket slipped, and I could see Carol's bare left thigh with her skirt hiked way up high, and Jack's hand on her crotch.
Jack occasionally made out with Carol, as the two men across the aisle watched him.
Many minutes of fondling later, Jack whispered to Carol, and she pulled the blanket up to her shoulders. Up slid Jack's right hand under the blanket, over her chest, until it clearly found her right tit. I watched him fondle her breast over her top and bra. He moved from left breast to right, kneading and caressing, as Carol tried to scrunch lower in her seat.
Later, I watched Jack slide his hand back down, and appear to reach inside of Carol's shirt at her waist. The hand slid up again, and as the blanket slipped a little I spotted his hand fumbling at her bra. My guess is that he was sliding the bra up over Carol's tits. I appeared to be correct when I saw the garment bunched up on Carol's chest, bulging through her top. Jack now had better access to Carol's large breasts, as they were loose under her top. Jack fondled Carol's breasts this way for a long time, as Carol's eyes darted around, likely praying that nobody else noticed what she was letting Jack do. But the two businessmen across the aisle were watching. And I'd swear that the older woman flight attendant gave a double take and a dirty look when she walked by.
Jack reached under the blanket with both hands, and I'd swear that I heard his zipper coming down. He took Carol's right hand, and placed it under the blanket. Now Carol was giving Jack a hand job under the blanket while Jack alternately played with her breasts and her pussy, and getting in a few wet kisses.
As noisy as the plane was, I caught the occasional "schika schika," noise of Jack's fingers slurping through Carol's wet pussy, three feet from my head. And I could see her hand going up and down on Jack's hard cock under the tented blanket. The two businessmen probably could, too.
Jack leaned over Carol and said to me, "Neil, keep an eye out for a bit. Tap on Carol if the flight attendants walk by."
At first I didn't understand. But when Jack whispered to Carol, and she lowered her head onto Jack's lap, I started to get the picture. As Jack sat straight up, he lifted the blanket. I caught a glimpse of his familiar stiff cock as Carol slid her head under the blanket. Her face was half-covered by the blanket as she sucked Jack's cock.
Carol bobbed her head up and down slowly, as I watched the aisle for flight attendants. The two businessmen were watching, but they seemed too entertained with the show to report the incident to anybody.
It seemed like hours went by as my wife gave my boss a blowjob on the crowded flight. If anybody else knew what was going on in the seats behind or in front of us, I couldn't tell, but it's possible that somebody was suspicious. Jack sat with a satisfied grin on his face, his right hand on Carol's head, and his left hand back under the blanket on her pussy.



The older flight attendant was coming down the aisle, and I tapped Carol, and she sat up. Then the attendant moved on, and Carol's head disappeared again under the blanket.
I could see that Carol was sucking faster, and more obvious. The motion of the plane helped to hide her body gyrations, and Carol seemed to be careful to move only her head.
Then Carol's head jumped back, and a moment later she sat up. Her lips and chin and nose were covered in cum. Carol bent down and retrieved a Kleenex from her purse, and wiped her face off.
Jack went back to "pleasing" Carol, feeling her breasts and fingering her pussy. Carol began to squirm more and when Jack brazenly slid his head under the blanket, lifted her top, and sucked on her right nipple, Carol started to gyrate. I was hoping she'd just fake an orgasm, but that wasn't likely to stop Jack when Carol was right next to him anyway.
Finally Carol did thrash her legs around, exposing her bare thighs to the two businessmen and me. She dug her fingernails into my arm on the armrest, the first time the whole flight when she really touched me at all. She closed her eyes, bit her lip, and shuddered through an orgasm.
I was really hoping that Jack would now leave Carol alone and let her rest. But the fondling continued, and within a few minutes Carol was back to giving Jack a hand job as he played with her pussy under the blanket. I looked at my watch. Ninety minutes to go, if we were on time.
Thirty minutes of groping later, Jack whispered something to Carol. I heard the word "bathroom." Carol looked at him wide-eyed, but said nothing. Jack reached under his blanket, and appeared to put his cock back in his pants. Carol pulled her skirt down, and Jack removed the blanket.
Jack stood up, and Carol did too, motioning me to stand up and let her out. I stood up in the aisle, as did Carol. Jack motioned to Carol to go down the aisle toward the back of the plane. He whispered to me, "Follow me." I trailed the other two down the aisle.
We stood outside the bathroom, which was in use. I looked at Carol, whose bra was still bunched up on her chest, her braless breasts hanging free, her nipples erect. Geez, everybody who watched her walk down the aisle could see that.
Jack whispered to me, "You stand right outside the door. I'll knock when we're done, and you open the door when the coast is clear."
When the bathroom opened, Jack looked to see that there were no flight attendants watching, and then pushed Carol inside. He quickly entered the bathroom right behind her, and closed the door.
I stood outside; dejectedly keeping guard as my wife was likely joining The Mile High Club with my boss. It seemed like I was standing out there forever, as the flight attendant came and went. But my watch said it had only been about ten minutes when I heard the knock. I knocked back, the door opened, and Jack and a disheveled and flustered-looking Carol walked out. I led the way down the aisle. Looking back, Carol's braless tits were still bobbling, her bra was still clearly bunched up on her chest, and her skirt was a bit cockeyed and riding up.
I realized that I really did have to go to the bathroom, so I headed back down the aisle, and waited for the occupied bathroom to open. One of the businessmen that was sitting across the aisle from me joined me in line for the bathroom.
"Are you with that couple?" He asked.
"Um, no," I lied.
"They're putting on quite a show over there."
"What have you seen?" I asked him.
"Well I know that she has long dark nipples," he replied. "Those are probably implants, a bimbo like that."
I just nodded.
The bathroom door opened, and I went in. I realized that I had just denied knowing my wife.
I returned to my seat just as the announcement was made to return to our seats and fasten our seat belts.
Right before we began descending, Jack pulled out his cell phone. He clicked on a button, and reached over to show me something. It took me a moment to make out what it was. It was a video of Jack fucking my wife in the jet bathroom. It appeared that Jack was holding his phone out to one side as he took it. Jack was hunched over Carol from behind. Her skirt was hiked up to her waist, and her top was also pulled up to reveal her dangling tits. The jet was jostling them as Jack slammed into Carol's jiggling bottom from behind.
When the video clip ended, Jack pulled the phone back. Carol sat with her head in her hands as we landed.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
4) HOTEL
At the airport, Jack picked up our rental car, and made me drive to the hotel, while he and Carol sat in the back seat, making out and who knows what else in the dark.
We arrived at the hotel, and Jack went to the desk to pick up the keys. He led us up to our room. "Do you have mine and Carol's key?" I asked.
"I have one key. One room. We're going to share a room. You know, austerity, since you're claim is going to raise the company's insurance rates."
So we followed Jack into "our" hotel room, which at least had two double beds. I closed the curtains on the window, but Jack opened them right up again.
"Carol," said Jack. "Why don't you go shower?"
Carol reached into her overnight bag and retrieved her long conservative nightgown, and walked towards the bathroom.
"And leave the door open," ordered Jack.
Carol half-closed the door, but the myriad of mirrors in the bathroom and outer sink made it possible to see most of Carol from nearly every angle, as she stripped her clothes off, and stood naked as she started the shower water running. Jack and I both watched her nude body bending over at the waist.
When Carol climbed into the tub and pulled the shower curtain closed, Jack walked right into the bathroom. I watched him quickly get naked, and heard Carol gasp when she saw Jack entering the shower right along with her.
Jack left a large gap in the shower curtain, plus the curtain cast shadows. So I could pretty well figure out what was going on in the shower with my boss and my wife. First Jack stood behind her, with a lather of soap, and reached around and rubbed soap all over her tits. He worked his way down to her pussy and soaped that good, goosing her bare butt crack with his erect cock.
Carol turned around, and he soaped up her ass and long legs, and them made Carol rub soap all over his bare body. She took extra time stroking his soap-covered cock.
The couple made out again. I stood just outside watching, rubbing my cock a little, but I was in view of the open curtain.
There was some more making out under the streaming water, and groping. Then I saw just silhouettes of Carol dropping to her knees, and her bobbing head as she sucked his cock. Doesn't this guy ever get enough?
Then Carol stood up, and placed her hands on the wall just under the showerhead. Jack got behind her, and seemed to enter her from behind, and humped her as he played with her bobbling tits.
And then, Carol turned around to face Jack, and put one foot up on the edge of the tub, so Jack could enter her pussy. Jack humped her, and I could see a little of Carol's shaking ass through the gap in the shower curtain. Carol's squeals echoed off the bathroom walls. They both reached a loud orgasm, and once again soaped themselves clean.
Jack came out of the bathroom first with a towel wrapped around his waist. He quickly opened his overnight bag, and I saw him pull out a wad of what looked like colored underwear. He grabbed a matching bra and panty set, and handed it to Carol in the bathroom.
"Here," he said. "I brought you something nice to wear. I took the liberty of checking out your lingerie size at your house."
We watched Carol put on the garments in the bathroom. But she wouldn't come out. "Are you going to close the curtains?"
"No I'm not, Carol dear," replied Jack. Come out, now."
Carol stepped into the room. Her entire outfit consisted of two pieces; one was a very pink, and very see-through bra. It lifted her breasts with a firm shelf underneath, but the cup itself was nearly transparent. Her big dark areolas were clearly detectable. Her cleavage hung out the top, and the sides.
The panties were thongs, and again see-through at the crotch. Carol's pussy hair, I now noticed, was trimmed back a little further than at our house dinner party, which had been trimmed from the earlier session in Jack's office. But a clear triangle of pubic hair around and above her pussy mound there was, and it was on display. The thongs themselves were tiny, just a little triangle, and Carol's pubic hairs spilled out of the top just a bit when she moved. Her mama tummy was not flat, but the way the thong dipped in the front made it look sexier, to me anyway.
My jaw dropped, and Jack exclaimed, "Holy shit, do you look sexy!" Carol stood with her hands at her side, her head down.
"Can I dry my hair?" Carol asked.
"Sure. Go do it in front of that mirror by the window." There was a mirror, cornered up right next to the window. Jack wanted my scantily clad wife to go stand by the window.
I looked out beyond the window. The hotel was "L" shaped, and there were rooms outside just a few feet away. Many of them were darkened, but there were some with lights on in the rooms. There was also what appeared to be a condo building directly across from us, not that far away. I could see a couple of people in those buildings, and if I could see them then they could see us.
Jack turned on the light by the mirror to give plenty of light to Carol to dry and brush her hair, as well as anybody who was looking in at her, which is what Jack was going for.
As Carol blow-dried her hair, and then brushed it out, Jack called room service and ordered some snacks. The refrigerator had beverages in it already, he said.
I watched Carol. Her bare ass looked just a hair large, but pretty damned sexy, sticking out of her pink thong. I looked outside, and could see a few people looking over now. And some other rooms seemed to go dark with their curtains opened. When Jack got off the phone, he sat back on a bed and ordered Carol to turn towards the window to give a show as she brushed her hair. Later he told her to turn her back to the window, to show her bare ass.
There was a knock on the door. "Answer it, Carol," ordered Jack. "It's room service. Let them in, and give them a good show."
Carol went to the door and opened it. A young black man was in the hall. "Room Service," he announced, standing with a cart full of food.
Carol, as instructed, stood in full view. The man's eyes widened as he took in Carol's nearly naked body in her pink see-through bra and thongs. She led him into the room, and he took his sweet time placing the food on the table, as Carol stood by to get ogled. Her nipples got hard and poked through the outfit, and she tugged up on her thongs that were slipping down to allow pubic hair to hang out the top. It occurred to me that it's possible that this was the first black man that's ever seen Carol naked. Jack took his time finding him a tip.
When Room Service left, we ate some snacks, and drank some of the alcohol, still attracting some attention from the buildings nearby. When we were done, Jack had me put the dishes in the hall.
"Carol," said Jack, working on his third drink, "You seem to have attracted a crowed over there where that party is taking place." We looked out the window, and Jack had indeed spotted a party going on at a condo, and many people there, an equal number of men and women, were looking over in our direction, almost surely checking out Carol in her see-through bra and panties.
"Give them a little show," said Jack. "We're done with the underwear. Take off your top."
Carol looked back and hesitated. In my mind I repeated my mantra, "We're doing this for Kyle."
Carol must have thought the same thing, because she stood sideways, watching herself in the mirror, as she dropped her bra straps. Then she unhooked the bra in front, opened it, and dropped it on the floor, allowing her breasts to bobble free.
"Give them a little jiggle," said Jack. Carol jiggled her chest back and forth, and her tits bobbled around. When Jack said, "Face the window and do that," She faced the window and shook her tits. I couldn't hear the people in the opposite building, but it was apparent that they were cheering my wife on. I had no idea how many more people were seeing her topless.
"Now the thongs," said Jack. Carol faced us, and slid her thongs down off her thighs. She bent completely over to retrieve the garment from her feet and toss it aside.
"Shake your booty," ordered Jack. Carol did, shaking her ass first for the people in the windows, and then pointing her ass at Jack and me. Her cheeks rippled and wobbled, and so did her big jugs.
"Look in the mirror, and lift up your tits," said Jack. Carol faced herself in the mirror, and reached up and lifted both of her big breasts, her palms under them.
"Lick your nipples." I don't know how many women are busty enough to actually get their nipples to their mouths, but Carol was, although I'd never actually seen her do it before. Now she lowered her chin, lifted her right breast high, and circled her tongue around her areola and nipple.
"Ooh, sexy!" said Jack. "Now suck your left nipple." Carol did as told, and managed to get her whole nipple inside her mouth. "Suck it good!"
Carol suckled on her nipples, while Jack, I, and a whole bunch of other people in other buildings, watched.
When Carol was done with her show, Jack told her to turn off the overhead lights. But he left the light on by the window. There was still a bathroom light on, as well as some light coming in from the window. I was sitting on the bed nearest the door, and Jack was in the bed nearest the window. "Come here, Carol," said Jack. Jack threw off his towel, and lay back in his bed. I could see Jack's hard cock sticking up.
My nude wife climbed in bed with my boss as ordered. She lay back on the bed, and stroked Jack's cock as he made out with her and fondled her breasts.
I climbed under the covers of my bed, three feet from where my wife and boss shared a bed. I had a killer hardon, and under the sheets I took off my clothes.
Carol slid down the bed and sucked on Jack's cock. Once again. I could hear the slurping sounds in the silent room. Then Jack had Carol lay back on the bed. He slid between her legs, and ate her pussy. I could see her tits bobbling on her chest, and beyond that I could see the people in the party condo watching her. And I spotted a few more people at their windows peering over, and movement in other darkened rooms.
Jack slid up onto Carol, and inserted his cock into her. She wrapped her long legs around him, and put her arms around his bare back. He humped her slowly, gyrating his hips side to side. Carol whimpered.
I grabbed my cock and stroked it, trying not to be obvious about it.
Jack started humping faster. I could hear his flesh slapping hers. She grabbed him tightly and grunted. "Unnhh! "Huhnn!"
The bed shook, and Jack got Carol's big body bouncing pretty good.
Carol shook and squirmed. She slithered around the bed, with Jack chasing her. Neither of them paid me any mind that I could tell. I kept watching, and kept stroking.
Carol grunted and moaned. "OOHHHHH! Wheeeww!"
Jack thrust like a piston on a locomotive, violently slapping his pelvis into my wife. "Slap slap slap slap!"
Carol let loose with some ear splitting squeals. "UHHHHEEEGGGH! OOOOHHHHHH!"
I lost control, and came into my bed, my cock pumping more and more jism into the sheets.
Jack came, and obviously so did Carol, and Jack fell on top of her, both of them panting loudly.
I lay back down. Jack climbed off of Carol and lay back on the bed next to her. He'd certainly made my wife his own.
Jack got up and turned off the light near the window, and climbed back into bed. I watched them lay together silently. I was physically and mentally drained, and it was very late. I fell asleep alone in my bed.
I woke up, hearing some noise. It was still dark. I looked over at the other bed. In the dim light coming from the bathroom, I could see that Carol was on top of Jack. She was straddling him, and they were fucking. Again. She was riding him, leaning forward on her hands, and he was humping up into her. Her bare ass was bucking down into his cock. Her big jugs dangled down. Jack reached up and played with her tits. He leaned up, and suckled the hanging udders.
I stroked my hard cock again. I listened to every grunt and groan, surmising what each was feeling at the moment. Carol came again. Jack came again. I came again. I went back to sleep.
An hour later, I woke up, to discover Carol on her knees, and Jack mounting her from behind. Carol never wanted me to do her doggie style, never allowed it. But there she was, being taken as a sex slave, her master slapping into her from behind, her butt cheeks visibly shaking even in the dim light, her dangling tits swinging around. Her head was hanging down, and her hair covered her face. But she was grunting, and crying, I believe. Carol shuddered, moaned, and came. Jack came.
I came.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
5) BEACH
I woke up to see Jack getting out of the shower and getting dressed. It was light out.
I looked over at Carol, still naked beneath the sheets in the next bed. She woke up, and looked at Jack.
"I have to go to a meeting," he announced. "I'll be back in a couple of hours. You two catch up on some sleep. When I get back, we'll go to a beach and get some sun."
With that he exited the hotel room. I looked over at Carol. She looked over at me. She lay back down and fell asleep. An hour later, I climbed into her bed. I lay naked next to her, in the dirty bed sheets where she'd been screwing another man.
"How do you feel?" I asked her.
"How do you think I feel? I feel awful in so many different ways," replied Carol.
I had mixed emotions. I felt terrible for her. And for me. And, I was embarrassed and angry that other men could get her to orgasm so easily and so often. I didn't understand it. Also, I wanted to fuck her. Watching her being taken made me so horny. But I couldn't tell her that.
"How long is he going to make me do these things?" Carol asked.
"I don't know," I said. "But we have return plane tickets for tonight. I don't know what more he can do before then."
Carol cried herself back to sleep.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Our keeper Jack returned a little before eleven AM, local time. Carol and I had both showered. Since Jack had said we were going to a beach, we both got into the bating suits we brought, and put shorts and shirts on over them. Carol in particular didn't want to be naked when Jack came back.
Jack had us pack up and check out of the hotel. Walking out to the back parking lot, I wondered how many of the people out and about had seen my wife getting naked and laid the night before.
Jack behaved, and actually drove to a beach. We arrived, grabbed our beach towels from our bags, and took a boardwalk from the parking lot to the beach. It wasn't that crowded on the beach, despite a warm day with a mild breeze.
Then I spotted a sign. It said, "CLOTHING OPTIONAL BEYOND THIS POINT."
Carol saw it, too. "Clothing optional?"
"That's partially right," replied Jack. Clothing optional for Neil and Me. But it's 'nudity required' for you, Carol."
Carol gasped. "No! Why?"
Jack just gave her a look, and Carol shut up, knowing better than to argue with the man that held our son's life in his hands.
"C'mon, Carol, strip," Jack ordered.
Carol whimpered. I looked around. There were a few people walking along this long stretch of beach, and some more on beach towels and chairs sunning themselves. None of them were nude. But Carol dropped her towel, grabbed the hem of her t-shirt, and pulled it up over her head. Then she unzipped and slid out of her khaki shorts, revealing her conservative black one-piece bathing suit that she'd planned to wear today.



But after a short pause, Carol pulled down the straps of her bathing suit, letting her breasts fall out. Then she bent over and tugged the suit off of her bottom and down her legs.
Her nudity was now quite familiar to both Jack and me. Still, it made my cock tingle seeing her out in bright daylight completely naked, with a bunch of strangers walking along looking at her.
"Okay, Carol, you look fabulous! Let's start walking."
"Where are we walking?" I asked.
"It's a good half mile or more down the beach. We're meeting a couple of people."
I didn't ask Jack who the "people" were. I knew Jack well enough that if he wanted us to know, he would tell us. The current problem was that my wife was naked, and we had to walk a long way.
"You walk ahead, Carol," ordered Jack. "We'll be right behind you."
Carol began walking down the beach, buck-naked. Jack and I followed along, about fifteen feet behind. Jack seemed to be pretending that we weren't with Carol. I looked at Carol. As she walked down the beach, her bare butt cheeks rose and fell very noticeably with each step, her flesh wobbling each time. Probably more than if she were a younger girl. I though it was real sexy. I started getting hard in my bathing suit.
Jack was watching Carol, too. But besides watching my naked wife, I think we were both watching the other people. Most were dressed, except for a few old men. Some were walking along in the opposite direction. Each one was staring at my wife's naked brown-haired pussy, and her large bobbling tits. Even from behind, I could see the sides of her breasts swaying from side to side. And everybody else was taking them in. And once they were by Carol, they all turned around to check out her bare white ass.
There were retired men, and old women. Middle aged men and couples. They were fairly subtle in their looking. There were small groups of single young men, some appearing to be no more than eighteen. Those were the ones that ogled Carol the most obviously. Three of them even turned around to walk ahead for a second look. There were couples and groups already lying on towels and sitting in chairs, craning their necks to get a good look of the pale wife and mother.
After a while we seemed to be creating a small traffic jam behind us. After seeing Carol's bare bobbling butt, some male walkers going our way hurried up ahead to get a look at her frontal. But some preferred to walk just behind us, taking in the same jiggling ass flesh that Jack and I were.
Jack pulled out his cell phone. He started taking videos of Carol from behind. I watched his monitor to see him move in closer for a shot of her bobbling butt cheeks. Later I could tell he was taping some of the gawkers as they stared at Carol.
A large group of what appeared to be some sort of college track team, all wearing the same t-shirts, came running down the beach. They hooted the loudest. A sextet of late-teen Hispanic men walked by and whistled and made comments in Spanish.
It seemed like we walked for miles. Then I saw two men waving at us. Jack waved back.
As we got closer, the faces began to look familiar. Then I recognized them. It was Bill and Randy.
I knew Bill and Randy. They used to work in my office. Then they got promoted and opened an office out here. I didn't like those guys. They were very similar to each other. They were both from Texas. Both my age, big jocks, loud, aggressive, and obnoxious. They took credit for my work, got promotions I should have gotten. They were also pigs, real sexists with the girls in the office. Carol had met them a couple of times at company functions. She knew my opinion of them, and she seemed to share it.
And now my rivals were about to see my wife completely naked.
Jack walked up to where Bill and Randy were sitting on beach towels a little further offshore, near where the sand broke and the grass and rock-covered dunes started. Jack quickly shook hands with the two of them. Then he turned to me and Carol, who was standing next to me, half-behind me, her arms trying to cover her bare breasts.
"Bill and Randy were at the meeting this morning, and I invited them to join us," Jack said to Carol and me. Then he turned to Bill and Randy. "I believe you know these two."
"Howdy, Neil," said Bill.
"Hi, Neil," said Randy. But their eyes quickly went to Carol.
"Carol, right?" asked Bill.
"Come on out, Carol, don't be shy," said Randy. "Let's get a good look at you." Randy grabbed her hand, and pulled her out into the open. Both of my rivals studied my naked blushing wife.
"Holy crap, you look even hotter than I imagined you'd look naked, Carol," laughed Bill, looking Carol up and down at point blank range.
"Nice hooters, Carol," commented Randy.
Bill reached into a nearby cooler, and grabbed a couple of cans of beer. "Want a cold brew?" He offered one to Carol, and one to Jack. Carol declined, Jack accepted.
"Let's get comfortable," said Jack. He laid out his beach towel behind Bill's and Randy's. Then he took Carol's beach towel, and laid it right between Bill's and Randy's.
"Relax and get some sun, Carol," said Jack, and he led her over to the beach towel. Carol, in a daze, did what she was told, and sat down on the towel with her knees up, shrugging her shoulders to cover her breasts.
"Who brought the suntan lotion?" Asked Jack.
"I didn't," said Bill.
"Not me," said Randy.
I just shrugged.
"Well, it's a good thing that I did then," laughed Jack. He reached into his bag and pulled out a large bottle of lotion, and tossed it to Bill, who was now sitting next to Carol on his own beach towel. "Lotion up Carol. We don't want her to burn her gorgeous private parts."
Bill and Randy laughed. Then Bill said, "Lie down on your stomach, Carol."
Carol obediently lied down on her stomach on her beach towel. Her legs were slightly spread, and Jack was staring up her legs from right behind her. "Nice view from here," laughed Jack.
"Nice view from here," said Bill, as he knelt over Carol's bare backside. He opened the lotion bottle, and dribbled some over her back. Then he rubbed it into her flesh, taking his sweet time about it. He massaged her shoulders and back, and worked his way down to her tailbone. Then he dumped large globs of lotion on both butt cheeks. He put the bottle down, and meticulously rubbed her bare ass cheeks. He kneaded them firmly, squeezing her butt flesh between his fingers, staring down at the butt from two feet directly above her. He jiggled the flesh rapidly, as Randy, sitting just on the other side of Carol, watched and grinned. Bill even opened her butt cheeks and worked lotion into her crack, up to her asshole.
Bill squirted more lotion on Carol's thighs, and rubbed the lotion in. He took more than enough time on her inner thighs, grazing her bare hairy pussy, which caused Carol to squirm.
When Bill finished rubbing my wife's long calves, Randy grabbed the lotion bottle, and said, "Now roll over, Carol."
Carol sat up and rolled over, glancing down at Jack, apparently hoping for him to rescue her. But Jack just sipped his beer and looked up at her pussy, grinning.
Carol leaned back on her elbows, her legs slightly parted. Her body was very pale, except for her legs and upper chest. But her breasts had never really been out in the sun that I am aware of, and they were almost translucently white. They stuck out nicely as she rested back on her elbows, and her legs looked long and sexy the way that her knees were slightly bent and up.
Randy started with her feet and calves, dribbling lotion on her and rubbing it in, grinning down at her as he worked. He rubbed up her thighs, forcing her to spread her legs, as he worked in the white drops, causing her thigh flesh to jiggle.
Randy rubbed lotion into Carol's hips, and brazenly combed his fingers through her pubic hair before rubbing her pussy mound firmly. "We don't want THIS to burn," he laughed.
Carol squirmed and let out a small gasp.
Randy worked up her stomach, and as he did so, Carol's nipples started to pucker more. Soon they were back at full length, poking up at Randy.
And then Randy dribbled large quantities of lotion on Carol's chest, and down into her cleavage. He dropped the bottle, reached up with both hands, and massaged my wife's bare tits. He circled his palms around them as they bobbled. He squeezed them firmly, jiggled them rapidly, and even slapped them around a little. This got Bill and Jack chuckling.
"Let me help," said Bill, and he grabbed Carol's left tit and fondled it roughly while Randy groped the right tit. Finally Carol let out a little squeal.
"Okay boys, let the woman get some rays," said Jack. With that Carol turned back on her stomach on her beach towel, with my two business rivals lying on either side of her, ogling her naked body, and flirting and hitting on her. Jack just lied on his towel, alternately drinking beer and staring up at Carol's exposed crotch.
We were at a narrow part of the beach, not far from the shore, and plenty of people were now walking along the beach. Plenty of them took their time and stared at Carol's naked body. Some stopped and played in the water. Jack told Carol to turn over so she wouldn't get burned, but I think he just wanted her to expose her tits and pussy to the crowd, and himself.
After a while, Jack stood up, and said, "Come on, Carol, let's go cool off in the water."
"Yeah, Carol," said Bill. "It's play time."
"I'm in," said Randy, and they pulled the reluctant Carol up to her feet.
"Neil, you stay here and guard my wallet, and the beer," ordered Jack. Jack, Bill, and Randy, escorted my nude wife down to the water.
Jack and Bill took Carol by the hand, and coaxed her to the shore. Randy ran up to his bag and pulled out a beach football. He took it down to the water, and all four of them played catch. Somehow they managed to keep Carol in the shallow water so her nudity was exposed to the people walking along the shore, as well as a group of people who had managed to set up camp near Carol. Carol's big tits and mature ass bobbled wildly as she threw the football and ran to retrieve it. The three men all seemed to constantly over throw the ball to Carol, causing her to run a few feet to retrieve it, as her tits bounced wildly. I ventured to guess that she was happier in deep water where she could hide her nudity.
But once she stopped the game of catch and got waist deep, the grabass started, as Jack appeared to be encouraging Bill and Randy to get in some feels, and pull Carol down into the water. From about eighty feet away, I watched Bill try to pick up Carol. Carol was no small woman, but Bill was a big jock, and he grabbed her and threw her into deeper water. Bill then grabbed her, getting her by the butt as she picked her up, and nuzzled his nose into her cleavage, before throwing her into the water again.
Carol was blocked from heading to the shore, and so she stayed in chest deep water to hide her nudity. Bill approached her from the front, and held her. Carol tried to back up, but Randy got directly behind her and held her in place. They were mostly under the water up to their chests. Bill seemed to have his elbows to his side and his hands out front. It's possible he was feeling her tits. Carol was shaking her head no, her eyes darting to shore and then to Jack, who stood nearby watching. Randy was up close behind her. His hands were under the water. I couldn't see where. Then between cresting waves, I could see that Bill did have both hands up in front of him, on Carol's naked breasts. Carol had her hands on his chest, like she was trying to push him away or keep him at bay, but I don't think she was really pushing. As for Randy behind her, his arms were down in front of him, and I imagined the worst, picturing him groping her bare butt, and perhaps even reaching between her spread legs and playing with her pussy.
And then Jack started to make out with Carol, and did the Protruding Tongue thing with Carol, and after that Bill and Randy traded long kisses with my naked wife in deeper water, their hands out of sight.
The group returned to the beach towels, and dried off. Bill and Randy were more than eager to towel off Carol all over. But Jack interceded.
"Boys, this time let Carol dry herself and put on her own lotion," said Jack. I thought he was gaining a heart until I heard him continue. "Carol, stand out there a few feet, and dry yourself. Give everybody a good show."
"Everybody" was a large group of people that had managed to set up their beach towels around our little group. Carol is no firm teen, but she was tall and busty and pretty, and was the most arousing thing I'd spotted naked on the beach. And so there were easily forty people sitting and lying in our general vicinity, not so subtly looking at Carol. Many more had watched her frolicking by the water and decided to stop and loiter at water's edge near Carol. And so knowing Jack, as Carol and I now do, we both were beginning to understand that Jack wanted Carol to put on a show, similar to what she'd done last night in the hotel.
Carol grabbed her towel and stood a few feet away from us, closer to the water. "That's it," said Jack, loud enough for Carol and me to hear, but not loud enough for the throngs to hear over the wind and waves.
Carol rubbed her front dry, making her tits bobble and shake rapidly. She bent at the waist to rub her pussy and legs, letting her tits dangle freely. She lifted one knee and then the other to rub her thighs dry.
Jack then tossed the bottle of suntan lotion to Carol. "Start with your chest."
Carol dumped lotion on her chest, put the bottle down, and slowly rubbed the lotion into her breasts, lifting and rubbing them as Randy had done earlier.
"Jiggle them more. Faster."
Carol jiggled her own tits rapidly, while pulling on her nipples and palming her globes.
I looked at the crowd. There were a group of drinking college jocks; a handful of nerds who were probably there looking for naked women; a couple of older men who likewise may have been walking the beach with their sunglasses on so they could ogle women; some middle aged couples who were perhaps innocent witnesses but still enthralled by Carol's brazen show; and many more. I caught a couple of them aiming their cell phone cameras Carol's way. And a dude up on the hill behind us to the right had a camera with a telephoto lens.
Carol worked her way down her front, and Jack murmured out instructions, praising her when she did something sexy. Carol rubbed her stomach and managed to shake her tits rapidly while doing it. Carol seemed to be looking down at her body, and I wondered if she had noticed how many people were looking over at her. She was almost assuredly aware.
Carol spread her legs, bent her knees, and rubbed lotion into her inner thighs, causing them to jiggle. Then she lotioned her calves, bending at the waist so her big tits swung down loosely for the throngs.
More and more people walking along the beach had stopped, at first to see what everybody else was stopping for, and then to watch the tall buxom woman put on her sex show. And Bill and Randy were also silently mesmerized by my wife's actions.
When Carol rubbed her shoulders and back, she arched her back and threw her tits out, and they wobbled as she massaged her own upper and lower back. But when it was time to lotion her butt, Jack told her to turn around. Now, when she jiggled and squeezed her own bare white butt, perhaps a hundred people were watching.
Carol bent from the waist to lotion the back of her legs, and I'm sure that more than a few of the onlookers caught a glimpse of her hair-covered pussy slit between her legs. Some could probably also see her puckered asshole.
Finally Carol finished her show, and as she walked back to the rest of us, the group of drinking college jocks actually applauded.
Carol was requested to return to her towel between Bill and Randy. She turned on her right side, and from my angle I could see her tits hanging down sideways. Her left knee was up a little, and I could see Bill's hand fondling her butt, and reaching between her legs to tickle her pubic hair. Randy, also on his side facing Carol, reached over and tugged on her nipple, as he talked quietly to her.
We were too close to the water for passersby and other sunbathers not to notice sexual activity, which I heard Jack tell Randy was strictly forbidden on the beach and could lead to arrest. That kept the touching subtle, but didn't completely stop it. Bill twirled her hair from behind, and Randy ran his fingers down along her hips.
Jack said, "We're out of beer."
Bill said, "There's a bar at the hotel right there up the hill. Hey Neil, can you run up there and get us a few cans of beer? Take my bag." Jack nodded at the suggestion. Reluctantly, I left my wife there with the three dirty men. Carol gave me a fearful look as I got up, but I said nothing to her.
I walked over to the hotel and bought some beers at the hotel's patio bar. When I returned to my group, I saw that our clothes were still there, but everybody was gone. I looked along the beach and in the water, but didn't see them. Up the dune beyond our spot, I saw a bathing suit laid out on a piece of driftwood. The suit looked a lot like the one that Randy had been wearing.
I climbed a small hill, just up from our beach towels. I saw some people in a crevice between some small dunes. I stayed out of sight, until I was close enough to recognize my wife and boss and my business rivals. Carol and Randy were lying on my beach towel, nestled between two small sand dunes. Randy was lying on top of my wife. Bill and Jack were sitting on a nearby piece of large driftwood.
I moved in closer to see Randy's bare butt between Carol's legs, humping her rapidly. With the sound of the waves and sea gulls I couldn't hear anything from Carol or Randy, but could see plenty in the bright daylight. Randy was naked as he fucked my naked wife. Carol's hair had started to dry and was curly and unkempt, in sort of a wild sexy way. Her hands were on Randy's back as he humped into her. Her legs were splayed wide, her thighs were quivering.
Randy humped really fast, and apparently finished quickly. I saw Bill and Jack stand up. As soon as Randy climbed off of Carol, Bill and Jack walked down to them, and took the recovering Carol by the arms. Soon Jack was back sitting on the log, and Carol was on her knees on a beach towel, in front of him. Carol leaned down and sucked his cock. Bill stripped his bathing suit off, and knelt behind Carol. He worked his hard cock into her pussy and fucked her doggie style.
I looked around. There was the dude on the hill, with his telephoto lens, no doubt clicking photos of my wife getting gangbanged by my boss and other co-workers.
I don't know if anybody had an orgasm then, but they re-configured. Jack lay on his back, and Carol climbed on top of him, backwards. Jack stabbed up, and I guessed that he wasn't aiming for her pussy, but her asshole. He eventually got inside her that way, and when he did, he yanked Carol backwards onto his chest. Then Bill re-entered her pussy, and Carol got "DP"d.
This time I'd swear that I heard Carol squeal loudly, but on the noisy beach it was muffled. Carol got flailed around like a rag doll. Jack was a fairly little guy, but Bill and Randy were big Texan jocks, and they kicked up plenty of sand as they humped her.
When the DP was done, they started over, with Carol taking Randy's cock in her mouth, and Jack and Bill getting hand jobs. Then Carol was flipped over and placed on top of the log. Her tits hung over the log, and Jack knelt behind her, and fucked her jiggling ass roughly. Bill knelt on the other side of the log, and stuffed his cock into her mouth. She took turns sucking Randy and Bill's cocks; back and forth, back and forth; while they roughly groped her tits.



It was more than an hour later when they finished up. The three men and woman spotted me sitting on the hill watching, but I didn't come down to join them. When I saw them brush the sand off of their bodies and start to pack up their towels, I walked back towards our clothes. I hated it knowing that my two asshole business rivals know that I passively watched them fuck my wife.
We were tired and a little dehydrated when we walked back to our car. I looked at my watch. I knew we'd be a good six hours too early to go to the airport for our late flight. And we'd already checked out of the hotel. We were dirty and full of suntan lotion and sand. We needed to clean up. Bill had told Jack that there was a public bathroom up by the parking lot by our car. Jack retrieved his bag from the car, but he left Carol and me at the bathrooms, Carol still naked, to stand around being gawked at by people coming and going to the bathroom as well as some folks just hanging out near the parking lot. And when he returned, he only had his bag with him. He pulled out a bar of soap and a little bottle of shampoo, taken from the hotel. "I never use these, but I take them because I can get away with it, and they are mine to do what I please with" he explained. That sounded like Jack's philosophy on life.
We walked over to the public restrooms. Carol was still completely naked, and Jack wouldn't give her her clothes back. "Not until you're clean," he said.
The concrete block building housed toilets and a sink, but no showers. But outside, there were two shower heads where people were rinsing the sand off their bodies in their bathing suits, and one guy even had a bar of soap.
So Jack gave Carol the soap and shampoo first, and we, and a dozen other people nearby, watched my wife soap her naked body off and wash her hair. A couple of guys even used the shower head right next to Carol's, practically showering with my wife.
"Europeans," I heard one guy say, as he watched my naked wife shower.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
6) FOOTBALL GAME
When Carol was clean and dry, Jack reached in his bag, and handed her some clothes. They weren't clothes that she had packed or owned, but clothes that Jack apparently brought with him, such as last night's lingerie set. Carol didn't even check out the clothes, just quickly grabbed them and hurried into the bathroom to finally cover her naked body. But to me, the pile of garments looked small.
Carol emerged from the bathroom, wearing an extremely short tight off-white skirt. The skirt barely covered her butt. The top was a pink cotton thing, with spaghetti straps. The little shirt was extremely thin and tight, appearing practically ready to rip off Carol's chest. It stretched tight over her tits. It had the logo of the local city's football team on the front.
Carol's bright orange bra hung out the top of the shirt, as did her bra straps, and the back of her bra, the clashing colors of the pink shirt and orange bra making it so obvious that the shirt was tiny. The bra was also low cut, and the shelf pushed her tits up and spilling out of her bra and blouse. She looked like a slut.
"I found the t-shirt this morning at the hotel gift shop," said Jack.
"Jack, I need panties," said Carol, informing me that she was currently going commando.
"No panties tonight."
Back at the car, we didn't know where Jack was driving until he got on the expressway and announced, "Did I tell you that we're going to the football game tonight?"
"No," Carol and I said, but Jack knew that he hadn't told us.
"Yeah! Ten yard line is all we could get with our group. And it isn't expected to be a close game. But we'll have fun with the group."
"What group?" I asked.
"Oh, Randy and Bill will be there, with some of their friends. And a couple of young guys that work for Randy and Bill. We'll meet them for tailgating."
We made our way to the stadium parking lot. We had to park way out far, and had to search around for Randy and Bill's group, many of whom had been tailgating for hours already. As we wound through the lot among the other tailgaters, Carol was already getting hoots from some of the early drinking men.
Randy and Bill had beaten us there, and were eating and drinking with a group of some of their friends, and a couple of their young employees. The friends were mostly cut from the same mold as Randy and Bill, mid-thirties former jocks and frat boys. All men; there were no other women in the group. The two employees were barely out of high school, perhaps eighteen or nineteen, just some jocks that worked in the back room. The friends supplied the food and beer, and Carol supplied the eye candy. The men couldn't take their eyes off of Carol. I wondered if Bill and Randy told their employees that they'd just gotten done screwing my wife. Anyway, we had late night tickets home, and I knew that Jack had an important meeting tomorrow morning, so there would be no orgy tonight. We just had to get through this game and get back on the plane.
The boys made Carol throw a football around, and got a little grabby when she held onto the ball too long. Mostly they just stared at her chest when she ran for the ball and her cleavage bounced in and out of the top of her orange bra. They dropped the ball over her head enough that I suspected that they wanted her to bend over in her short skirt. When she caught the ball, several of the men would run up to her and pretend to tackle her or try to steal the ball, all a ruse to grope her. Soon enough it became visually clear that she was going commando.
There were women around at other nearby tailgate parties, as well as some security, but Carol still got her butt smacked once by Bill, and I saw Randy feel the exposed cleavage sticking out of Carol's bra, getting a laugh from some of the other men when he poked his index finger down into her cleavage crevice.
Jack and I were still in our beach attire, and Jack told me to get clean clothes from my bag, and find a bathroom to change in. Once again I hated to leave Carol alone, even in a crowd, and I gave a look back at her.
"Don't worry," said Jack. "I'm making sure her pussy stays clean for now."
When I returned and spotted our tailgate party from a distance, I didn't see Carol, and wondered if Jack went back on his word. But after a quick search I saw her between two closely-parked SUVs. She was pushed back against the side of one SUV, and Randy and one of his friends were taking turns making out with her, feeling her tits over her bra, and rubbing her bare pussy under her short skirt. Jack stood guard near the rear of the vehicles. I watched for a while, and although she wasn't getting fucked, it seemed like Jack was running a little "kissing booth" type of racket with my wife, as various men took turns coming back one or two at a time for a kiss and some quick feels.
We finally packed up the tailgates, entered the stadium, and found our seats. Carol was given an aisle seat, with Jack next to her. Randy and Bill sat in the next row down, just in front of Carol and Jack. And I was sitting next to the two teens another row down. Many of the rest of our tailgate party were sitting around us.
The first thing that was obvious was that there were a lot of horny drunk men around our section. The second thing that was obvious was that nearly all of them were staring at Carol's jiggling cleavage as she walked up the aisle and sat down. And the third thing that was quickly becoming obvious was that Carol was having a hard time keeping her pussy from being on display when she sat down in her tiny tight skirt.
The fans were still filing in when I watched Jack whispering to Carol, while looking down at her long bare legs and short skirt. Carol's eyes opened wide, but following Jack's whispered orders, she spread her knees apart. From two rows down, I could see my wife's bare pussy up her skirt. But I could actually read Jack's lips when he mouthed, "wider," to Carol, and she spread her legs far apart, her left knee hanging out into the aisle, her right knee knocking against Jack. Her brown pubic hair was still obvious, but even her pink labia were visible to me, as was the whole shape of her protruding pussy mound between her bare thighs.
I looked down and watched the mostly male crowd climb up the steps, and catch a glimpse of Carol. Her major cleavage and long bare legs would first catch their attention, but their eyes would widen as they spotted my wife's bare pussy up her nearly-nonexistent skirt.
Many of the men already sitting down noticed too, and I watched some guys spread the word and cause more heads to turn back and see Carol's pussy.
Once the game started, Jack apparently elected Carol to be the Concession Girl. He was always sending her down to the concession stands for something. Each time she walked down the aisle, and each time she climbed back up, more and more heads turned to watch her jiggling cleavage and wiggling butt. Many nearby had already had seen her bare pussy, and a couple of drunks bent over behind her as she walked up, trying to see up her skirt. They were likely successful, by their expression. Even the beer vendors were regularly kneeling down in the aisle just below Carol, looking up her skirt. There was rarely an absence of beer vendors in our section.
It wasn't much of a game. There was nothing on the line, it was played sloppily, and the score was lopsided in favor of the visitors. But it was a nice night in a warm weather climate, the beer flowed, and there was Carol to look at. I don't know how many people saw Carol's pussy, but it was probably more than the number who saw it this afternoon on the beach.
By the end of the third quarter, most of our section was plastered, and spending more time looking up at Carol than they did at the game. As the game progressed, the men around us hooted more and louder when Carol jiggled by. On one of her many concession runs, some big jock groped her ass, and she almost dropped her tray of food.
Through much of the game, Bill and Randy and their young employees were turned around and chatting up Carol as they stared at her pussy. Now late in the game, Bill said, "Carol, you're the best thing about this game."
"Carol, this game is boring," said Randy. "Why don't you flash your boobs to liven things up?"
Carol didn't reply to the crude suggestion. But the two younger guys, terribly drunk and terribly loud and profane, heard their boss's suggestion, and liked the idea. They yelled, "Yeah, flash those titties! Show those puppies!"
The two young drunks began yelling, chanting, "Flash your tits! Flash your tits!"
Bill and Randy joined in.
Soon most of the section below us, and the one next to us on the other aisle, were also chanting, having seen enough of Carol to believe she was an exhibitionist slut.
"Flash your tits! Flash your tits!"
The people in the other sections were looking over to see what the fuss was.
Carol was clearly embarrassed at the filthy suggestion, but could do nothing but sit there looking humiliated.
When the chanting got louder and didn't let up, Jack said something in Carol's ear. I saw her mouth open, and look and Jack and shake her head no.
But Jack, who'd had a whole lot to drink himself, wasn't one to be trifled with, and Carol knew it. When Jack motioned for her to stand up, she did.
She looked out at the throngs, who got noisier when the target of their crude demand stood up.
Carol, her eyes darting, grabbed the hem of her little pink top, and lifted it up. The crowd's roar got louder. But when she lifted it just past her orange bra and gave a brief bra cup flash and pulled the garment back down, the crowd wasn't satisfied, and neither was Jack. After a quick disappointed smattering of boos, the continuation of the chant started.
Looking at Jack, Carol knew what she had to do, and somehow found the courage to do it. She lifted the shirt again, this time grabbing the bottom of her bra cups on the way up, and yanked up. Her tits spilled out of her cups and bobbled freely as Carol held her top and her bra above her tits on her chest.
The crowd roared louder than it did for the home team the whole night. Everybody in every section of our corner of the stadium stood up. The sections behind her stood, to the left, to the right, and all the way down to field level. There were literally thousands of people looking at my wife as she threw her chest out and flashed her big bare tits for the crowd. I suspect Jack yelled something to her, because she started to turn to her left and right to give more people a view, and shook her chest back and forth to make her tits jiggle rapidly. The crowd rewarded her with a deafening roar at the sight of her bare tits.
Carol was smiling, perhaps on jack's suggestion, and even let out a "Wooooo!" But it was clear to me that the look in here eyes was clear mortification, and her heart wasn't in her tailing, "Wooooo." Her hands were actually shaking as she held her top up above her breasts.
I saw camera flashes go off, and a couple of guys actually run up the steps to get a closer look. That's when Jack finally let Carol pull her top down and sit in her seat. Carol blinked away tears as she stuffed her tits back into her bra cups and pulled her shirt back down.
The crowd had just started to die down, when two big heavy guys in yellow jackets walked up the stairs. They were security, and they were after Carol.
They motioned for Carol to come with them. Jack stood up and tried to talk to them, but they weren't listening. One of the men took Carol by the arm and walked her down the stairs, to a round of boos from Carol's drunken frothing fans.
Jack followed Carol down, carrying her purse, and I also followed them down under the stands. The two big security guards led us into the bowels of the stadium to a security holding room.
In the silence of the security area, the first security guy said, "We're going to hold you here for the police, who will probably charge you with public indecency or something."
"Oh, come on, man, she was just having some fun. She didn't hurt anyone," said Jack in her defense.
"Are you her husband?" asked the second guard.
"No," I said, "I am."
Jack pulled out his wallet, and whipped out a wad of bills. "Look, I'm sure we can just forget the whole thing and, uh, let her off with a warning."
The two security guards looked at each other. I wasn't sure if they were considering the bribe, or thinking of busting Jack.
"Nah, put that away," said the first guard.
But Jack was his usual resourceful self. "How about..." he paused, lowering his voice. "How about if she gives you a private viewing?"
"You mean flash her titties at us?" Asked the second guard.
"Yes, that's exactly what I mean. You get a private close-up view of her big tits, AND I'll throw in the cash. And then you let us go."
The two guards looked at Carol in her slutty attire, and then looked at each other, then back at Carol, then back at each other.
"Alright," said the first guard. "Show us the goods."
Jack nodded at Carol. Carol exhaled and whimpered. But she obediently repeated her naughty flash. She lifted her top and bra, and her jugs fell out into the open, in front of the two slack-jawed security men.
But the security dudes weren't satisfied with looking. The first one reached out and groped Carol's right tit. When neither Jack nor Carol, nor I, objected, the second security guard grabbed my wife's exposed left tit, and mauled it.
The five of us stood there in the security room under the overhanging fluorescent lights, as the two big security guards roughly groped my wife's exposed breasts. The first guard then ran his free hand up under Carol's skirt and rubbed her pussy; expecting panties but finding bare hair and flesh. The second guard grabbed her ass, hiking her skirt up to expose her bare ass and pussy, and the hands groping then.
I wondered if they'd do this all night. Then the second guard lined up behind Carol, and quickly whipped out his cock. Before any of us really knew what was happening, he'd slid his cock into Carol's pussy from behind. He bent Carol over and fucked her rapidly.
The first security guard then whipped out his cock, and as Carol was bent over with her hands on her knees, he lifted up his yellow jacket and stuffed his cock into her mouth.
Carol held onto the man's waist as she bent over and sucked, and got fucked from behind. Then the man behind Carol stood her up, turned her around, picked her up like a rag doll, and simply placed her exposed pussy on his cock, holding her up by her butt.
Not to be outdone, the other security guard got behind Carol, and began working his cock into her exposed asshole. My wife was now being floated in the air, sandwich by two huge guys, one fucking her pussy, and the other fucking her ass.
Even Jack looked amazed at their strength and, figuratively, their balls. Carol squealed as she was jostled by the two men, doubly impaled on their cocks. The big men humped rapidly, wasting no time. Carol gyrated and threw her head around, her hands on the one man's shoulders.
The guy in her pussy came first, followed closely by the guy in her asshole. They tossed her down, into my arms. They zipped up their pants, and their yellow jackets, and said, "Okay, get out. All the way out, of the stadium, and the parking lot. And don't come back."
We quickly exited the security office, and found our way back to the exit, to the rental car, and to the airport.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
7) CHRISTMAS PARTY
Jack promised that he'd file all our insurance paperwork next Monday when he would meet with the company's insurance rep. One more week that Carol and I would have to deal with his sexual extortion. Jack's only hint along that line was to insist that Carol and I attend the company Christmas party this coming Saturday.
There was some financial extortion as well. Jack called me into his office, and gave me a raise. But in return, he had me sign a three year Non-Compete Agreement. This meant that if I left the company, I couldn't work for another firm in our line of business, or my line of work, for three years after I left. So unless I wanted to change careers, it meant that I was an indentured servant to Jack. I couldn't leave and make a decent living, so I was stuck.
And I got a new boss, two levels up, named Chris. Jack hired my boss's boss's replacement from outside the company. Just a few years older than me in his early forties, Chris had short cropped brown hair with sideburns, was an Ivy Leaguer, always on his cell phone, and had a superior attitude about him. On his first day in his new position, since I still didn't have an immediate supervisor, we had a private meeting late in the day just to get acquainted. It was mostly about my responsibilities and such. But at the end he asked, "Are you going to the Christmas party on Saturday?"
"Yes, we're coming," I replied.
"I hear your wife is very attractive," said my new boss.
I wanted to ask him what he'd heard. But I really didn't want to know. Of Carol's "indiscretions", the sex in Jack's office and the sex in our home I'd hoped were confidential. The depravity on our trip I hoped stayed there. I hoped Jack wouldn't brag, but I wasn't as sure about Bill and Randy, who still had contacts within our office. And it occurred to me that internet photos or videos could surface of either Carol's beach nudity and sex, or, even more likely, her stadium flash.
And then the very next day Chris promoted my co-worker Mike to replace my boss. Mike was another big jock, heavier like a lineman. Not a Texan like Bill and Randy, but he was cut from the same mold. Loud, arrogant, and aggressive. Another sexist pig. I didn't like working with him much, and I didn't want him being my boss. He didn't know any more than me, but he thought he did, and he immediately bonded with Chris and perhaps aggressively pitched his own promotion, so I should have seen it coming, just not so soon.



On Friday evening when I got home, Carol was clearly troubled. "Jack called me today," she said. "He told me that he reserved us a room for Saturday night at the hotel where the party is."
"For 'us'?" I asked.
"Well, he did mention that it was close to 'his' room. So it seems we have our own room this time," Carol replied.
Carol paused like there was more that she didn't want to tell me. "What else did he say?"
"Well, he told me not to worry about what to wear. That my dress would be waiting for us in the hotel."
"So he shopped for you."
"It seems so," Carol said in a wavering voice, knowing Jack's taste in women's clothing.
"Well, I've seen what a lot of women wear to these Christmas parties. Extreme cleavage and tight dresses is common. So you shouldn't stand out too much if it's something inappropriate," I said. But we both got quiet.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
We made arrangements for an overnight sitter Saturday night, and checked into the hotel at about 4:00 PM, two hours before cocktails. Carol wore an older dress just in case, and when we checked into the room there was no package at the front desk, and no clothing in our room. At six we decided to go downstairs for cocktails. But just as we were about to leave the hotel room, there was a knock on the door. It was Jack. He was holding a large shopping bag. I reluctantly let him in.
"I have to run," Jack said. "I have to meet our guests now. But I have something for Carol to wear." Jack handed Carol the bag. The bag contained one large box, which looked like it might contain a dress; one shoe box; and a couple of smaller gift boxes.
"I had the clerk help me pick out the accessories so they'd match," Jack said. "Neil, why don't you come downstairs with me now? Carol can change and meet up with us. Please hurry, Carol."
Jack took my arm and led me out the door before I could comment. But at least Jack was leaving with me.
At the banquet hall downstairs, Jack and I got drinks, and Jack took off to greet guests. I hooked up with a couple of my co-workers, Gary and Dave, and their wives, and looked around at the arriving people. I noticed that several of the women were wearing things showing cleavage and showing leg; things that I never would have let Carol wear anywhere, much less at a company function. Specifically, some of the young single women wore short skirts, and a couple of the sales rep's trophy wives sported low cut dresses.
Fifteen minutes into small talk, Dave's wife asked, "Where's Carol, Neil."
"There she is," said Gary.
Everybody looked over at Carol as she entered the room. Everybody got silent.
Carol wore a light blue halter dress. The fabric was a plain pattern, thin, and clinging. The dress was long, hemmed below mid calf, and had a slit that went high up her left front thigh, almost to her hip.
That's the summarization. The devil was in the details.
The first eye-catching thing was that the halter top was extremely narrow. It was tied in the back at her neck, and the front was just straps that went all the way down to her waistband, perhaps not much more than three inches wide over her breasts. Too narrow for Carol's large frame and large breasts. So there was cleavage all the way down her chest, and not just a little glimpse. Inches and inches of Carol's breasts were on display. And on the sides, a lot of her tits were hanging out. I could easily see the slope of her large mature breasts at the side. Carol's breasts jiggled as she walked, and her nipples were sticking out through the thin fabric. Carol's areolas are pretty large, and they were probably barely covered by the halter. Then when she got closer, I realized that I could actually see the silhouette of her areolas right through the thin material!
On the bottom in front, the fabric clung tight to her stomach and hips. I could easily see her panty lines, even the waistband, which was low and dipped down in the middle just a little. At least she was wearing undergarments. I wondered if they were bikini, or thongs.
When Carol walked, her skirt slit fell open, exposing all of her long left thigh, past the top of her flesh-colored nylon, to the bare flesh above it. I looked for a garter belt and suspenders, but saw none, which would have been obvious and bulgy through the tight thin dress. She was apparently wearing "thigh highs," hose that held themselves up, a band of darker lace capping the hose. A bright blue garter, the kind a bride would wear and throw, peeked out.
Vance's wife, who was at last year's Christmas party, stopped Carol to say high, and Carol turned around to greet her. That's when I confirmed that Carol was wearing a thong. The panty lines were very easy to see, and the dress's fabric clung to Carol's two shapely butt globes. Carol's back was completely bare, except for where the halter tied behind her neck.
When Carol resumed walking in my direction, I noticed her stiletto heeled shoes. Carol wasn't unaccustomed to wearing high heels, but it wasn't something the busy mom did often. They seemed to make her bounce when she walked.
Carol joined me with Gary and Dave and their wives. Their wives looked Carol up and down, looked at each other, and gave expressions of un-approval at her dress. But their husbands clearly enjoyed my wife's skimpy dress, grinning as they talked to her chest. Carol kept glancing down at her own chest, and kept adjusting the halter straps as if she were afraid that they'd slip. But just about everything other than her areolas were already out in the open, and THEY were quite visible through the faberic. As I stood at her side, the halter fabric was stretched tight enough over her breasts that there was a gap under her breast, where the material tented out. I could see all the way through each halter strap to the other side, which exposed a lot of the bottoms of her breasts.
I asked Carol if she wanted a drink, and she said, "Yes." Then she whispered, "I think I'm going to have to drink a whole lot to get through this night. I feel as naked as I did at the beach. And we KNOW a lot of these people!"
I could only give her an assuring nod. Yes, I know a LOT of these people. I have to spend forty hours a week with them. It would be hard to live this down.
When I waited at the bar for drinks, Gary and Dave and their wives moved on, and Carol was talking to two of the senior vice presidents, whose wives weren't with them; Mel, a short, slender, bald, older Jewish man, and Vipal, a chubby bald Indian man. Mel's eyeballs were nearly at Carol's chest level, and he studied her through the bottom part of his bifocals. I noticed other men checking out Carol as they walked or stood by her. She was exposing too much from all angles.
I joined Carol, and she downed her drink quickly. Jack finally wandered by, and gave Carol a hug and kept his hand on her back while checking her body out. He introduced Carol to his son Brad from his first marriage. I'd seen Brad around the company. He was eighteen years old, had just graduated from high school in the spring, and was in his first year of college at some party school. Like Jack, Brad was short and thin, and had a real snotty smirk all of the time. This past summer, Jack brought him in to work at the office. He didn't seem to do much but hang around and crudely hit on the younger girls as well as older women. I once heard one of the mature admins make a comment about Brad "Undressing me with his eyes." Which seemed to be what he was doing to my wife at the moment. But Jack and Brad quickly moved on to other guests.
We decided to find our assigned seats. Jack wasn't sitting at our table. He sat with bigger honchos. At our round table in the middle of the room were the people I worked with. It included my co-workers Gary and Dave, and their wives; and our Human Resources director Vance and his wife. Gary and Dave were just regular guys, about my age. Vance was the guy that dealt with Jack with our insurance policy, the one that told me that our claim was denied. He was also the guy that made up the seating assignments. Interesting that he ended up sitting next to Carol.
Carol struggled sitting down in her tight long skirt, and it was impossible for her to keep her slit closed. Her skirt was open all the way up her thigh, exposing the lacy top of her left hose and blue garter, and there was nothing she could do except to try to stay hidden under the table. I sat on her right, but Vance on her left was checking out her bare leg. As people got seated at our round table, it just seemed to me that everybody was staring at Carol's chest. Each time that Carol shrugged her shoulders or reached for a glass, her breasts bobbled and her halter top shifted, and she was continuously adjusting the top to attempt to keep her breasts covered. But she had downed three drinks already and was working on her second glass of dinner wine, and was starting to get sloppy.
The first time I saw that her areola was sticking out of her strap at the side, it was just a peek of the edge. Carol quickly recovered. But then I saw some areola on her left breast, on the inside. Everybody else was staring, and certainly saw some of her slips. I couldn't say anything or touch her to bring her exposure to her attention without drawing even more attention to it. So with every slip, I just had to agonize through it. But as I sipped my dinner wine, I realized that my groin tingled whenever I saw one of the men staring at my wife's exposed breasts.
As dinner moved on, it seemed that there was always a part of one of her areolas sticking out someplace. This close, everybody at our table could see the silhouette of her areolas right through her halter. But when her dark parts fell out the front or sides, it was really obvious. I could see some of the men at other tables across from us looking over at Carol.
There was a professional photographer going from table to table, taking our pictures. When he got to our table, we leaned in and smiled. Vance put his right hand around Carol's bare back, and right after the camera flash, got a little reach-around feel of the side of her right breast. Vance's wife didn't notice, but I did. Late into the dinner, apparently the wine-fueled Vance couldn't stand just looking at Carol's exposed thigh at close range anymore. I caught him adjusting his napkin on his lap, and getting a quick palm of Carol's bare thigh above her hose.
As dessert was served, the speeches started. Carol and I had our backs to the podium and the speakers. She had to turn to her left to look at Jack and the other speakers. Her legs were out from under the table and tablecloth, and half the room could now see her bare thigh and bright blue garter. She was still having trouble with her halter, and more of her tits hung out at the side, all the way to her areolas. She crossed her left leg over her right, which only made her long left thigh look sexier. Many of the men were looking at Carol rather than the podium speakers.
When the dessert and speeches were done, a Dee Jay started playing slow ballads, and the dance floor was cleared at the front. At previous company functions, this is where I usually went off to network with the other employees and left Carol to chat with the other wives and a few of my co-workers. This time my intention was to stay close to Carol.
But it wasn't easy. Co-workers kept pulling me away for shop talk. Then Vance asked me to help him with some Holiday bonus envelopes that he was in charge of distributing to everybody. So I ended up away from Carol, and often out in the hall.
After returning from the hallway, I spotted Carol headed to the bar for a drink. She took her drink over to a back table to rest, clearly not in the mood for socializing or standing out exposed. Poor choice. Sitting in the back in the dark, Jack found her, and sat next to her on her left. While still trying to find various employees to hand bonus envelopes to, from a safe distance I got to the side, and could see Jack's hand up Carol's skirt at the slit, and from the angle it was likely that he not only had her crotch, but was inside her panties and playing with her bare pussy.
While Carol got her pussy played with, Vipal and Mel and Rick came over and sat down at the same table. It likely became obvious what Jack was doing with my wife under the table, as Carol seemed to be reacting. Her eyes were blinking, her legs were spread wide, and she was writhing a little. The other three men just sat at the table and watched the show, talking to Jack and each other.
Carol's eyes were skyward and fluttering, her jaw clenched firmly. Then she laid her head down on the table as Jack's right hand wiggled around. I watched her shudder through an orgasm from Jack's finger fucking while surrounded by my company's management.
Jack moved on, wiping his fingers on the table cloth. Vipal, the chubby older bald Indian, took Jack's chair, and his right hand disappeared under the table. He was even less subtle about playing with my wife's pussy. Not only that, he reached around with his left hand, and found her left tit, and groped it inside of her halter, as Carol hunched forward to try to hide the tit feel from others.
Mel sat next to Carol on her right, and not-so-subtly reached in the side of her halter and fondled her right tit, while chatting with her like nothing was happening. Carol sat silently and squirmed while the two dirty old men groped her under, and above, the table. Vipal, hunched over, his bald head sweating, grabbed Carol's left hand, and placed it on his cock over his slacks. He rubbed her hand until she took over, running her half-opened palm down the length of his cock through his pants.
Carol threw her head back like the fondling was having an affect, and I suspect she had at least a mini-orgasm.
I had to leave the hall to track down a few more employees to deliver envelopes. When I returned, I spotted Carol on the dance floor, slow dancing with Jack. He held her tight. He had his right hand low on her bare back. As she danced, her thong was visible through her skirt, and her bare butt cheeks jiggled. Her tits were hanging out the side of her halter. Jack tried to be subtle and kept Carol's back to the DJ where only the DJ could see her rear, and Jack felt her butt over her tight skirt. It was subtle, but not that subtle. If I could see it, so could a lot of the other men and women sitting and standing around watching the handful of dancing couples.
Jack managed to slide his hand up Carol's bare back and side, and got a little side action on her exposed tit. Even the other dancers could see this.
The professional photographer was now snapping shots of the dancers. I wondered how many shots of Jack groping my wife he'd get.
Jack finished the song before leading Carol by the hand to his table. Mel, the little Jewish VP, sprang up and escorted Carol back out to the dance floor. He leaned in close, and got a face full of Carol's cleavage. He always seemed like a nice little man to me, but now he turned into a dirty little man as he palmed the taller woman's butt cheeks over her flimsy skirt. I could see Carol's eyes widen, unsure what to do. When she did nothing, Mel slid his right hand inside of Carol's skirt slit, and felt her bare ass under her dress. I could see Carol's bright blue thong and her blue garter as the old man groped her butt. Then he leaned forward, and buried his face right into her cleavage. Carol jiggled a little, but couldn't shake off the little Jewish guy. I could see her areolas flashing in and out of her halter.
Vipal, the old bald Indian VP, cut in. Having watched what the others did, he got even more brazen. He ground his leg into her crotch, forcing Carol to spread her legs and expose the side of her panty, and after a two-handed butt grab, he went right for her tits. He started with his right hand along the side of her bare tit, but then just slid his hand inside the halter top from the side, and groped her bare tit. Then his right hand reached back around and slid down her bare back. As Carol turned a little I could see that his thumb was hooked into the waistband of her backless dress. The next time Carol turned my way a bit, Vipal's hand was completely inside of Carol's skirt, and placed right over her butt crack.
Vance found me and handed me more envelopes to distribute, and I had to circulate around the hall and the lobby looking for people, leaving my wife at the "hands" of my co-workers on the dance floor.
When I got back to Carol, the DJ was playing fast music. Some of the older couples got out on the dance floor, and a lot of the younger single employees, too. Carol was out on the floor, fast dancing with Jack. It didn't take much shaking for Carol's areolas to come on display. She tried to fix herself as she danced, but eventually she resigned, and allowed one side of her halter to expose her dark areolas, and then the other side.
She usually didn't put nearly so much height and gyration into her fast dancing. I wondered if Jack told her to put on a show, or if she was just drunk. Perhaps both. Her nearly-naked tits bobbled wildly, causing a lot of dancers and spectators to watch her. Her heaving jugs flew up high and crashed down again, wobbling around, sometimes synchronized with each other, but sometimes going in different directions.
Carol danced with other willing partners, and sometimes single men just moved in close and danced near her for the pleasure of watching her. When she would spread her legs wider, her skirt hiked up at the slit, and the front of her bright blue panty thong was visible, all the way to her crotch.
When Gary cut in for a dance, Carol's nipple caught the edge of her halter, and exposed her right nipple for a while. It was only when a couple of drunken young girls on the dance floor noticed and screamed, causing everybody to look, that Carol became aware of her nip slip, and stuffed her nipple back in her top. There were perhaps twenty people on the dance floor, and dozens more sitting and standing around, nearly all of whom probably got multiple looks of my wife's exposed jiggling breasts, big dark areolas, and long nipples.
I had to leave the room, but returned as quickly as I could, and Carol was still on the dance floor. From across the room, I could see that one or the other of Carol's nipples were usually on display as her hands were in the air, thrusting her chest out, her feet spread and her knees were bent. From time to time she'd reach down and make a quick attempt to cover herself. But for most of the time now, her tits were just exposed and flat-out on display.
I stood near the bar, and watched, as nearly everybody in my company looked at my wife's naked breasts.
A half hour later, Carol was still out on the floor. Most of the older and married couples had left the dance floor, some even having gone home already. It was mostly the younger, single, and drunk people on the dance floor with Carol. The bar was closed.
I saw Jack stand up from his table and say something to the DJ. Then he walked over to Carol on the dance floor.
The DJ started a slow song. It was late; perhaps Jack was trying to wind down the crowd. The busboys were clearing the tables. The bartenders were packing up and counting their tips. But as Jack took Carol for another slow dance, a number of other couples did the same, and the dance floor was somewhat well populated with six or so couples.
I moved in closer, standing off to the side by a column. Jack held Carol tight, and was getting more feels in. He was also grinding her pretty aggressively, his thigh rubbing her crotch, her thigh rubbing his crotch; dry humping each other in s scissors position. The song ended, but Jack stayed with Carol, an as the DJ started a second slow song.



Jack reached between his legs. Was he going to rub her pussy? No, he was fumbling with his own crotch. From my side angle, I thought he unzipped his fly. My boss took a quick glance around, then subtly whipped out his cock, and quickly hid it under Carol's skirt at the slit.
Jack put his feet close together, arched his back, and pressed his pelvis into Carol. Carol's eyes were wide and fearful. But she spread her feet a little, and put them outside of Jack's feet. Jack reached between her legs and under her skirt. I didn't want to believe it, but he was almost certainly slipping his cock in Carol's pussy. I couldn't actually see him pulling her panties to the side and working his dick head into the moist slit, but I could picture it happening just that way.
Jack put both hands on Carol's hips, and kept her drawn in to him. Carol was also pressing her hips forward to meet Jack's crotch. If that were me with Carol, my cock would be poking her belly. But Jack was about five inches shorter than me, and so his cock would point out almost pussy-level. It was apparently working, for they danced close together, barely moving their feet, just swaying their hips back and forth, as Carol had her fearful open-mouthed shocked expression, and Jack had his smug smirk.
The telltale giveaways to me were the odd position of Carol's feet outside of both of Jack's feet; and Carol's skirt slit was pulled apart wide enough to show her whole thigh. Since everybody had been staring at Carol all night, it didn't take long for one of the other male dancers to give Carol and Jack a double-take. A minute or so later, two other couples seemed to be looking over at Jack and Carol suspiciously.
Jack very slowly swayed his hips, and thrust in and out just a little. Carol tried to subtly lift her feet up and down, just barely getting them off the floor, attempting to look like they were just dancing. Mostly they stood in place.
The second slow song ended. Two couples left the dance floor. Jack and Carol stayed glued together, waiting for another song to start. That's when they looked the guiltiest, and people at the tables near the front of the room were catching on, causing some subtle pointing and whispering.
A third slow song started, and the fornicating couple continued on. All of the other remaining couples on the floor seemed to notice Jack and Carol. Some just gawked; a few couples put some distance between themselves and the scandalous dancers. Nobody anywhere near the back of the banquet room were able to see what was going on, but more and more smirking faces near the front watched. I don't know if there were any previous rumors about the company owner having an affair with my wife, but there certainly would be now.
I doubted that there was any way that Jack or Carol could have an orgasm humping at such a slow speed with such subtlety, unless they stayed out there half the night or suddenly started humping like two dogs. I think Jack just like the thrill of pulling it off. I appeared to be correct, and when the third slow song ended, Jack quickly pulled out of Carol and stuffed his cock back in his pants, and Carol's skirt slit fell closed. He released the dazed Carol and returned to his table, giving Mel and Chris a smug look, and Mel a high-five.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
8) THE AFTER PARTY
Carol finally got back to me, exposed areolas and all. She half-staggered off the dance floor, tired and sweaty, her hair messed, fanning her flush face, and making one last attempt to straighten her halter and cover her tits. She was fairly dunk and fairly cranky. "Your company's a bunch of assholes!" She said. Carol rarely swears.
"I agree," I said.
"Jack invited me up to his suite for a private party. He said he's having a few people over for nightcaps."
"You, or us?" I asked.
"Just me. So I have to go to his room alone."
"And I have to go to MY room," I finished.
"Yep. Sucks to be me," my tired, intoxicated wife said.
We took the elevator up to our floor. I slid my passkey in the lock, and started to go into "my" room. But before closing the door, I watched Carol go to Jack's door and knock. She was immediately let in the room. I heard people talking in the room. At least she wasn't alone with Jack.
I turned on my room light, dejected, and fearing what was going to happen to my wife in the next room. Who was in there?
I could hear noise through the wall. I listened closely. Then I saw the adjoining door, between my room and Jack's. I delicately unlocked the door and opened it. The adjoining door on Jack's side was closed. I turned off the light in my room. There was a crack of light coming in through the bottom of the door. I got down on the floor, and could hear better, but couldn't see anything. I inspected the door for cracks or things that could be moved.
There was a crack of light coming in from the top of the door. The door wasn't completely square, and at the corner was a tiny gap. But not enough to see through. There was a rubber seal along the top. I retrieved Carol's little scissors in her makeup kit, and started cutting and sawing. Let the hotel invoice Jack if they complain about damage. I made a little noise doing this, but there was more noise from the other side. I ripped off a big chunk of the seal. I grabbed a chair, one without wheels, and stood on it. There was a good half-inch or more crack at the top now, and standing on the chair, I could see into Jack's room pretty easily. There wasn't much light at this end of Jack's room, and as long as I had my lights off, I wasn't too concerned with being spotted. I peered into the room.
The room was a standard, if fairly large, hotel room with one king size bed butting up to my room. There was a desk and a couple of chairs in the back, and a cushioned chair up front. I could see almost the entire room, with some help from a large mirror on the opposite wall above the credenza.
There were perhaps a dozen people in the room, some just now entering. I could see my new boss Mike; his new boss Chris; my co-workers Gary, Dave, and Rick; the senior VPs Mel and Vipal; the three young men that report to me, Matt, Dan, and Jason; Brian the young mail room employee; Stan the Polish maintenance man. And Jack's young son Brad. It seemed to be a combination of the married men who had rooms for the night and left their wives back at their room, and single men. And of course Jack. All men, except for Carol. I wondered how they were invited, and if they knew that Carol was going to be there.
Carol was near the front of the room near the opposite wall, next to Jack. There was music playing fairly soft, perhaps just from the bedside CD/clock radio. Carol was dancing.
She was just sort of swaying, moving her hips back and forth. It was still enough to get her tits swaying. Her areolas peeked in and out of view. Jack handed her a shot glass, and she downed the drink with one gulp.
Most of the men sat in the available chairs or sat on the bed, and a few stood. They all had drinks in their hands, and they were all watching my wife's slow sultry solo dance. There were a few private conversations or comments, but mostly they kept their eyes on Carol.
Jack whispered something to Carol, and she started to slowly stroll through the room as she danced. She danced up to the standing Gary, my long time co-worker, and shook her tits at him. She combed her fingers through her hair and thrust her chest out. She turned to Dave, perhaps my closest friend at the company, sitting on the edge of the bed, and leaned over and dangled her tits at him. To my young blonde employee Dan, she spread her legs and bent her knees as she thrust her hips out into his face as he sat in a chair.
Her skirt slit was wide open, her whole left leg was on display, and her blue garter and even her blue panties were visible. Despite her sexy moves, it appeared to me that she had a sad expression on her face. It was like she was some ancient slave girl that was accepting her fate.
She shook her butt at the crass Indian Vipal. He started to reach out for her butt, but she moved away before he got a good grip.
After singling out each of the men, she worked her way back to the front of the room, where Jack handed her another shot, and she knocked it down her throat. Jack leaned in and started to kiss her. Carol stuck out her tongue, and the two of them made out in front of my dozen co-workers. Jack reached up and groped her tits, sliding his hands inside of her halter top.
Jack stopped kissing, and whispered in Carol's ear. She looked at him and paused for a moment, comprehending or contemplating whatever he said to her. Then she started dancing again. She reached behind her neck, and started fumbling with the knot where the halter was tied.
She wasn't going to undo it, was she? It took her a bit to fumble with the garment. But yes, she untied it, held the two ends up with her hands for a bit as she danced and teased the men. There was some mumbling and encouraging. Carol wasn't smiling, but wasn't looking as mortified as I'd seen her either. She just looked drunk, and resigned, but a little humiliated, too.
Carol dropped the two straps, and they fell off of her chest. Carol's big bare tits bobbled freely as the halter hung down her front. The men all moaned without being too loud in the late hours. Carol put her hands up in the air, and danced, getting her big tits to jiggle around.
I reached down, and rubbed my dick through my pants.
She stood up front and gave a show while the dozen or so men drank and watched her. She stared walking around again. She approached Rick, and rubbed her bare tits against his shoulder. He reached out and groped them, and my wife allowed the fondling. In fact, she reached in and kissed him. He returned the kiss, and Frenched her.
Then Carol moved over to Matt. Matt was twenty-four, but he looked like a kid, short and skinny, didn't even look liked he could shave, had a bad little-kid type of hair cut with short bangs, and had a head too big for his body. I didn't like him. He wasn't a bad employee, just a know-it-all, and arrogant. Now Matt was cupping both of my wife's naked tits and squeezing them, as he French kissed her.
Carol approached the little Jewish VP Mel sitting in a chair. She pressed her jugs into his face, glasses and all, and he sucked them and groped them. Then the big Polish maintenance man Stan, with his crew cut, high cheekbones, sunken eyes, and droopy eyelids, got to squeeze her melons and slide his tongue down her throat.
After everybody got a shot at my wife's tits, she strolled up front and got one more shot of booze from Jack. I was afraid she would pass out or get sick, which would have gotten her out of more forced sex, but it would have pissed off Jack. But it was Jack's party, he was the one serving her alcohol, and my drunken wife slowly swayed her hips. She put her left foot up on a chair, which allowed full view of her blue panty crotch.
Carol unzipped the side of her dress. She slid the garment down her hips and butt, bent over to push it down her thighs, which caused her tits to dangle down, and then let the dress fall off of her legs. The men once again moaned as Carol stood before them modeling her bright blue panties and matching garters, on both thighs as it turned out. The little triangle of shiny blue panty fabric was pulled tight over her pussy mound.
Carol started dancing again, and then turned around to let my co-workers see her naked butt cheeks in her thong. She shook the white globes to make them ripple, causing more moaning and approving comments.
As a fast song started playing, Carol started dancing faster. She moved through the crowd, shaking her tits and butt, bobbling her mature flesh at point blank range for my friends, foes, superiors, equals, and subordinates. I thought the suntan lotion show was erotic; this was perhaps the sexiest show I've ever seen my wife put on. And it wasn't for me.
Carol started playing with the side strings of her thong, lifting them up, and stretching them down and out. Then she started to roll the front triangle down, until a line of her brown pubic hair climbed out. She continued down, exposing her whole pussy. She danced while sliding it down her thighs, stopping when the garment was just above her knees, and leaving it there while she swayed her hips back and forth. Then she pushed the garment down her legs. She slipped up and showed her true intoxicated state when she lifted one leg to grab the panties and almost fell over. Carol recovered and spread her legs wide, bent her knees, and thrust her hips out.
While watching Carol dance wearing only her garters, thigh high hose, a gold necklace, dangling earrings, her wedding ring, and her stiletto shoes, I noticed that Carol's pubic hair was trimmed back away from her panty lines, and was shaved around her pussy lips. She still had an impressive landing strip above her lips. But I'd noticed earlier that while she had a full untouched bush when she'd fucked Jack in his office, she'd trimmed that back when she got naked for Jack and the other men at our house; and then she'd trimmed it even further back by the time we joined Jack on the out-of-town trip. Now she had manicured herself more, as if she was trying to look more alluring or stylish when she felt she might have to show her pussy to men other than myself.
Carol jiggled through the crowd again. This time through, it became a grope gauntlet, with men young and old reaching out and grabbing handfuls of tits, ass, and pussy. Carol thrust her body parts out to each man when they chose what they wanted, and let them have a jiggle, often more than one man at a time. Her inviting body movements suggested she was enjoying getting felt up; but her eyes told me she was quite humiliated with the hands all over her body.
Then Carol returned to the front of the room, asked Jack for another drink, and swallowed it down, shaking her head afterwards. Then she started dancing again. Now she danced her way over to my new boss Mike, who was sitting in an armless chair with his back to me, just below where I was watching.
I could see my wife's face as she came over, put her hands on her hips, and thrust her pussy in and out at Mike. She spread her legs around him and lowered herself down on his lap. Not Mike! She KNOWS I don't like him!
Mike reached up and grabbed her hips. Carol scooted forward on his lap, and wrapped her long bare thighs around my new boss. He slid his big meaty hands around her waist, and then lowered them down to her butt cheeks, and squeezed them. Carol thrust in and out, rubbing her pussy over his assuredly hard cock in his pants. She ran her hands down his chest and shoulders, and jiggled her tits in his face. Mike grabbed both of her tits and squeezed them.
Carol reached down and unbuckled Mike's belt and pawed open his button and fly. She yanked down on his pants until she could unearth Mike's cock. She thrust forward again and let the cock shaft slide along her pussy lips.
"Is it bigger than Neil's?" My boss loudly asked my wife.
Carol hesitated, and then admitted, "Yes." This got a chuckle from some others in the room.
Carol opened up her pussy lips with her fingers, and lowered the opening down onto Mike's dick head. She fell down onto him, taking the whole long thick dark cock into her pussy. After just a couple of strokes, and I could see that Mike's cock was slick, proof that Carol's pussy was very wet.
Mike burrowed his head into Carol's tits as he humped his cock up to her. Carol was doing her part, as I watched her bare ass thrust in and out on Mike's lap, taking his cock in deep and letting it slide nearly out again, her thighs spread wide around his big body.
I glanced around at the rest of the audience. Jack was leaning against a dresser, a drink in hand, his tie gone, grinning. Most of the others had drinks in one hand. Some of them were rubbing their own cocks through their pants. Some were smiling, some were slack-jawed gawking, and some were just engrossed.
Being alone in the dark, I opened my pants and stroked my own cock to the rhythm of my wife and boss.
Mike was biting Carol's nipples as he humped her. Carol was whimpering. "Hoo, Whoo, Hoo." Her eyes were closed. But then I noticed something else, something I hadn't seen in all of the recent times she'd been ravaged. She was smiling. Not a fake smile; it seemed like Carol's genuine bona-fide smile.
Carol wrapped her hands around Mike's head and caressed his hair, quite affectionately, I thought. Then she moved her lips down and kissed Mike. They made out while humping. "Mmmm," she moaned in his mouth.
Mike stopped kissing her and concentrated on humping. But it was Carol that was literally doing the grunt work. Her butt cheeks thrust in and out rapidly as she grunted and threw her head around. "HUMMMGGG HUGGGH HUNNNGG!"
Carol worked up to the point that I would've heard her easily through the walls if I didn't have my head up to the door crack. "Hoo, HUNNG, "OHHHH!"
Carol wrapped her arms tight around Mike, and dug her nails into his back. "OHHHH MIKKKKEEE!! OOOHHH!"
Carol shuddered and squirmed on my boss's lap, flailing around, before collapsing into his arms. As she panted through the final moments of her orgasm, she kissed Mike and held him tight. Several men watching put their drinks down and gave them a muffled round of applause.
Carol knew that Jack was going to want her to put on a show tonight. I thought she was going beyond the call of duty. Drunk or not, she sure seemed like she was truly enjoying fucking my asshole of a boss.
Carol staggered off of Mike, and poured herself another shot and drank it. She spotted Mike's new boss Chris, sitting in a cushioned chair with arms. It was just about the first time I'd ever seen the Ivy League hot shot without a cell phone to his ear. When he didn't reach out to grab her, she fell to her knees in front of him. She reached out, and began working on his belt buckle. Chris was too cool to help her out, and made her unbuckle his belt and unbutton and unzip his pants. Carol tugged them down off of his butt, until his semi-flaccid cock was exposed. Carol started stroking it. Chris just looked up at her without emotion, like she was handing him a file folder at work. Like this was just expected, like it was just another frat house stag party. Arrogant prick.
Once Chris' cock was hard, which was pretty quick despite his cool demeanor, Carol scooted up over Chris' lap. She grabbed both of her own breasts with her hands, lifted them, and wrapped them around Chris' cock. She held her melons together, thrust her chest out, and moved her torso up and down, tit fucking the new Vice President with her big jugs. She molded the tit flesh around the cock as Chris watched in silence. His dick head popped in and out of her cleavage.
Carol dropped her tits, readjusted, and lowered her lips down on Chris' cock. She was sucking off another member of upper management in my company.
Carol slurped up and down rapidly. She brought her head up, and I could see her licking Chris' dick head, like an ice cream cone. She licked up and down the shaft, and tongued his hairy balls. She's never been that ambitious with me. Then she went down, sucking up and down like a jackhammer. She looked like a pro.
It didn't take long for Chris to come. Carol choked once, but then started gulping; only letting a little bit of jism leak past her lips and onto Chris' shaft.
Carol stood up, and after a drink and a word with Jack, walked back to where Mel was sitting in a chair. Carol reached down and rubbed the little old man's dick through his trousers. When she was apparently satisfied that he was ready, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It looked big, but maybe that's just because he was such a little guy. Carol stroked it some more, and then knelt down and sucked it for a bit. Then she turned around, and sat on the old man's lap.



The big woman towered over Mel, but he didn't seem to mind the weight as she straddled him with her back to him. Carol reached for the hard cock and worked it up into her pussy. Mel reached around her and groped both of her tits, his little wrinkled hands nowhere near covering the big mounds. Carol humped up and down slowly. Mel looked through his bifocals around her body as she bounced up and down on his lap.
Mel tugged on Carol's fat nipples and tweaked them between his thumb and fingers, showing that the old Jew had some experience. Then he settled in, putting his hands on her hips and drawing her in. I could barely see the top of his head sticking up behind her shoulders. I never expected to see any of the things that Carol had done in recent weeks, but the last person I expected to see her having sex with was this little old man.
Carol's legs were spread wide, and I watched the red cock slide in and out of her pussy. Carol's eyes were closed, and she was smiling again, appearing to me to show sincere pleasure at humping the old guy. She was moaning pretty well, and both of them were humping pretty good.
I thought we were in for a long show this time. But when Mel reached around with his right hand and found Carol's clit above her slit and his cock, he rubbed the button rapidly, clearly finding her "spot." Carol squealed with delight. "Wheee! Oaaawwuuuu!" She shuddered and shook. Mel stopped fucking, apparently having cum himself, and Carol slowed her gyrations and rested on the old man's lap for a minute.
Carol was taking care of the senior upper level members of the company first; I didn't know if it was by design or not. But her next natural target was Vipal, whom I had watched clumsily and crudely grope her at the table earlier. The rumpled Vipal was sitting on the edge of the bed, slumped forward. When Carol approached him, he acted like he couldn't wait for her to reach him, and he reached out and grabbed her arm. He sat on the edge of the bed and groped her ass cheeks rapidly, while burying his face into her cleavage and rapidly licking and sucking her tits into his mouth. Carol was taken by surprised at first, but she placed her hand on his bald head and allowed him to have his way with her. He twirled her around so she was standing with her back to him, and he burrowed his head between her butt cheeks, nuzzling into her ass crack. Carol squealed, out of shock from the tongue goosing I think, letting out a "OoooWOOO!" This caused laughter from many of the witnesses.
"Nice rim job, Vipal," chuckled my employee Dan, as Vipal's tongue was visible licking into my wife's asshole.
Vipal sat up again and ran his right hand up her thigh and rubbed her pussy as rapidly as he could, just sawing away at her mound. Carol seemed to react to the rough treatment positively. The chubby Indian worked his middle finger into her, and finger fucked her hard, as Carol spread her legs and bent her knees to keep standing.
Vipal then pushed her down onto the bed on her back, and stood between her legs. He frantically worked at his own belt and pants and underwear, until his dark cock, surrounded by a whole lot of black pubic hair, was out. Finally, I saw a cock that was definitely smaller than mine. Vipal climbed onto the bed, and stabbed his cock at my wife's pussy. He fell on top of her, and humped her a million miles an hour.
As crude as I thought Vipal's methods were, they seemed to be working on Carol, who apparently liked it rough and rapid, even if the cock was undersized. Vipal's big brown hairy butt humped up and down into Carol's pussy as she wrapped her white thighs around his dark torso. It was Carol who started thrashing around the bed, which was still occupied by my other co-workers. They made room for her, and Carol squealed as the fat dark man smothered her big body and fucked her like it was a footrace. She shouted her way through another orgasm, which was good because Vipal came within a minute, pulled out of her, pulled up his pants, and got up and poured himself a fresh drink without another glance at Carol.
Carol sat up on the bed, next to my co-worker Dave, who I thought was my best friend in the company. Carol scooted up right next to Dave, and kissed him a few times, and rubbed his crotch, as he played with her tits and fingered her pussy. Dave undid his pants and pulled them down his leg, kicking them off. Carol stood up, pushed Dave back onto the bed with his legs dangling off, and climbed on Dave's lap. His legs were still on the floor, and so were Carol's as she straddled him, with her back to him, and worked his cock into her pussy. She started to thrust up and down with her knees, humping him from on top, supplying all of the power herself. With each thrust she bounced up high, and her tits flew up rapidly, flattening out and almost slapping her chin, before they came crashing down almost to her navel. The bed and all if its occupants bounced up and down rapidly like a motorboat had made a close pass. All Dave could do is lay back, grab her hips, and hang on and enjoy the ride. The sight caused a few of my co-workers to giggle and laugh at the crude but dirty sight. Carol's head was back, her hair flying all over, almost as much as her tits. With each crash down on Dave's lap, I could hear their flesh slap together loudly.
I'd been playing with my cock this whole time that I was peeking in the next room at my wife and co-workers. I didn't try, but suddenly and without warning, I started to cum. There was nothing to do, other than squirt jizm all over the adjoining door.
I took a moment to rest. My feet and back were sore, I had a headache, my eyes were tired, and I had cum all over my right hand. I climbed down off my chair in the dark. I washed my hands, got a drink of water, rested on the bed, and closed my eyes. I could hear Carol rhythmically grunting in the next room, among other noises such as the bed shaking.
When I returned to the crack a few minutes later, several of the older men were gone. Vipal, Mel, Chris, and Dave had left. These were likely the guys that had their own rooms in the hotel and wives to return to. I found Carol, leaning over the credenza, getting fucked from behind by my co-worker Gary. He was a tall guy, and Carol had to lift one leg up to give him access. Gary slapped into her bare rippling butt, and was reaching around her torso to squeeze her shaking tits.
When Gary finished fucking my wife, he also left the room.
Whether by design or co-incidence, and I think the former, Carol had fucked all the married older married men, mostly the company officers. That still left Carol naked in the room with a half-dozen men, including Jack. I wondered if she'd quit now.
Carol was recuperating on the bed as Jack brought her another drink. She knocked it back, but this time she spilled some down her chin. She was sloppy drunk.
I saw Jack's son Brad stand up, and stand before Carol on the bed. He grabbed her arm, and pulled her off the bed, and she fell to the floor. The little twerp quickly dropped his pants and boxers. He grabbed Carol by the hair, and pulled her head to his cock, as he sat back on the edge of the bed. Carol leaned forward and opened her mouth to take in the young cock. But she wasn't fast enough for the little jerk, and he grabbed the back of her head with both hands, and yanked her head into his crotch.
Carol started sucking the little teen's cock, which I had to admit was fairly long. "C'mon, suck me good!" He pulled her to him over and over, fucking my wife's face at full speed. Carol tried to keep pace, but choked a couple of times when the dick head went in too far. The arrogant kid had a little smirk on his face, his eyes half open. Still drawing her head in with his right hand, he reached down with his left hand and found her right tit. He squeezed it roughly and rapidly while holding her head onto his cock.
"MmmPHHH!" Carol moaned through the cock. "Guck Guck Chucckkk!" She choked.
I grabbed my hard cock again, and jerked off while keeping my eyeballs at the crack in the door.
Just as quick as it had started, Brad pushed her head away from him. He grabbed her arms and pulled her up, and as soon as she was standing he ordered, "Get on the bed!" Carol climbed on the bed as ordered, and the little teen jerk kept her up on her knees, with her butt up in the air. With his long dick sticking straight out from his skinny little body, he got behind her, and aimed his cock at her bottom.
It wasn't her pussy he was aiming at. He spit on her asshole, and then began working his saliva covered cock into her puckered asshole. Hunched over Carol's torso like a cockroach, he worked his pud into her butt, as Carol squealed. It didn't take him long to slide it in her, and once his dick got in deep, he fucked her asshole pretty rapidly. Carol's head was mashed down on the bead turned sideways towards me, and I could see the expression on her face, which I viewed as a combination of pain and humiliation.
"C'mon," spat Jack's son. "Take it!" This kid was literally half my wife's age, and he was treating her like crap. So many men had taken liberties with my wife, but this arrogant little rich kid, who inherited whatever power and position he had, seemed the one who felt most entitled of getting pleasured by his dad's employee's wife. It was the first time I thought about busting into the room and stopping things.
But Carol's expression turned back to pure lust, with a wanton pucker appearing on her lips. "Whoo, Whoooaaa!" She purred.
"Yeah, you love it, don't you, honey?" The arrogant punk grunted.
"Yes, YES!" Grunted Carol, with just a little smile. She seemed like she actually meant it. "Ohhh, YEAH! UNNNGGG!"
Carol started grunting in a rhythmic pattern as the teen slammed into her bottom. "UNNGG! HUNNGG! HUMMMG!"
Carol started thrashing her arms, and moving her head back and forth. The bed bounced as she got pounded. "UNNGG! HUNNGG! HUMMMG!"
Brad spanked her butt, several times, pretty hard. I could hear the slaps echo through the room. "UNNGG! HUNNGG! HUMMMG!"
Carol twisted her torso, her tits pressed into the bed, her big butt up to meet the little body perched on top of her. Her butt twisted, and Brad looked like he almost got bucked off. He spanked her hard again, and thrust faster. "UNNGG! HUNNGG! HUMMMG!"
"OHHEEEE! Cried Carol, and she shuddered and shook on the bed. Just as she started to slow her shaking, Brad apparently came, as he slowly pulled out of her butthole, dripping jizm onto her ass crack and back. He fell off of her, and gave her one last spank, saying, "Okay, I'm done. What's your name again?"
Carol took no longer to recover from Brad's ravaging than any of the others, and she climbed to her feet. This time Brian, the mailroom kid who was leaning back against the credenza where the booze was, poured Carol a mixed drink, and she drank it a little slower. While she drank, she reached out with her left hand, and played with Brian's cock through his pants. Leaning on the credenza right next to Brian was my employee Dan. Carol put down her drink, stood facing the two young single men, and rubbed both of their crotches.
Both young men quickly dropped their pants to their ankles and exposed their hard cocks. Carol grabbed both of them, Dan's cock with her left hand and Brian's cock with her right hand. Her arms were at her sides, her filled fists turned inward. As she stroked them, each lad felt one of her tits. Both of them reached up with two hands, as it took two hands to cover each one of Carol's big tits. So Carol now had four young hands squeezing her tits.
Dan reached down and rubbed her pussy with his left hand while still feeling her left tit with his right hand. Carol spread her legs wider to invite him in. Brian kept his right hand on her right tit, and slid his left hand around to her butt, and squeezed her right butt cheek. With the boys leaning back on the credenza, Carol had her back to everybody else in the room, as well as me. My wife's knees were bent and her legs were spread wide. Her butt cheeks rippled with the groping they were taking, and the sides of her bobbling breasts were visible, or at least her right one was to me. She was still wearing her thigh high hose, as well as her jewelry. Both of her nylons had long runs in them.
Carol released the boys, and laid back on the desk behind her near the back of the room. She laid her back on the wood top, with her legs dangling off and parted wide, and motioned with her index fingers for the boys to come over. Brian rushed over and stood between her legs, and started to work his cock into her pink pussy. Carol spread her legs wide, and wrapped her legs around his body, locking her ankles, as Brian started to thrust in and out.
Carol's breasts were sitting high on her chest, and bobbling around as her torso moved. Dan stood to her side, and started feeling her tits. Carol reached over and stroked his cock a few times. Then she turned her head, and took his cock into his mouth. She was now fucking the new low level kid in the mail room, and sucking the cock of one of my young employees. At least these guys were fairly attractive, not complete dorks, not old men, not middle aged men. They were more like what an older "cougar" would want in a young boy toy. That didn't make me feel much better about them fucking my wife.
I felt myself coming again, and made a quick decision to just cum, and let fly at the adjoining door once again. When I was done pulsating, I climbed down. I cleaned up, and lied down in the bed. The illuminated clock said that it was about Two Fifteen AM. I closed my eyes. I didn't mean to, but I drifted into sleep.
I woke up to the sounds in the next room. It was Carol's voice. But she was not grunting, or screaming, or crying. She was laughing. Laughing loud.
I looked at the clock. Three-ten AM. I'd been asleep for nearly an hour. I oriented myself, and crept over to the chair at the door, and climbed up and peered through the crack.
Carol was leaning against the credenza. She was till naked, the difference being that now her hose were gone, leaving only her jewelry on. She was surrounded by male bodies. I made out Stan, the big Polish maintenance man, completely naked, his big muscular chest being rubbed by Carol, and Stan's big hand on her pussy, finger fucking her, reaching low and wiggling around. And then there was Vance from Human Resources. Was he there before? Maybe he just managed to sneak away from his wife and make it down late. Either way, his hand was behind Carol, and when she writhed and twisted, I saw that Vance had his finger in Carol's asshole, and was diddling her ass the same way that Stan was diddling her pussy.
It appeared that Carol's laughing and giggling was caused by the two fingers in her holes. Or maybe it was when she lifted both of her big tits, lowered her chin, and licked her own nipples and caused the men to chuckle at the sight. Or it was quite likely that her drunken state had something to do with it. Carol appeared to be quite drunk; still upright, but unsteady. Her eyes were glassy, and she was smiling and laughing a lot. Whatever the various causes, instead of a depressed dejected sex slave, my wife gave all appearances of having the time of her life.
Maybe she just cracked; simply flipped out and broke.
While I tried to digest Carol's change in attitude, I watched her jerking off my Human Resources director Vance, as well as my company maintenance man Stan, with his crew cut, sunken eyes and his thick deep Polish accent. I suddenly recalled the time a year or so ago, when Stan came to my desk to change a light bulb. I walked away to give him some room to work, but when I returned I caught him holding the photo on my desk of Carol. It made me think that he'd likely admired my wife before tonight. I wondered if any of these other guys had admired out my wife's photo.
Vance and Stan felt Carol's tits with their hands that weren't fingering her bottom, and took turns making out with the drunken woman. Carol continued to giggle, and squeal when some finger in her pleasured her. Then she was giggling over the way they were fondling her tits. They weren't doing anything with her tits that a number of other guys had. It just seemed to be making her happier now.
There were still a few other men in the room, sitting on the bed or in chairs, drinking, and watching. What they were watching now was my wife getting on her knees to take Stan's big uncircumcised cock in her mouth. She reached up with one hand and fondled his hanging balls. Vance in the meantime was keeling behind her, and inserting his cock into her pussy. Carol stopped giggling as she got down to business and fucked and sucked.
When Stan came, Carol accidentally pulled back, and got hit in the face with several spurts of jizm. Vance came in her pussy, but also wiped his cock off on my wife's butt.
Carol was just able to climb to her feet when she was approached by Matt, my suckup little employee with the little body and the big head. He was about five inches shorter than her, and she outweighed him by a fair amount too. But with that smug little smile and demeanor of his, he started talking to her while putting his hands around her. Whatever he said to her, she leaned down and started making out with him. Matt meticulously roamed his hands over her body. He started with her breasts, fondling them, quite softly, a different approach than any of the men had taken so far tonight. He worked his hands around to her areolas, and then her nipples, slowly but softly flitting then and rolling them with his fingers and thumbs. Carol reacted by cooing while she French kissed him.
Matt kissed her neck, which caused more cooing and giggling. Then he worked his mouth down to her breasts. He kissed the tops of each, and then worked into her cleavage, kissing and licking as he continued fondling them with his palms. He moved his lips around her big expansive breasts, starting on the outside and working in. He eventually landed on her nipples. He flitted them with his tongue, and then sucked them into his open mouth. Smug as always, but he was doing it right, according to Carol's reactions. He was the first guy to "romance" my wife instead of just taking her.
Matt's right hand slid around Carol's butt, caressed each cheek with his small hand, and then he slid his finger lightly up and down her long butt crack, not pressing in but just tickling the outside with his middle finger. It was enough to make her shudder and moan and giggle.
Matt dropped to his knees, kissed Carol's right thigh just above the knee, and kissed up her inner thigh as Carol spread her legs and bent her knees. Young Mr. Smug licked along her bikini line, until I could tell my wife was nearly ready to beg him to slide into her pussy. He leisurely licked along her labia, before finally sliding his tongue deep into her pussy. He burrowed deep, shaking his head back and forth as Carol squealed loudly, and then giggled.
Matt stood up, took my entranced wife by the hand, and led her to the bed. He laid her down on her back and carefully slid between her legs. Still with that smug look on his face, he worked his sizable cock into her open pussy, and lay down on top of her. He looked like a little kid on my big-bodied full-grown wife, even though he was twenty-four. Carol threw her arms around him, and thrust up to meet his rhythmic humping. His little smooth butt moved up and down as Carol's big thighs engulfed him. He moved his hips to the left a few pumps, then to the right for a few pumps, and then right down the middle, very slowly.
Carol had been cruder with her sex sounds tonight, but these "Ohhhhs's" and "Ooooooooh's" were as passionate as she'd sounded. The smug little kiss ass Matt had only been employed in my office less than a year, yet in his smug kiss ass way he'd let it be known that he thought he knew how to do everything better than me, his boss. At the moment he was fucking my wife, and as much as I tried not to admit it, he was showing that he knew exactly how to do it.



Matt methodically pumped faster, and deeper. Carol moaned louder, moving her head back and forth, her eyes closed, her mouth open. She writhed under him, moving her long fingers around his slender shoulders and back. "Oooohhhh." "Ohhh, Matt! "Ohh, Matt!"
Matt pumped faster, and harder. But unlike some of my wife's other "lovers" tonight, he was too little to really bounce her around. All of her movements were due to her own writhing and thrusting and digging in. Carol was starting to twist her torso back and forth, and Matt's little body got thrown around, but he managed to dig in and stay inside her and on top of her. "OOOOHHHHHH!" moaned Carol. "OOHHH GOD!"
Carol shuddered and gyrated, and dug her fingernails into Matt's back until I could see the scratches on him from the other side of the room. "OOHHHHHH!" "OHHHHH!" Carol slowed down, and Matt stopped pumping, apparently having cum. But he stayed inside her, resting in her while Carol continuing shuddering through her long orgasm.
When Carol recovered and downed another drink, she looked around the room, and found Jason. Jason sat shyly in a chair behind the desk in a corner. Jason was another one of my young employees, perhaps twenty-five or twenty-six now. Jason was a nerd from all appearances. He had dark greasy hair and a big nose, too much acne, was not much taller than Matt or Brad, and even skinnier. His general demeanor was effeminate, the way he crossed his legs and held his wrists and looked slightly sideways at people, and even had a bit of a lisp. Frankly, I always thought that Jason was gay.
But now my wife was approaching the young lad in the corner. She took him by the hand, and led him to the bed. She may have led the way, but he didn't seem reluctant. Carol stood above him, put her arms around his frail frame, and planted her lips on his. Jason kissed back, even French kissed her, although it was sloppy and wet, even a little dribbly.
Carol took Jason's hands, and placed them on her bare breasts. Jason seemed to fondle them quite eagerly, his slender hands squeezing the soft heavy globes. Carol ran her hands down Jason's slender frame to his bony little butt, and squeezed his butt cheeks through his slacks. Then she moved her right hand around the front and rubbed his crotch through his pants. Even from my vantage point I could see Jason's pants tenting from his hardon. Clearly he wasn't repulsed by having a sexual encounter with an attractive woman.
Jason quickly dropped his pants and boxers, and threw them on the bed, followed by his shirt. In only his socks, his pale bony pimply frame on display, he hugged her while he laid her back onto the bed. I could tell by Carol's expression she was caught off guard by the slow motion way he was moving.
Jason climbed onto the bed, and climbed onto Carol's torso. He straddled her chest, laid his long hairy cock between her tits. He held Carol's tits together, and fucked them. Not rapidly, but very, very slowly. Then he circled her nipples with his index finger, causing Carol to shiver.
If Jason wasn't gay, I'd had another thought about him. Those little sideways glances of his were a little, um, creepy. It had occurred to me that he was perhaps a little weird. A creep. But he was smart and a good employee, so I didn't give it much more thought. But watching the creepy look in his eyes as he controlled my wife in more of an oddball way than her previous abusers had, he did seem... creepy.
Creepy like the neighbor you'd most expect to find peeping at your wife or sneaking in your house and watching her sleep. Or spiking a girl's drink. Or making obscene phone calls. Or acting like a stalker. The kind that keeps coming back. That kind of creepy.
Whatever else he was, he was now posing my naked wife on her side, spooning her from behind, lifting her right knee up, and sliding his cock into her pussy while scissoring her from behind, and reaching around and tickling her sideways tits. The skinny homely effeminate young man was another of the least likely of men that I would have thought I'd have to worry about having sex with my wife.
Jason knelt on the bed, and made Carol lick his butt. Carol made disgusting faces as she rimmed the young man's pimply butt, licking his asshole while he looked back at her with his creepy look. He turned around, and made her lick his hairy balls; not the first man to do this to her recently, but he seem to take more pleasure in sucking his sack and lick his piss hole.
In his way, Jason seemed more of a future threat to my wife than most of the others. It was way too late at night for me to think about. All I knew was it was unnerving watching the "creepy" young kid do weird things to my wife.
But despite all the strange things he made Carol do, when he finally got down to business, making Carol get on top and straddle his skinny frame with her big body, she got back to her moans and grunting. Jason lifted his head up to the taller woman's big udders hanging right in his face, and sucked them and squeezed them, fucking up into her as she thrust her big butt in and out.
Carol moaned and squealed as she slapped into the skinny young man. She grunted through yet another orgasm, just before the pale kid came in her pussy.
Having been individually taken by every male that showed up to Jack's little get together, except for Jack himself, I watched deep into the early morning hours as they began to take her in groups, of two and more. First up was the father-son duo of Jack and his son Brad, who doubled up on her, Jack standing at the end of the bed and fucking her with her legs up on his shoulders while his son sat on her face and forced her to suck his cock. After that, it became a free-for-all, with the eight or so men that remained climbing on the bed as Carol fucked, sucked, and stroked them in all of her holes, and using all of her extremities.
The giggling and smiling stopped. Carol's expression was generally one of repulsion when she was forced to suck or wrap her tits around a cock. Maybe she was coming down off the alcohol, or maybe she just has so many orgasms that she was numb to the forced sex.
I took a little break, and then took one last look in through the crack. Carol was on the bed, but there were so many bodies around her and on her that I could barely see her. Jack was under her on his back, fucking up into her asshole. His son Brad was over her, fucking her pussy. Matt was kneeling by Linda's head, and his cock was stuffed into her mouth. Linda's hands were out to her sides, and Stan's cock was in her left hand, and Vince's cock was in her right hand. Dan and Brian were also kneeling nearby with their cocks out, and Carol alternately released a cock in her hand or mouth and replaced them with Dan's or Brian's. Jason was at the edge of her bed, rubbing his cock along the sole of Carol's foot.
Eight cocks, if I counted correctly, all abusing my wife on the same bed at the same time. A combination of old men and young men, the one thing they all have in common is that I have to face them nearly every day. And, they have all now fucked my naked wife. The bed was moving. Carol's body was moving. I stopped looking.
I moved the chair, and fell asleep.
At five-thirty, I heard a knock on the outer room door. Looking out the peephole, I saw Carol standing in the hallway, naked. I let her in. Her body was covered in cum. It was in her hair, on her face, on her tits, all over her thighs, her back, her butt, her feet. I let her in the room and closed the door. Her expression was a complete blank. She just stood there, like she was in shock.
And then I threw her on the bed. I straddled her chest, and I fucked her tits, mashing them and kneading them. Then I rolled her onto her stomach, and fucked her asshole for the first time in my life. She didn't object, almost like she knew she needed to be punished. She actually started getting aroused, and moved for me in ways she never did before while I fucked her.
After we both came, we lied in bed as dawn broke.
"Is Jack done with you for the weekend?" I asked.
"Yes. He said he'd sign all of the papers on Monday, and Kyle would get his operation."
"So, that's it. He's got nothing more over us. I still have to work for him, and have to face all of those people every day. But he can't touch you."
"There's one other thing," said Carol.
"What?"
"He offered me a job. Actually, he insisted I take it. It's part time, but it's in my field, and the pay is good. He said he knew I'd need flexible hours when Kyle has his surgery. We desperately need the money."
"I don't know if I want you in that office ever again. I don't know that you ever want to see any of those people ever again. I don't think you should accept it."
"Well, I signed a paper."
"What paper?"
"A Non-Compete Agreement. For three years. If I leave your company, I can't work in my field for at least three years. So I guess I'm stuck working there for a long time."
THE END
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AUTHOR'S NOTE: This story and all characters are fiction. All characters are over eighteen.
I felt like such a pervert, scurrying from room to room, peeking out of the blinds. Hell, I AM a pervert, for spying on a bunch of women old enough to be my mom. With my parents gone this Saturday morning, and several of the neighborhood MILFs out in their respective yards, it was the perfect opportunity to check them out. It's kind of funny that I've grown up in the same neighborhood as these women, and it wasn't until I turned eighteen that I started to notice that there are some attractive mature women right outside my window.
But the binoculars that I was using to peek under the blinds made them even closer. Normally I wouldn't be anywhere near awake at 7:00 AM, but when I heard Linda out next door taking her dog out, I had to look out. I was rewarded with the sight of the tall busty brunette mother of three just beyond the property line in back, wearing only her sleepwear. She had on short tight grey cotton shorts topping her long bare legs, and a white t-shirt. Once she stated moving around with her leashed dog, the bobbling breasts announced that she wasn't wearing a bra. Holy Shit! I thought she looked busty IN a bra, but out of one she looked just as stacked. I detected perhaps just a bit of a slope to her tits – I wouldn't even call it a sag. But hell, she was so tall, and her tits were so big, that was to be expected on a mature woman, I guess. I could spot the bumps where her nipples protruded nearly straight out.
I wonder how Linda would feel if she knew I was up here, peeking at her through the blinds, with my hard cock in my hand, watching the way her braless tits swayed. SHE'D probably think I was a sick little pervert, too. I quickly grabbed my digital camera, and zoomed it in as far as it would go. I fumbled with a test shot in the hallway, to make sure that the flash was definitely turned off, and then returned to my room and managed to click a couple of quick shots of Linda.
Once Linda went back inside, I fell back to sleep. I was woken up at 10:00 AM by the sound of a lawn mower. I looked outside, and Kathy, the mom on the other side of my house, was pushing her mower. In a SKIRT! How odd. But how sexy! I've seen Kathy in slacks and shorts, but she seemed to prefer skirts most of the time, even when lounging around her own home and yard. So, the skirt looked sexy as she walked through the yard behind the mower, her shoulder-length blonde hair hanging down, her bare tanned legs looking hot, her top showing just a bit of cleavage of her medium-sized tits as she leaned forward. I couldn't tell what kind of top she had on. It almost looked like a bathing suit. Damn, Kathy, drop the skirt and parade around in your bathing suit for me!
I'll never forget the evening that I was out in my back yard, and I saw the lights on in Kathy's bathroom. She was showering, and through the translucent glass I could detect the flesh-colored outline of her naked body, as she washed her blonde hair and soaped herself. Damn, if only that glass had been clear! Kathy was the friendliest of the local women with me, sometimes carrying on long conversations when I'd be out in the yard. Actually, she did all the talking, as I didn't know what to say to any of these women. But she was a friendly woman.
I clicked a couple of photos of Kathy mowing, and then ran to find the binoculars, and got some better looks of her with that. The binoculars shook when I stroked my cock, so I had to let go of my hardon and hold the binoculars with two hands.
By the time Kathy finished her yard, I was wide awake, but I didn't get dressed. I alternately peeked out the windows on all sides of the house, hoping for any of the ladies to appear, while alternately lying on my bed and stroking myself imagining Linda or Kathy, or both, seducing me and fucking me. I undressed them in my mind and played with every part of their naked bodies while they smiled and pleasured me in any way I wanted.
It was 11:15 AM when Valerie came out of her yard. Her back yard butted up to our back yard, so she was a little further away. Valerie was another blonde, but she had a little more flesh on her bones than Kathy. But she was just about as busty as Linda, and just about as pretty as both of them. Her choice of backyard clothes today was some cutoff denim shorts that were a little tight over her larger butt, and equally as tight over her pussy mound. The binoculars revealed that she had a seam getting sucked right into her pussy slit, or so it appeared to me. Her legs weren't great, but it wasn't her legs that I was focusing the binoculars on. It was the tight white t-shirt over her large tits, that showed off every line of her big white seamless bra cups.
Val started pulling weeds in her plant beds. She started with her back to me, as I snapped some pictures of her big denim-covered ass as she bent over. Several times the bottoms of her white panties came into view under her shorts as she bent at the waist. But the best view was when she bent over facing me, providing me a look into her top, and a sizable amount of her cleavage spilling out over her bra.
I recalled the night that I noticed a light on in Val's bedroom. Her bedroom is a fairly far distance from my windows. But I could still clearly see her pulling off her top, and then wiggling out of her slacks, and got a look of her in just her white bra and panties. It was a distant look, and she walked into her bathroom from there, but it made Val a favorite jack-off object for quite a while after that. There were repeat performances, and I was able to see her a number of times in her underwear. And just once, she unhooked her bra and took it off, but she had her back to the window, and all I caught was a glimpse of the side of her right tit from behind, nowhere close to a complete tit sighting.
It was about twelve-thirty when Gail appeared in her back yard. Hers was the house next to Val's, to my left. Gail looked like she worked out a lot. She had straight dark-brown shoulder-length hair, a petite slender frame, small tits, a great ass for an older woman, and muscular calves and thighs. I think I could crack an egg on those thighs. I've seen her running in her black spandex shorts before. What an ass!
Today, she was wearing a one-piece lime green bathing suit. I wish it were a bikini, but I'll take what I can get from an older woman. She set up a lounge chair, and then I watched her rubbing suntan lotion all over her legs, shoulders, and face, getting a few pictures of her as she spread her legs, bent over, arched her back, and other nice poses. What a hottie mom!
I stared at her ass through the binoculars as she laid on her stomach. The bathing suit fabric was stretched tight over her ass, displaying her two irresistible half-globes. When she turned over, I could see only the slightest protrusion of her tummy. For the most part she had a pretty flat stomach for an older babe, and the suit was pulled tight over her protruding pussy mound. While adjusting her towel, she managed to lean over. Her tits were so small that I could see inside the loose top of her suit, to the non-tanned part of her tits, nearly to her nipple. Damn, I'm sure if I were standing right there next to her, I could see her whole tit and nipple!
Before I even stopped to jerk off to climax, I connected my camera to my computer, and transferred the cheesecake shots of the four neighborhood women to my computer. One by one, I pulled them up in my photo editing software, studied them, and edited them. Often with one hand on the computer and one hand on my cock under my pajamas, I cropped and enlarged them, adjusted the brightness and contrast, and otherwise did my best to turn the distant shots into photos that would best display the women's sexy figures for the sole purpose of my future personal jack off sessions. All four of these women were married and had children. I wondered what their husbands would think if they knew I'd taken these pictures of their wives, and what I was planning to use them for.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
By mid afternoon, while still snooping and photo editing, I noticed a number of cars out front, mostly in front of Kathy's house and in her driveway. There were also some balloons tied to the lamp post. Kathy was throwing an afternoon party. Why? Eventually I remembered that Kathy's daughter Jenny was getting married. Perhaps this was a bridal shower or something. Jenny was quite a few years older than me and didn't live next door, so I didn't know her well.
It was around 6:00 PM, as I was finishing up with the photos, when I noticed that the party next door appeared to be winding down. There were few cars left out front. While I watched out the window for activity, the phone rang. It was my mom.
"Oh, Kyle, I'm glad that you're home. I JUST remembered that today was Jenny's wedding shower. I have a present all wrapped on the dining room table. Can you take it over there?"
"Aw, Mom, you want me to go to a bridal shower?"
"Just drop off the present, Kyle."
"I think it's too late, Mom. There's hardly any cars left out front. Why don't you just take it over when you get home tonight?"
"We won't be home until at least midnight, Kyle. Just take the present over there. Promise?"
"Oh, okay, Mom."
I had mixed emotions. Being a shy kid, I didn't want to walk in on a bridal shower. But then I wouldn't mind visiting Kathy in her home, if she were the only one left. I had to deliver the gift, but not before I got cleaned up. I hurriedly showered and dressed, brushed my teeth and gargled a half-gallon of mouthwash, and made myself look as good as I could for a possible visit with the mature mom next door. I threw on a short-sleeved t-shirt with three buttons at the top, and some clean white Docker shorts.
I walked the present next door. The storm door was closed, but the main door was open, and I could see inside the foyer. I inhaled, and rang the bell. Kathy walked toward me from down the hall, approached the door, and opened it.
"Oh, hi, Kyle!" The blonde said in her low voice that reminded me of Lauren Bacall. She was wearing a white scooping top, and a white denim skirt that was hemmed at about mid-thigh. "Come in!"
I stayed outside, and mumbled, "My, uh, my mom asked me to drop this off." I held out the wrapped box.
Kathy didn't take it. She continued holding open the door for me. "C'mon in. Most of the girls have left. There's just a couple of us finishing off the wine."
Her breath definitely smelled like wine. And she had a bit of a glazed look in her eyes and a smile on her face that told me that she'd been drinking quite a bit this afternoon. "That's okay," I stammered, although I really wanted to go inside with her, and see who else was there.
"No, come in, there's plenty left to eat and drink." Finally I walked through the door, my right shoulder brushing Kathy's left tit as I slid by her. I probably blushed, but she still had that smile on her face. I held the package under my left arm, and Kathy grabbed my right arm with both of her hands, and escorted me down the hall, to the family room. When I turned the corner, I spotted three other women. They were Val, Gail, and Linda. I was now in the same room with four older women whom I'd been secretly watching all day.
"Kyle!" squealed Val, like I was a long lost relative or something, not just a kid from the block.
"Oh, hi, Kyle," said Gail.
"Hi, Kyle," echoed Linda, my other next-door neighbor. The three women were sitting on a couch and chairs, and all were holding wine glasses. There were multiple bottles of wine on the kitchen counter to my right. My first reaction was relief, that none of them acted like they'd detected me watching and photographing them. They actually seemed glad to see me, which was better than being pissed, and even better than being indifferent to my presence.
Kathy led me right into the family room, still holding my arm with both hands. She was also pressing her left tit into my shoulder.
Then Valerie said, "Sit down, Kyle," and patted the middle seat of the couch.
"Oh, no, I was just dropping off a present from my mom," I mumbled.
"Oh, c'mon, tell us what you're up to," replied Valerie. Gail and Linda issued similar friendly commands.
Kathy somewhat reluctantly let go of my arm, and I sat down on the couch, with Valerie to my left, and Gail to my right. Linda was sitting in a chair to my left.
"So, what have you been doing this summer?" Asked Kathy, who sat down on the coffee table right in front of me.
While the four neighborhood moms grilled me on my life, I absentmindedly looked around at them. Valerie quickly turned towards me and pressed her right thigh against my left thigh. And as I spoke I realized that she also had this distant glaze and pleasant smirk on her face, like she'd also had a bit to drink. She was wearing capris, Cargo Pants I think they are called, covering her knees but leaving her calves bare. On her upper half she wore a white thin sweater cropped tight around her neck, but was sleeveless. It was very tight, and accented her large breasts that were penned in by what I could tell was a white bra. She was looking quite busty. And as I spoke, she pressed her right breast into my left shoulder. It was quite distracting.
To my right, Gail's left knee was touching my right knee. She was wearing dark blue leggings, or some fabric like that that a lot of the girls wear, but few of the moms. I know it's a real tight clingy garment usually, and I guess that Gail has the rear end for that. In fact her firm thighs looked good in it. And she wore a white short sleeved top that scooped down real deep, and the way she leaned forward toward me, it fell so low that from my vantage point next to her I could see the top of her white bra as the shirt gapped away from her.
Across from me to my left, Linda looked quite elegant in a long summer dress that was basically black but covered in flowers. It covered her long legs, unfortunately. But it did scoop down in front, and as she leaned forward towards me, she was also exposing some cleavage, and she had a lot more cleavage than Gail.
Kathy sat on the coffee table, her bare knees two feet from mine. Her denim skirt had ridden up, a good two-thirds of the way up her thighs, and I peered down at her bare legs. Just a little extra meat on her thigh, but I thought they looked sexy, as did her calves. Her knees were parted a few inches, and I instinctively wondered if I might get a glimpse of panty.
I was talking boring sports and school stuff, but Val, with her drunken eyes and wine breath, leaned in like I was The World's Most Interesting Man, while rubbing her thigh against mine. When I was looking away at Kathy, Val placed her right hand on my left thigh. Woah!
Gail didn't have very big tits. In fact they were tiny, but she was shrugging her shoulders, which caused her stiff bra to fall open, and with a little glance I could almost see her tit. I didn't want to be caught by the others, but I couldn't help taking quick little glimpses in her top, into her bra. She didn't have to lean forward much. Her bra left a gap so her little titties fell away from her bra, and I could see where her tan line ended and pure white flesh began, down almost to the point where her conical breast sloped into her areolas.
I was torn between leaning forward to see Gail's tit, and slumping back to try to get a panty upskirt from Kathy, whose knees had parted further. She still had that drunken smirk on her face and sipped wine while smiling at me.
Tit flesh won out over panties, and when Gail put her wine glass on the end table and turned back to me, I went for it and peered down into her top. For my risk taking I was rewarded with the clear view of her right nipple. It was eraser sized and surrounded by just a bit of brown areola. Her whole tit was barely a mouthful, but I got tied up in my words while gawking at the first real female nipple I've ever seen, and on an adult woman no less, a pretty one who I was peeping at and taking secret photos of earlier today.
I realized that I had a hardon, but I didn't dare look down to see if it was obvious because I didn't want to draw attention to it.
Valerie put her right arm around me behind the couch, and pressed her big tit into me even more firmly. She now placed her left hand on my thigh about halfway up, and rubbed her tit back and forth against me. I could feel the breast give beneath her bra, which did not seem to have much padding.
I just realized that Linda's long skirt had a slit, and when she crossed her legs the garment had fallen off of her right leg, leaving most of her thigh and calf exposed. There was one of those long bare legs that I had so often imagined wrapped around my head.
Kathy had let her legs spread wider, and she shifted her butt on the table and raised her left knee higher than her right, which caused an even wider gap, and more exposed thigh flesh. And now there they were, in clear daylight, her panties. Silk and shiny. And lavender. Her hands were on the hem of her dress, and seemed to be pulling up on the hems with her palms. With her chest out, it looked like she was posing for me. I could even see the bulge of her pussy mound as the silky panties clung to it.
Gail placed her left hand on my right thigh, so now I had two women with their hands on my legs. And Val's hand was riding up further. Val had the advantage, because I could feel my cock hanging left down my pants leg under my boxers. Val's hand couldn't have been too far from my dick head. But she wouldn't touch it, I'm sure.
When my mind got too distracted to make small talk, Kathy started gabbing about the party and who had been there. Soon the women got distracted with gossip about some of Kathy's daughters' friends that I didn't know.
And then Valerie's fingers grazed my dick head. I almost jumped. Her mouth was inches from my cheek, and her tit was sliding along my upper arm. I hoped that nobody else noticed. But Kathy seemed to be looking down between my legs. Val didn't back off, and in fact she slid her fingers along my hard shaft. Linda didn't notice at first, but when she did she had a different reaction than Kathy. Linda's mouth opened, and I thought she might gasp and bust me. But she kept her mouth shut, trying to look away but occasionally glancing down.
Kathy, who wasn't getting as much action, suddenly blurted out, "Oh! Food! I'm sorry, Kyle, I didn't offer you anything to eat or drink!"
"Oh, I'm okay," I mumbled. I didn't want to leave the spot I was in.
"Oh, but we have all this food left over, you HAVE to eat some. We have all these sandwiches, and pop."
I realized that I hadn't eaten all day, spending the day at my windows and on my computer screen looking at photos I'd taken of the four women currently surrounding me.
"Yes, Kyle," said Linda, go and get some food." Kathy stood up and pulled me to my feet. Kathy led me over to her kitchen, which actually was the same room in an open floor plan, with just an island counter separating the rooms. The other women went back to their wine glasses and gossip, and I thought the fun had ended. I had just seen one bare tit, one panty upskirt, and had a woman touch my cock. Any one of these events would have made my month.
There was a lot of food on the kitchen counter, and the intoxicated Kathy handed me a plate and told me to grab a sandwich and some salad. I stacked some food on my plate, and Kathy showed me to a stool at the kitchen island counter. "Oh, what do you want to drink?"
"Coke?" I asked.
"Let's see if there's any left. We had punch, but it's gone. And we've been through a LOT of wine," Kathy laughed. There were a whole lot of open wine bottles at the kitchen counter. "If there's any coke left it'll be in the refrigerator."



"I'll get it," I said, and stepped towards the refrigerator. I opened up the fridge, and it was pretty full. I didn't see any Coke right away, and then Kathy leaned into me to my right. She put her hand on my waist, partly for balance perhaps, as she looked through the refrigerator. I got distracted again as I realized that her top had gapped open and I could see quite a bit of cleavage hanging out of the mature blonde's white bra. Her chest was quite tan, but I could see well beyond the tan line to her medium-sized white tits. A far cry from her nipples, though.
I must've looked too long, and Kathy caught me, smiling as she looked down at her own open top. I turned away and started looking for coke again. But as I did I felt Kathy's right hand slide down my waist over my right butt cheek over my dockers. I instinctively stood up, but the hand didn't leave my butt. Then Kathy leaned in and retrieved a Coke can.
I took the Coke can from Kathy, who let her hand fall off of my butt, smirking at me as she did. Flustered, I just said, "Thanks."
"My pleasure," my neighbor said. I climbed onto the stool at the island counter and started to eat. The island was on an angle, and I was facing the family room and the three other women, who were all drinking and occasionally glancing over at me.
I started wolfing down my sandwich, but Kathy didn't leave the kitchen. She stood next to my stool to my left, and rubbed her thigh against me. Then she arched forward, and I felt her pubic mound rubbing on my outer thigh. Her right hand went around me again, and up under my shirt in back. She rubbed my bare lower back under my shirt.
I looked over at the other women, who couldn't see what was happening behind the island. I started eating slower. Kathy put her left foot up on the lower rung of my stool, spread her legs, and let her skirt ride up her thighs. While still rubbing my back with her right hand, her left hand pulled her skirt hem up until her silk lavender panty crotch was on display again. I was eating a salad with my right hand, and Kathy took my free left hand, and placed it on her crotch. I was now palming her pussy, my fingers sliding along her smooth silk panty crotch. I cupped her mound, and rubbed up and down, trying not to draw attention from the other women.
Kathy said nothing, just grinned, thrusting her pussy up into my hand. Her right hand slid down into my waistband. My Dockers were too tight for her to do much, but she managed to tickle the top of my bare butt crack.

Val approached the counter to grab another wine bottle. It didn't seem to bother Kathy; she just kept grinding on me and groping me. But I wasn't ready to get caught by adult women who could potentially tell my mom what I was doing. It's true that Val had already fondled me, but the other two, particularly Linda, seemed more straight and untarnished. So I stood up as Val came around the side of the island.
"C'mon, Kathy, don't keep him all to yourself," said Val loudly.
Linda also approached the kitchen. "I'll get you a piece of cake, Kyle," she said.
"Sure," I replied. "Let me just go wash my hands." The kitchen sink was filled with dishes, but Kathy said, "The bathroom's down the hall."
I found the bathroom at the end of the hall, and washed my hands. I was trying to remain calm, wondering what if anything would happen next, not wanting to miss any more opportunities to touch these women or more. But perhaps they were just teasing and didn't mean anything by it, meaning that I could still get in trouble for feeling them or even saying something dumb. I haven't been around drunk people enough to know what these older women were doing. After all, they were all married.
I exited the bathroom and rounded the corner, and was met by Gail in the hallway, just out of view of the others. I presumed she needed to use the washroom, and smiled at her and tried to move around her. But she stepped in front of me. She was swaying just a little, likely from the booze, and had glassy eyes and a big smile.
"Hi, Kyle," she said, as if I'd just walked into the house.
"Uh, hi, Mrs. Volker."
"Call me Gail," she said, in her quiet voice. Then she moved closer to me, and put her hands on my hips.
"I'm so glad you came by," she cooed. She ran her hands up my chest, and down my waist. "Mmmm, you've really grown." She leaned into me, rubbing her body into me. She took my hands, and placed them on her hips. Then she put her hands behind me and grabbed both of my butt cheeks through my slacks, I reached around and put my hands on her ass, over her tights. I squeezed her butt as she squeezed mine. Oh man, was it a great feeling, tight yet soft, as I kneaded her cheeks.
Gail raised her head, and planted her lips on mine. I kissed back, and her tongue wiggled its way into my mouth. I met her tongue with mine, and we shared a sloppy French kiss while groping each other's asses. Gail ground her pussy mound up into my hard cock.
"Kyle," I heard a voice say nearby. It was Linda. I jumped back and broke off my lock from Gail. I don't know if Linda saw what we were doing, but I don't know how she couldn't. "I have a piece of cake for you. Come into the family room."
I walked down the hallway with my erection leading the way, Linda leading me, and Gail following me. We re-entered the family room, and Val said, "C'mon, Kyle, sit next to me and eat your cake." She was standing near the kitchen counter, and waving me to follow her, which our parade did.
Val was the heaviest of the four moms, but I noticed that her Cargo pants were tight, and as she walked away from me, her large butt was round and inviting. I could see her panty lines through it, and I watched her butt cheeks rise and fall with each step, jiggling erotically. As we reached the family room and Val turned around, I realized that her pants were tight on her crotch, and the seam at her crotch had been sucked into her pussy slit and her pants pulled tight around her pussy mound, giving a nice "camel toe" effect and showing off her pussy shape.
I sat back down on the couch, and Val sat on my left again and Kathy sat on my right. Linda leaned over and handed me my piece of cake. I nearly dropped it as her top gapped open and I could look right in and see a lot of her cleavage. Her tits were so big that there was no gap between her tits – they were pushed together as they hung down and pushed against her black bra cups, which I could see were smooth and shiny.
As I ate my cake, Gail sort of wandered around the room, smiling and drinking more wine. I could now see her blue tights in their glory. They were molded tight around her pussy hump, and also her nice ass. Her panty lines were very visible, and her cheeks rippled as she walked.
Val's hand went back to my thigh, and was tickling my hard dick head in my pants. Kathy quickly put her hand on my right thigh, and was sliding in and squeezing my upper thigh. I leaned forward and munched my cake, staring down at Kathy's cleavage in her white top and white bra.
"Want to see the pictures of the shower, Kyle?" Asked Kathy.
"Uh, sure," I said. Anything to keep me here and not being shown the door. Linda handed Kathy her digital camera and took my empty cake plate, once again leaning way over to show me her cleavage. I'd swear she was doing it on purpose, but I couldn't be sure.
Kathy turned on her camera, held it down by my lap, and showed me the party pictures on the monitor. My hands were now free. Kathy had already let me feel her pussy, although that was behind the island. Now I put my right hand on her thigh up by her skirt hem, in front of everybody. And since Val was touching my cock, I put my left hand on her upper leg and squeezed her meaty thigh through her cargo pants.
Val responded by pressing her right tit into me again, spreading her legs wider, and cupping her right hand squarely on my crotch. Kathy was also rubbing her leg harder into mine, rubbing my upper thigh, and spreading her legs wider, which caused her skirt to hike up higher. I slid my hand up her thigh and squeezed the soft smooth flesh, working under her skirt a little.
I looked at the other two women, who were watching us. What the hell, I had to try. I slid my right hand further up Val's thick thigh until it found her crotch. I just cupped it, not moving my hand, as Val thrust forward to meet it.
Kathy managed to find my dick and pushed Val's hand away enough to get in a few strokes. So I slid my hand up under her skirt a little more and cupped her pussy over her silk panties.
We sat there for a while, pretending to look at pictures on the camera's monitor, but I was getting a double hand job by my mature neighbors while rubbing their pussies. Linda walked around behind the couch, and looked down over my shoulder. Her tits pressed into my shoulder, and when I glanced back, I was inches away from her cleavage as she leaned forward.
When we finally got to the end of the photos, Linda said, "Let's take Kyle's picture."
"Okay," said Kathy. "Here, Gail, take our picture." She handed the camera to Gail. Of course, the women stopped groping me, and I had to remove my hands from their pussies. I tried to calm my hardon for the picture, but it still might be embarrassing. And Val and Kathy were still rubbing their thighs and tits into me, and even pretended to kiss me in one shot.
"Let's use the timer and get all four of us with Kyle," said Gail. All agreed, so we stood up as Kathy set the camera on the kitchen island, and we grouped for a pose opposite.
Or, I should say, Groped for a pose, because the women were all over me. Linda, the tall one, stood behind me, and pressed her tit into my back, her hand on my hip. Gail stood to my right and put her arm around my waist, and soon had her hand on my butt. So I reached down and squeezed her ass over her tights.
Valerie jokingly stood right in front of me, and ground her butt back into my hardon. I arched forward, and man did it feel great having my hard cock sliding along her butt crack surrounded by her fleshy cheeks. Sort of like laying a hot dog into a nice warm bun.
Val finally moved to my left, and put her arm around me and also groped my butt. I moved my hand over and felt her ass. It was big, but surprisingly firm in my hand through her thin pants.
Linda, who could probably see all this grabass, arched her hips forward, and I felt the back of my left hand graze her pussy mound through her dress fabric. I held my hand still and pressed harder into her crotch, and Linda arched forward and pressed her pussy mound against the back of my hand. I turned my hand around, and got in a quick pussy squeeze, until Kathy finally got the timer set and ran back behind me and put her hand on my waist and butt.
We took several photos, giving the women plenty of opportunities to get in their feels and rubs of my butt, shoulders, hips, and waist.
Once the photo session was over, the women all refilled their wine glasses, and opened yet another bottle. There was soft music playing, and Gail and Val started swaying with the music, moving their hips from side to side.
"Dance with me, Kyle," said Val.
"Oh, I don't really dance," I shyly replied. I've never really tried to dance slow, even though I'd considered the advantages to holding a girl close.
"Oh, there's nothing to it! I'll show you what to do." I protested, but the drunken busty blonde wasn't going to take no for an answer, so when she grabbed my hands and moved in, I didn't struggle. I put my right hand on her waist, and held her left hand. She pulled me close, and I just pretty much moved my feet up and down while Val ground her thighs and tits into me.
The other three ladies were standing around, drinking and gabbing, and glancing over at Val and me. Val was unabashedly humping my leg and feeling up and down my shoulders, back and butt. When I didn't think the other women were staring, I moved my hands down Val's back to her butt over her tight thin cargo pants, and squeezed her two round cheeks. Then I quickly moved my hands up her sides, and with my right hand found the side of her left tit, and got in a little squeeze of her big tit over her sweater and bra. Her bra wasn't as thick as I expected. It was just a thin little piece of fabric, and I felt her tit give under my squeeze.
"Okay," said Gail, "It's my turn." And with that Gail brazenly cut in, and I was now holding the slightly shorter, decidedly thinner, and erotically firmer mature wife and mother. Gail snuggled her head into my shoulder, and worked her hands under my shirt in back and felt my side and back. My t-shirt rode up as her hands moved up to my shoulder. I moved my hands down to her ass, and squeezed her checks over her leggings, before sliding my index finger along her butt crack. Gail ground her pussy mound into my leg, and I managed to get a quick feel of her left tit with my right hand, although her bra felt much more padded and her tits significantly smaller.
Kathy then cut in, and as she spread her legs and rubbed her thighs and pussy into me, her skirt hiked up almost to her butt. By now I didn't care much what the other women thought, and I slid my hands up under her skirt in back and squeezed her butt over her silk panties. Her ass wasn't as big as Val's or as small or firm as Gail's; It was a nice butt on the woman who appeared to be the oldest of the group. I tried for a tit feel, and felt her up over her molded bra cup with my right hand. With my left hand, I slid up inside of her silk panties and groped her bare right ass check. Up until now I'd felt up three of the woman and they'd groped me, but this was now actual bare butt flesh I was squeezing, and I was still rock hard.
"My turn." Linda gently cut in. She had been the least playful. I didn't know what she would do with me, or what I could get away with doing to her. But she clearly saw what the other women were doing with me, and she was soon grinding away on me. Linda was taller than me, and I was looking up as I held her. She held me tight, but wasn't rubbing me all over like the other women. I felt her big tits pressing into my chest though, and rubbed my hardon into her thigh. I realized that my cock was at the same level as Linda's pussy. So I stopped moving my feet, and pressed forward, and felt my hard cock slide along Linda's pubic mound through the thin fabric of her dress. I then lowered my hands down, and gently placed my palms on Linda's butt cheeks.
I looked into Linda's face to get a reaction. Her eyes opened wide and her mouth was open, like she was surprised and perhaps embarrassed by getting her butt groped by her teen neighbor. But she didn't object, and I squeezed a little more. Finally, Linda moved her hands down my back and found my butt, as the other women had. I moved my right hand up and got a little side action on her big left tit. Like Val I was surprised that her bra cup had no padding or firmness, and my right thumb found her left nipple. Through her bra and dress I felt her nipple get harder, as I diddled it with my thumb and squeezed her tit. Linda shivered and emitted a little, "ohh," in my ear.
The song changed, and now it was a fast one. The other women started dancing on their own. I released Linda and stood back and watched the four women dancing fast, each with a wine glass in their hand. Each in turn put their wine glasses down, and shook their bodies. Val in particular got her tits shaking. Gail shook her ass the best. But Kathy also looked sexy as she spread her legs wide and her skirt rode up high.
"Whew, it's hot in here," exclaimed Val, fanning her face.
"Take that hot sweater off," replied Kathy.
"I will if Kyle will," giggled Val.
"Kyle looks good with his shirt off," said Kathy. "I watch him when he mows the lawn."
"I watch him too," replied Val. "Whew, he looks good out there!'
"I watch you mow the lawn too, Kyle," admitted Gail, shyly smiling at me.
"How about you, Linda?" asked Kathy.
"Uh, yes, I see Kyle out mowing his lawn. And he was tanning recently, too! Uh, a pleasant view."
Wow. I think I'm too skinny, not some jock. But these four mature woman neighbors all admit to watching me work in the yard without a shirt on. How ironic that I spent half the day, watching these same four women working in THEIR yards. But I couldn't bring myself to admit that to them.
"So, Kyle, you gonna take off your shirt?" Asked Val. "Then it would be a REAL bachelorette party, with a young man shirtless!"
The other three also verbalized their encouragement for me to take off my shirt. "C'mon, we will if you will," said Val. "Okay? Everybody at once!"
But Val didn't wait for the rest of us. She grabbed the hem of her sweater, and pulled up. Her big white bra soon came into view, and when she pulled the tight white sweater through her blonde hair, she threw the garment into the corner.
"Whoo!" said Kathy, and she too, pulled up on her white top, stumbling as she did, and soon she was standing in her white bra.
I looked over at Gail, and she was next to pull up her top, and pull it off through her shoulder-length brown hair. Her bra was smaller than even Kathy's, but that just exposed more flesh, and it was arousing seeing her nearly-topless torso.
"C'mon, Kyle," said Val, and repeated by Kathy. "Your turn."
Since all four women had confessed an interest in my body, there was nothing more to be embarrassed about, and I pulled off my t-shirt and tossed it in the corner.
"Whoooo!" Squealed Val, followed by Kathy and Gail. I looked over at Linda, who was sheepishly smiling at me. Actually, I'd swear that it was a look of pleasure.
"Let's go, Linda," said Val.
"Uh, I don't have a blouse, it's a one piece dress," she replied.
"Well, then take it down halfway. Let Kyle unzip you."
Linda smiled and then turned her back to me. "Okay," she said, smiling back at me. As ordered, I reached up with both hands, and worked the little clasp at the top of her dress. Once that was opened, I slowly pulled the zipper down her back, exposing her wide black bra in back. I stopped at waist level. Linda turned around and faced me and the others, and pulled down the garment off of her shoulders from the front. It fell to her waist, and Linda was topless except for her large black smooth shiny bra and a pearl necklace, the top of her dress hanging down inside out.
The four women started dancing again partially clad, and I mostly watched the tops of Linda's big tits bounce in and out of her bra. But Val came up behind me, wrapped her arms around me, and ran her palms all over my chest. Kathy approached from my right, and rubbed my bare shoulder and chest.
Kathy also started to make out with me. Like Gail earlier, she slid her tongue into my mouth and Frenched me. Up close I could see the age lines on the mature woman, but I didn't care, and was happy to make out with her. I put both hands around Val and Kathy's bare waists as they rubbed me.
I heard Val say, "Look at Linda!" I looked over, and the tall brunette's unzipped dress had started to slide down her hips, exposing the top of her black panties. As she wiggled her hips back and forth, I watched the dress fall from her butt, and soon it was bunched around her ankles, and Linda was dancing in only her black bra and black panties.
Then Gail started to tug down on her tights. With some effort, her dark blue cotton panties were exposed, as well as her firm bare thighs. Gail was now dancing in only her little white bra and blue panties pulled tight about her pussy mound and firm mature butt cheeks.
Valerie then released me and unzipped her cargo Capri pants, and tugged them down her mature butt and hips. Standing in her big white bra and a pair of white silk panties, she put her hands up in the air and shook her tits in my face.



Kathy then unzipped her denim skirt and slid it down her hips, revealing what parts of her silk lavender panties that I hadn't already seen.
"C'mon Kyle, strip," ordered Val, and I pulled off my dockers. I stood in only my boxer shorts, my hard cock tenting them straight out.
"Oh my, Kyle, that looks big!" Said Gail.
"It FEELS big," replied Val, who had given my dick a tug though my pants earlier. The busty blonde drunk woman then reached over and wrapped her left palm around my dick shaft. The other three girls squealed.
I brazenly reached up and felt Val's right tit over her bra with my left hand. Valerie reached up with her free right hand, and pulled down on her right bra cup. Her tit spilled out of the cup, and I stared at Val's big round white tit, capped with a medium sized pink areola and pink nipple. I heard the other women squeal and laugh again, but I just reached up and fondled the large mammary. It felt so good, so smooth and big and pliable as I jiggled and palmed it.
Kathy then reached up and grabbed the bottom of her bra cups, and lifted. Her medium-sized tits hung free, her bra resting above them on her chest. Her nipples were also pink, her tit flesh pale, with a slight slope. Her nipples were hard and stuck out. I reached over with one hand and felt her left tit.
"Oh, I can't compete with those," whined Gail, referring to her small chest.
"Hey, I'd kill for a small butt and legs like yours. Let's see your bottom then," said Val.
So Gail quickly reached down and yanked her blue panties down her hips and off of her legs, and I stared at her triangle of brown pubic hair covering her pussy. But she stuck her butt towards me, and I marveled at the first bare butt I've seen on a real woman, and her cheeks were round and pale compared to the rest of her tan flesh.
Without being asked, Linda then lowered her bra straps. Then she reached behind her and unhooked the black bra, and slowly let the cups fall off of her chest. Even Val had to whoop when she saw that pair of large impressive tits. They were white and capped with large dark areolas and fat hard nipples. They sloped down just a bit, but still looked firm considering their size and her age.
The ladies went back to dancing in their various stages of undress, as I watched their flesh jiggle; the blonde busty Val with one tit out of her white bra cup, and white silk panties; the slender blonde Kathy with her tits hanging out the bottom of her white bra, and in her lavender silk panties; the slender brunette Gail still in her little white bra but with her bare bottom exposed; and the tall leggy busty brunette Linda, topless in her black panties.
I just stood there mesmerized, taking in every inch of jiggling flesh that I could. The four women were now lined up opposite of me. Val was throwing her chest out with her hands over her head. Gail was wiggling her hips back and forth. Linda was bouncing her shoulders back and forth and causing her big tits to bobble and dance. Kathy spread her legs wide and circled her hips. All were smiling and looking right at me.
Then Val unhooked her bra and dropped it, freeing both of her tits. They looked almost as big as Linda's, and just as round and firm, although her areolas and nipples were a lighter color. Gail followed by unhooking her bra and dropping it, and her firm little titties were naked. Her nipples were surprisingly long, or maybe it just seemed that way due to the small size of her titties, and stuck out quite a ways from her body. Gail was the only one to be completely naked.
Kathy then tugged down on her silk panties and dropped them to the floor, revealing a dishwater blonde bush even hairier than Gail's. Val then tugged off her panties, practically falling over as she did, and her dark blonde bush was a similar color and thickness as Kathy's. And finally Linda bent at the waist, her big tits hanging down, as she tugged off her black panties, and exposed a very thick triangle of brown pubic hair sticking way out from her body.
Val reached over and grabbed my cock and stroked it through my boxers. She worked the fabric, and pulled my cock out of the opening, and I was now on display. All four of the women squealed and "ooooh"d. That made me feel confident. Then my boxers were yanked completely off,
So there we were, one teenage boy with a raging hardon sticking straight out, and four of the best looking moms and wives on the block, drunk and naked and dancing. Jiggling tits and butts, dark areolas, and hairy pussies. I'd finally gotten to see naked women, and had even felt up some naked tits and asses. The hairy bushes were a bit of a surprise since the women on the internet porn sites were usually shaved or severely trimmed, but I'd seen a couple of hairy photos. The next big mystery was what was buried beneath those mounds of flesh and hair. What did it feel like? No internet photo or video could tell me that.
Then it became a drunken free-for-all. All four of the women pressed in on me. Female hands were all over my cock, my balls, and my butt.
I grabbed whatever looked best and whatever I could reach. I felt Linda's and Val's big tits first. But I also reached down and rubbed Gail's hair-covered pussy mound and bare butt. Kathy started making out with me first, but I also got to French kiss Linda's luscious lips and Val's drunken mouth. I rubbed Kathy's pussy, and felt a wetness on her slit.
Maybe it was too much pop and cake or something, but suddenly I got a little weak. Maybe it was the realization that these women wanted something from me, and I was going to have to face up to the fact that I didn't really know how to fuck. I WANTED to fuck, any of them, all of them, but I had no experience, and being watched by all of the women made me a little anxious.
We all stumbled over to the couch. Val practically threw me down and fell next to me, and continued to jerk me off while the others pounced on me. Linda ended up sitting on the other side of me.
Kathy and Gail continued to dance, right in front of me, to the music. Kathy shook her pussy in my face. She spread her legs around me, and lowered her butt down until it rested on my lap. With her tits in my face, she rubbed her butt along my bare thighs. She was giving me a lap dance! I leaned forward and grabbed her right tit with my mouth and sucked it in. Her medium-sized tits were more than a mouthful, and I sucked in as much as I could and licked her nipple.
While Kathy rubbed me up, Linda and Val French kissed me, and both had their hands on my cock and balls. It was probably only the strangeness of the situation and being with so many people at once that kept me from cumming already. When Linda was stroking my dick, she stroked slowly and sensually. But when Val grabbed me, it was rapid fire jerking off, more like I usually did to myself.
I reached between both Linda's and Val's legs and rubbed their hairy pussies. My two middle fingers found their slits beneath their forest of hair, and slid along the opening. Both had moisture emitting from them. I started sliding my finger inside. Both of them spread their legs wider.
Both Val's and Linda's pussies were wet, warm, and slippery. From my angle, I could get inside up to my second knuckle. Both of them emitted an "Ooh!"
Kathy turned around, and now with her back to me, her white mature butt jiggled nicely two feet from my eyeballs, her flesh rippling rapidly. Then she lowered herself down on my lap, her thighs spread wide around me. She slid her bare butt along my naked thighs. Then I could feel her hairy pussy rubbing long my upper thighs. It touched the underside of my hard cock, when Val and Linda had released their grips of it. Kathy then rubbed her pussy along my cock, and I felt the coarse hair glide over the head and down the shaft. She sat on my cock, and I was worried that she'd break it. But she slid over it perfectly.
Val turned around and knelt on the couch, facing me, spreading her legs wide. I re-inserted my finger into her pussy, and now had better access, and slid my middle finger in as far as it could go. "Ohhhh!" Moaned Valerie.
Linda started to follow suit, and repositioned herself. But before she could get completely turned around, Gail wiggled her torso in between Kathy on my lap and Linda on my left. I reached up and grabbed her right tit. And now I had felt all four of these mom's tits. Gail's tit was and felt significantly smaller than even Kathy's, but I still loved to grasp and jiggle it. Mostly I tugged on both of her long nipples.
Gail was humping her crotch forward as I played with her tits, her mouth open and her eyes slits. So I reached down and grabbed her pussy, and rubbed it firmly. I slid my right middle finger inside of her. She was as wet as Val and Linda, and she humped my hand while moaning.
Linda spread her legs for me, but I had no free hands. So the tall busty brunette instead lifted her left tit, and pressed it against my mouth. I took the hint, and opened wide, and suckled on her huge tit. Val took notice of that, and held her right tit up to my mouth, and I alternately suckled on the two busty women's tits, flitting my tongue over their hard nipples. I went back and forth. When I took breaths, the two women's nipples pressed against each other, and I tongued them both at the same time.
I could feel Kathy rubbing her wet slit along my dick head. I realized that I was SO CLOSE to having my cock inside of that pussy. Would she do it? In front of the others? Ever? Kathy pressed forward, and I suddenly thrust up, and all of a sudden the head of my cock slipped inside of her pussy.
Kathy left it there for a second. I looked up and made eye contact with her. She looked back and smiled, and then lowered her torso down on me. Her warm slippery pussy slid down the length of my dick shaft, and I was completely inside if her. The sexy mature blonde mom and wife rhythmically thrust her hips in and out and allowed her pussy to slide in and out of my dick. I was fucking. Fucking a real woman.
"Oh, my God!" I heard Linda say to my right. "It's in her! She's... she's, DOING IT!"
"You go, girl!" Said Valerie to my left.
"Oh, my!" Replied Gail.
"OOOOOHH! Said my fucking partner Kathy.
"Ohhhhh!" I moaned. It was the greatest feeling ever! What a wonderful invention a pussy was! It was perfectly slippery and warm and caused just enough friction to feel great touching my cock! Kathy used her knees to bounce up and down on me.
Besides fucking Kathy's pussy, I was finger fucking Val and Linda. Gail, apparently feeling left out, stood up on the couch. She threw her right leg out between my body and Kathy's, and thrust her pussy into my face. She spread her legs wide, put one hand on the back of the couch and one on my shoulder, and rubbed her muff over my nose. It felt kinda good, and it was real exciting being that close to a real pussy. I lifted my head a bit, and buried my lips into her jungle of brown fur. My tongue found her pussy lips, and I licked them, and licked into them. Gail responded by pushing in harder, and letting out an "Ooohhhhh!" That sounded like I must've been doing something right, so I flitted my tongue back and forth, and then licked as deep inside of the salty opening as I could.
So suddenly I found myself servicing not one, but four wanton pussies! Kathy had my cock in her pussy and was humping up and down. Val and Linda had my fingers in them - fingers being plural because I found that I could easily fit three fingers in each of their pussies. And my lips and tongue were probing Gail's pussy.
The women were crammed close together. I wouldn't want to be touching three other guys that way, but none of them seemed to mind rubbing their flesh against other women as well as one guy. All were emitting whimpers. From the left, right, front, and above, I could hear "ooh!" "Waaaaahhh!" It sounded like steam pipes leaking.
But once I got in a rhythm I knew I wouldn't last long. And each of the women kept moaning louder, and working into grunts. "Hnnngg!" "Unnngg" "Urrrgh!" "Hooggh!"
Val and Linda's pussies were writhing around my deep probing fingers, and their thighs clamped around my hands. Gail's firm smooth thighs were wrapped around my head, and her crotch was humping my face like a dog. And Kathy was bouncing up and down, shaking the whole couch. For a second I hoped the furniture would hold up.
"Hnnngg!" "Unnngg!" "Urrrgh!" "Hooggh!" The older women's sweating bodies were sticking to me. I liked it.
"Hnnngg!" "Unnngg!" "Urrrgh!" "Hooggh!" They kept getting louder.
"HNNNGG!" "UNNNGG!" "URRRGH!" "HOOGGH!" They were jostling my body all over.
Gail was the first to shudder. She pressed forward against my face one last hard time, letting out one last 'WHHHHHOOOOOEEE!" And then staggered off the couch.
Linda was next. She let out a very crude, "GRRRHHHH!" and fell back onto the couch.
Val followed with a higher pitched wail, "WWWUUIII!" and collapsed forward onto my shoulder.
I couldn't hold out and started to lose control of my cock. But just as I was about to let fly inside of Kathy's pussy, the older blonde shook and slapped her butt on my hips, and cried out "AAAHhhhhhhhHHH!" In the middle of her cry, I shot a giant spurt of cum into her pussy, my cock pulsating over and over. This led to one more "OOHHHHHHH!" From Kathy, and she shuddered some more before slowing her pace.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
Kathy sat on my lap with my cock in her pussy for a full two minutes or so before sitting up and sliding off of me. She sat on the floor and rested her head on my leg. I was panting, and considering all of the liquor that these women had consumed, I wondered if they weren't going to be sick or pass out or something.
But in another minute or three, Val looked down and said, "Look at that! Kyle, you're still completely hard!"
I didn't know that was unusual, but then I'd never fucked before. "Uh, yeah, I guess I am."
Val reached down and grabbed my sticky cock. She slowly stroked it. "Does that hurt?"
"No," I replied. "It feels good!"
"Oh, you teenagers," said Kathy.
"Well I'm not going to waste this," said Val, jerking me faster. "Kyle, you want to screw?"
"Uh, Sure!" I said enthusiastically. It was great fucking Kathy, unforgettable actually. And a dream come true feeling up all of the others. But I had been fantasizing fucking Valerie since this morning, and sure wasn't going to pass on the opportunity.
"Get me going again, hon," ordered Val. With that we started making out, and I grabbed her left tit with my right hand and fondled her. I worked my way down her neck and suckled on both of her big jugs, and then moved my left hand down to her pussy. When I slid my finger in her yet again, she spread her legs wide and emitted a "hhmmmmmmm." I worked in three fingers, which seemed to please her as she slowly thrust her hips in and out. I was surprised how much room was in there, as I wiggled my fingers all over.
"I'm ready if you are, Kyle," said Val.
"I'm ready," I said, trying not to sound too excited. Val threw her legs around me and sat on my lap, facing me. The big woman looked down on me, scooted forward, and lowered her pussy down onto my hard cock. For the second time in a few minutes, I was fucking one of my neighbors, this time the big-titted blonde that I'd fantasized about so many times.
Val thrust in and out of me, wrapping her big thighs around my torso. I didn't really know what to do, so I grabbed her hips and hung on. Her big pale tits were right in my face, so I watched them jiggle as I felt my cock sliding in and out of her mature pussy. Once she was in a rhythm, I tried to thrust out to meet her pussy as it thrust forward. Our flesh slapped together, making an audible noise.
Linda vacated her spot on the couch. I looked to my left, and Gail was sitting on the chair. She was still very naked, and her legs were spread, with one leg thrown over the armrest. She was watching us, and playing with her pussy. I could see her middle finger going in and out of her slit.
I moved my hands up Val's sides, and found her tits, and squeezed both of them. "That's it, baby, play with my tits. Suck on them, if you want," Val panted.
I wanted, and wrapped my lips around her hard right nipple. I flitted my tongue over it, while squeezing her left nipple with my right hand. I pushed her jugs together and buried my face in her cleavage, licking all over her chest and tits. "Ohhhhh," she moaned. She started fucking me faster. We were perspiring, and our slapping sounds were louder.
"Want to lay down, Kyle?"
"Sure." Whatever she told me to do, I was gonna do.
"OK, lay back on the couch. I'll be on top."
I turned sideways and laid my head back on the couch, and stretched out. Val slipped out of me for a moment, but soon she lowered her pussy back down on my cock. Now the big mama was on top of me, and her butt raised and lowered as she thrust into me. She was up on her elbows, and her tits were hanging over my face like two fat pendulums. I reached up, and groped them. "Oooooh!"
I glanced to my left. Gail was still watching us and fingering herself. Now Linda was sitting on the coffee table, and she too was watching us. Her long legs were parted wide, and her hand was buried in her muff, too. And then Kathy was standing down by my feet, with one foot on the coffee table, her knees parted, and she was diddling herself. I wasn't sure what to think of these three women watching me fuck. I should have been embarrassed, not being an experienced fucker. But I didn't care, I was having a ball fucking Valerie and playing with her big soft body, and I wasn't going to be distracted.
Since Val's tits were hanging in my face, I grabbed her right nipple and sucked it. So not only was I fucking Val, but I was simultaneously sucking and feeling her wonderful large tits.
Val then fell onto my chest and thrust faster. I reached down and grabbed her moving butt cheeks. Squeezing them, they felt softer than when I was groping her through her slacks, and now I was letting her ass flesh squeeze between my fingers. But my cock was feeling good too, and I felt like I might cum soon.
Val was grunting in my ear with each thrust. "Hugh Hughh Hunnnng." I took one glance to my left, and saw the other three older women diddling themselves as they watched us. I thrust upwards to meet Val's pussy. Val was starting to move from side to side. "MMMMMMMhhhh!"
With almost no warning, my cock erupted in Valerie's pussy. I gushed upwards, slowing my thrust. I kept thrusting, but within a few seconds Valerie started convulsing. She writhed from side to side, and nearly fell off of me. But I hung onto her, and she grunted in my ear as her thighs clamped around my body hard, and she shuddered through what seemed like a genuinely pleasing orgasm.
Valerie collapsed down on top of me, sweating and panting, my cock holding still in her warm pussy. All three of the other women started to applaud. Val whispered in my ear, "I really want to do this again some time. When there's no audience. Let's get together soon."
When Valerie climbed off my wet cock and stood up, I stood up also. My cock was still at full length, but now it was hanging down a little. Kathy got me a pop, while the other women, including Valerie, each grabbed another glass of wine. I stood stretching my legs and back, when Gail approached me. "Thanks for the oral sex," she said.
"My pleasure," I said, sincerely.
Gail put her wine glass on the counter, and started making out with me. She didn't seem to mind at all kissing the mouth that just licked her pussy. Was it because she was so drunk? Our naked bodies entwined, and I took the liberty of groping her ass again, and then worked up to her little titties and then rubbed her pussy again.



Then Gail started to kiss down my neck. Her mouth nibbled its way down my chest. Then the drunken older neighbor fell to her knees, and grabbed my butt cheeks. Her lips found my dick head. My cock was still at near full length but hanging down, and she took my head completely in her mouth, and licked the end of it. Within a few seconds I was sticking up again, and with a few sucks halfway down my shaft, I was completely stiff.
I couldn't believe that Gail sucked my cock after I'd had it in two different pussies. If she minded the mixed juices of mine and Kathy's and Val's cum, she didn't act like it. She sucked it deep, wrapping her pretty lips firmly around me. "Ohhhh," I moaned.
I leaned back on the kitchen island, and while getting a blowjob from my neighbor the other women circled around with their wine glasses.
"Are you hard again?" Kathy asked rhetorically. "Wow, you teens!"
"It feels good!" I moaned in reply, and Gail smiled up at me. Kathy moved closer leaning against the island to my left, and started to make out with me and rub my chest and shoulders. So I in turn rubbed her chest and shoulders, but mostly her chest.
Linda moved in on my right side and also started to rub my shoulders. But I didn't mess with her shoulders; I went right for her big tits. She was so tall that I could lean over and suck on her mature jugs and fat nipples.
Gail stopped sucking my cock. "Kyle, will you screw me now?" She asked.
"Sure!" I said.
Gail simply fell back onto the family room carpet on her back. She spread her legs wide, and looked up at me. I released the other women, and got on my knees on the carpet between Gail's knees. Here was another awkward moment. I had never fucked a woman on top, and didn't know how to get into position. I simply moved down onto Gail and tried to stab her with my dick head.
"A little higher up, Kyle," she whispered, and she grabbed my dick and worked it in her pussy. It took me a minute to get into position, and I was embarrassed at looking like a novice in front of all of the women. But Gail emitted an encouraging moan, and eventually I felt comfortable and thrust down into Gail's pussy in comfort.
Gail's pussy was as warm and slippery as Kathy's and Val's were. And it felt great having the older woman wrap her bare thighs around my body and hold me while I pumped at a medium pace. When Gail started emitting high-pitched breathy whimpers, I felt like such a stud.
The other women left us alone, but I did look up once to see all three sitting back on the couch and chair, playing with their pussies again. I wasn't sure how fast I was supposed to thrust. So I started thrusting faster.
Gail started humping up into me, and squeezing her thighs around me. She moved her hips back and forth, and in order to stay in her I had to keep driving, so we scooted around the family room on the carpet. "Ohhh! OH!" Gail squealed. She was such a quiet, reserved, petite woman, but her sex noises were pretty loud. "OOOhhhhhee!"
I could hear our bodies slapping together. I thrust so hard that my balls slapped her bottom. Gail started digging her fingers into my back. She bucked from side to side, almost throwing me off. She had a lot of power for a small-framed woman.
I fucked so fast, that it almost felt like when I jerking myself off. Only it felt a lot better. Gail's squeals were bouncing off the walls. "OhhhhEEEEE!" "Oh, FUCK!" "OH, KYLE! FUCK ME HARD!"
I fucked harder, holding her shoulders to keep her from sliding away from me. She wrapped her calves around my body, and threw me around.
"Wow, Gail's is a tigress!" Exclaimed Kathy. "Who knew?"
Gail started shuddering. "UBBLUBLUBBUU!" She dug her nails into my back, and thrust up hard.
I couldn't take any more, and shot my jism deep into the brunette's mature fuck hole. Gail shook me more and clamped her thighs around me in a vice grip. Finally, she started to relax, her orgasm apparently subsiding. I laid on top of her, my cock still in her, as she panted, our sweaty bodies locked together.
I finally pulled out of Gail, and pulled her up to her feet. I rubbed my knees and stretched my back, and drank some pop, standing next to the kitchen island. Linda rose from the couch, and walked over to me, her big tits swaying, her brown bush and dark areolas prominent. She put one arm around me, and kissed me.
My cock was again hanging down, a little sore now, as were my balls. But when the tall busty naked mature wife and mother whispered to me, "It's my turn now, Kyle," I knew I wouldn't have much trouble getting another boner. I put my hands around Linda and squeezed her bare ass cheeks. Then of course I started massaging her big mammaries, and lifted them to my mouth, which wasn't a far reach with such a tall woman. I held the heavy glands and suckled on her nipples.
Linda reached down with her left hand, and started to jerk my cock. It didn't take long to get erect. Linda turned around and rubbed her butt against my cock. I loved the feel of her bare cheek and buns sliding along my dick head, and my cock was fully throbbing again. I reached around her and groped her tits, lifting and jiggling them. I also moved my left hand down to her pussy, and fingered her a little as she moaned.
Then Linda broke away, but took my hand. She led me a few feet away, to the kitchen table. She rested her bare butt on the edge of it, and laid back on the table. She pulled me between her legs, and I stood with my cock at the same level as her pussy. Linda lifted one leg up, and spread her legs wide. I could see the glistening pink of her pussy between her jungle of brown fur. I aimed my cock at it, and let it slide in.
Man, standing there with Linda's long smooth thighs wrapped around me, my cock in her pussy, Linda smiling up at me, and her big tits resting on her chest and bobbling around, I almost came in an instant. But somehow I didn't, perhaps because I'd already cum three times. Instead I thrust forward and watched Linda's big mature tits wobble like nothing I'd ever seen. She was smiling up at me, and thrusting out to meet my cock.
I took some liberties, circling my hips so I could reach all sides off the big woman's pussy. I couldn't resist Linda's wobbling tits, and reached down and grabbed them, kneading them and squeezing them as I humped the tall woman's pussy. The table wiggled a little, but I was betting that it was going to hold up to the weight and gyrations, and humped away.
When I released Linda's tits and straightened back up, Linda threw her right leg up, and rested it on my left shoulder. She did the same with her left leg, and the tall woman's lovely calves were resting on my shoulders while her long thighs rubbed against my belly. I found that I was able to drive my cock even deeper into Linda's pussy, and so I thrust deeply, slapping my groin against her body, making loud slapping noises.
Linda's hands were at her sides, and she was looking up at me. Soon she threw her arms over her head, and closed her eyes, and started whimpering.
I pumped rapidly, grateful to Mother Nature for inventing something that felt as perfectly fantastic as a woman's pussy on my cock. I glanced back at the couch, and all three women were watching us, once again fingering their own pussies.
Linda started to really moan. "OOoohhhhhhaa!" "OOOHHHHHHHHHH!" It only encouraged me to pump the sexy old broad faster and harder. Her tits danced wildly, and her thighs jiggled. Her feet were straight up in the air. "OHHHHHH!"
I gave a quick thought to some of the fantasies I'd had just this morning when I saw her outside without a bra. Now she was showing me what was under that t-shirt, and what was under her panties, and letting me do pretty much whatever I wanted with them. Sort of like in my fantasies. "OOOHHHHHH"
Slap slap slap!"
"OHHHHHHH! UNNNGGGG!"
Slap slap slap!"
"GRRGGHGHHH!"
Linda squeezed her legs tight around me, and rolled her body back and forth on the table, knocking a salt and pepper shaker to the floor. "OOHHHHHHH!"
Now I was even grunting a little from my efforts. 'Uh uh uh!"
"OHHHHHWWW!" Linda's tits were practically hitting her in the chin when I pumped into her. They were going in the opposite direction that the rest of her torso was. "HHHHHHHHRRRGG!" Her eyes were closed, but her mouth was open, gasping like a fish out of water. "UNNNNG".
I lost it, and came inside of her pussy. Linda shuddered through an orgasm while I completed mine, and she finally started to slow her gyrations.
I slid out of Linda and let a little jism dribble onto her stomach. I realized how weak my legs were, and after pulling Linda up off the table, I sat down in a chair. Linda sat on the padded arm rest, and hugged me. "Kyle," she whispered. "We should get together alone some time. When my husband is out late or something."
Within a few minutes, though, I got up and got something more to drink in the kitchen. When I turned around, there was Val, still naked, still looking busty, still drunk. She put her arms around me and hugged me. My cock was hanging down, rubbing jizm onto her thighs.
"I wanna do it again," said the busty blonde.
I'd just cum four times. Not a record in one day, but pretty close, especially in such a short period. "I, uh, don't know if I'm ready."
"Do you think he's Superman?" Asked Kathy.
Val started to play with my cock, but it was pretty flaccid.
I leaned back against the kitchen island. As tired and sore as I was, I didn't know when I'd get another crack at my big-titted blonde neighbor. I reached out and played with her tits while she stroked me.
"I don't think he's ready," said Gail.
"I can get him ready," said Val. Then she dropped to her knees. She arched her back, grabbed hold of both of her tits, lifting them. She wrapped her jugs around my cock, and started to thrust her chest in and out.
The combination of the soft friction on my cock, and the visualization of the married older woman fucking my cock with her big tits, got me at full length within seconds, and within a minute I was hard as rock again.
"Wow, Val, that was good!" Said Linda. Val kept thrusting her chest up to meet my cock, squeezing her tits around it. Gail and Kathy stood up, and walked over to us. Kathy stood on my right, and Gail just to my left. They put their arms around me, and Kathy started to make out with me.
Gail pressed forward into me, and I could feel her hairy pussy mound make contact with my upper left outer thigh. She started to slide her snatch up and down on my leg. She was humping me like a dog.
Then Kathy started to grind on my right leg, and now I could feel the coarse texture of both women's pubic hair sliding along my thigh. They wrapped their thighs around me and humped. I reached around with both hands, and grabbed their bare butts. I pulled them towards me as they arched their pelvises up to meet my leg. Gail's butt was smaller and firmer than Kathy's. But I loved Kathy's smooth butt cheeks also, and squeezed her soft flesh between my fingers.
Val was still tit fucking me, as Kathy and Gail whimpered in my ear and took turns making out with me. I ran my middle finger up Gail's butt crack, and she seemed to like that. So I tickled both women's butt cracks with my fingers, not really pressing in but just lightly tickling.
Linda, apparently having recovered from our recent fucking, stood to my right, between Kathy and the kneeling Val. She seemed to want in on some action. All I could do was reach around and feel her tits.
Val started to suck my cock. So now Val was blowing me, I was feeling Linda's big tits, kneading Gail's firm butt, and fondling Kathy's tits, while Gail and Kathy humped my leg.
Between kisses, I looked at Gail's and Kathy's and Linda's faces. Their hair was messed up. I could see some gray at the roots. Their make-up was smeared. I could see some creases in their skin. I had this brief realization that these weren't girls my age I was kissing and "loving." They had some stretch marks, a little sag here and there, and even a little scar or two. They were middle-aged women who'd lived over twice as long as I had, were adult women before I was even born, had their own children, some of their children were even older than me.
The moment passed quickly, and I was still thrilled to be making out with them, much less fondling their flawed but still-arousing naked flesh, and proud that they wanted to have sexual contact with an underweight dweeb of a teen that had trouble getting dates his own age. And, after all, they had warm pussies, and as long as they wanted my cock inside of their warm pussies, I was willing to oblige.
Val stood up, turned around, pressed her butt against my loins, and rubbed her pussy over my cock. She raised her butt up high, and slid my unit into her wet pussy. I stood straight up, and tried to fuck her. Doggie style, they called this.
But it was hard to get in rhythm with nothing but Val's hips to hold onto, and Val realized it. She turned around, and leaned over the kitchen island counter. I caught on, and got behind her and re-entered her. Now Val was able to lean against the counter top while I held her hips and slammed my hips into her butt. I was even able to get in some feels of her hanging tits.
But the other ladies wanted some of my attention too. Linda leaned back against the counter, just to mine and Val's left. Linda arched her chest out and spread her legs wide. I went after her tits first, since the way she was thrusting her chest out made them look really big and inviting. I fondled her with my left hand.
Gail leaned over the counter just to my right, in the same position as Val, with her butt out. I reached between her legs, and fingered her wet hairy pussy from behind.
Kathy walked around the island and leaned over it from the other side, between Val and Linda. Her tits were dangling down, so I got in some quick feels of them.
I ran my left hand down Linda's stomach, and found her snatch. Her long legs were spread wide for easy access, and I slid three fingers into her. So the status was that I was fucking Val doggie style, and finger fucking Gail and Linda.
Kathy walked back around to our side, and said, "Hurry up, Val, I want some more of Kyle's cock too."
Val responded with, "I'm, I'm... clooose..."
I wasn't but Val was, and started gyrating. "OOHHHH!" She thrust back at me, went through a series of shudders, and collapsed on the counter.
I slid out of Val. I stepped to my right, and saddled up to Gail, who was still bent over her counter, her white little butt sticking up, her brown hair-covered pussy visible between her legs. I quickly aimed my dick head for the pussy mound, and slid it around until I located her slit. I slipped my cock in.
Kathy moved around to my right, and bent over the counter next to Gail. I slid my hand down her ass and found her gaping slit between her legs and fingered her. It turned out that Val didn't vacate the premises. She turned around and leaned back on the counter, panting, and I got another handful of her tits.
I fucked hard into the more petite Gail, and slammed her hard into the counter. She was moaning and whimpering with pleasure, but wasn't cumming fast enough for Kathy.
"Here, Kyle," she said. "Reach around and diddle her clit, like this."
Kathy reached around Gail and put her hand just above my sliding cock, above Gail's slit. She rubbed rapidly, and Gail responded with a "Ohhhhhh!"
I reached around on the left side, and Kathy took my hand. "Here's her G spot, touch that clitty, not too soon, but when she's ready to blow. It'll make a woman explode."
I reached around until I found Gail's button. So THAT'S a clit! Bingo! I rubbed my fingers around it. "OHHHHHH!" squealed the generally soft-spoken Gail. "YEEESSS!"
Gail gyrated her hips, almost throwing me out of her pussy, but I hung on until she went limp under me.
"Now it's my turn, Kyle," said Kathy. She stuck her white butt out, leaning over the counter, and I stood behind her, and worked my cock into her hairy pussy. I hung onto her hips and humped fast.
Linda and Val were still standing on my left, and I played with their tits. Linda, the only one I hadn't fucked against the counter yet, turned around and presented HER ass. Being significantly taller than the others, her butt was higher in the air. I fingered her while doing Kathy doggie style.
"Want to go anal, Kyle?" asked Kathy.
"Huh?"
"Sure, you're lubricated enough." Kathy stopped humping back at me, and allowed my cock to slide out. "Now, aim higher. Right here."
Kathy reached back and pointed her finger at her puckered asshole. She wanted me to stick my cock in THAT? I didn't know a woman would ever WANT me to do that. But I decided to do as ordered, even though I didn't think it was big enough.
I stabbed my wet dick head at the puckered hole. I pushed in, but not much was happening. Finally I got just the head inside, barely. "I don't think it's going to fit," I said.
"Sure it will, said Kathy, "Just keep working at it. Go slow so you don't hurt me."
I moved slowly in and out, and in by inch, I started to get my cock inside of Kathy's asshole. 'UNNNG," she grunted. "That's good!'
Finally I got completely in. Kathy's asshole wasn't as lubricated, or as large, as any of the women's pussies. So I humped slow, as Kathy leaned over the counter, with her legs spread wide and her knees slightly bent.
I fucked her ass for a while, wondering how she could cum that way. I looked over at the other women, who were watching in amazement. Especially Linda. I started playing with Kathy's tits, and then remembered what she showed me about the clit, and wondered when it would be "time" to touch her there.
"UNGG UNNNG HUNNNN!" Grunted the mature blonde.
I reached down and searched for Kathy's clit. It took me a while for me to find it, so I just generally rubbed the area. Kathy's squeal told me I found it.
"UGGGGGNNNNN!" She immediately started shuddering, and then collapsed on the counter. I pulled my cock out of her asshole.
"Now," said a panting Kathy, "do that to Linda."
"Oh, I don't know," said Linda. "I've never..."
"Well, then it's time you tried it," responded Kathy.
With that, Linda bent over the counter, and spread her legs wide. I was tempted to just slide back into her pussy, but did as I was told, and aimed for Linda's apparently virgin asshole. Wow, I was about to do something that her husband hadn't even done!
It took a lot of grunting on Linda's part, and Kathy telling her to relax her muscles. But slowly I worked my cock into this gorgeous older woman's asshole, and started pumping her. Since I'd done anal with Kathy, I felt like the experienced one, and really got humping, watching her butt cheeks ripple. I even took some liberties by reaching around her and squeezing her big tits.
"HURRRNGGG! HUNNNNNNNG!" Grunted the older woman. "UNNNNNNG!"
I reached under her, and slid my middle finger into her pussy. I felt like I could almost touch my own cock except for the Linda's pussy wall.
"OHHHOOOOOOOO!" Linda alternately hung her head down, her brown hair covering her ace, and then throwing it up in the air. Her mouth started as open, but on occasion she grit her teeth and stuck her jaw out. "HHMMMMMMMM!!"
She was a big woman, and when she started thrashing around I nearly lost my balance and fell over. But I hung onto her sweating flesh and kept pounding into her. 'HUGGGGHHH!"
Linda even threw her feet back, like a kicking bronco, which just made me more determined to grab her body tight and slam my cock home. "HHHHHHHHGGGG!" "UMMMMMMMUUUMMMMM!" "HGURGGGH!" Very unladylike sounds coming from this classy woman. "HHGRRRGRG!"
Finally came the shuddering as I diddled her fat clit, and with her shuddering came my orgasm, and I blew cum into her butthole. This being my fifth cumming of the day it wasn't much, but it felt like a real good release.



Once I pulled out of Linda, I took her hand and we fell into the couth, surrounded by the other women. Except for Val who was on her feet, holding a wine bottle and pouring wine into each woman's glass. "One more for the road."
"Oh, that was wild!" exclaimed Gail.
"Yeah, Kyle," said Kathy. "Thanks for stopping by!"
"My pleasure," I said.
When the women finished their wine, we all started looking for our clothes. I quickly threw my boxers and pants and t-shirt on, while watching Gail and Linda and Val get dressed. It was fascinating and sexy just seeing the way that they put ON their underwear! Except Val simply stuffed her bra and panties in her purse and threw her pants and sweater on commando. Kathy retrieved her clothes, but didn't seem in any hurry to actually put them on.
During the party, Gail, Val, and Linda, all except Kathy, had suggested that they'd like to fuck me again some time. If I never saw any of these women again, it would still be the greatest day of my life.
The other three women and myself started working towards the front door, which had been left unlocked and open the whole time. Each woman in turn kissed me right before they walked out. They were dressed, mostly, but their hair was a mess, they were sticky and dirty and sweaty, and still quite drunk. Gail, Val, and Linda stumbled out onto the sidewalk, making a drunken racket, even though it was still daylight.
Kathy was standing behind me, holding her clothes up in front of her, as I started to walk out the door. She grabbed my arm.
"Where are you going?"
"Um, I'm going home. I have to take a shower."
"So do I," she said, smiling at me. "Let's not waste water. Let's shower together. C'mon."
Kathy turned her back to me, and I exhaled and followed along behind, watching her mature white butt cheeks rise and fall and jiggle with each slow step. My sore cock started to tingle and spring to life again.
THE END
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CHAPTER ONE
Private encrypted diary of Dr. Liberty Dickter. Entries for September 27.
6:00 AM, Memorial Hospital.
Physicians work long days, and my days are generally no exception. Sometimes mine started earlier than most, in the hospital wards. One reason I like to come in early is because it is quieter. Another reason is that the third shift nurses are still on duty. They are often newer and more vulnerable.
Mr. Blodger, one of my patients, was eighty-two and looked it, but yesterday I saw him groping Lisa's ass while she checked his vitals. The offended tall slender brunette shift head nurse whispered, "Don't!" in an angry voice, as she removed his hand from her rear. But she took no punitive or retaliatory action, as nurses know that their license is on the line for such moves.
This morning, I secretly gave Mr. Blodger a tablet of Viagra. I doubted if he could get, much less keep, an erection without it. Then I found Lisa at the nurses' station, and whispered to her, "Mr. Blodger needs relief." She looked at me, got my drift, and with an expression of sheer dread, walked down the hall to Mr. Blodger's room.
A few minutes later, I peeked behind the curtain in Mr. Blodger's room, and saw Lisa, naked from the waist down, straddling the old man on his bed, fucking him, tears trickling down her cheeks. The old man had a big wide-eyed smile on his face, his bony hands reaching up and fondling the thirty-four year old wife and mother's small tits. Fortunately for Mr. Blodger's health, Lisa was doing most of the work, thrusting her nice butt in and out as her pussy slid up and down the pale old man's red cock.
I'd fucked Lisa many times myself, since I caught her making a near-fatal med error at the end of a double shift. I was just toying with her now, and giving pleasure to an old man. But mostly, I wanted her out of the way for a while so I could get Stacy alone.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
I knew what I wanted to do for a living at a very early age, as soon as I learned that doctors got to see women naked. I'd had visions of my bespectacled family doctor looking at and even touching all of the neighborhood moms and other attractive women naked, thought it had to be the world's greatest job, and it put the bug into me to study medicine. So while voyeurism had always been a part of my nature, somewhere along the line I got addicted to control, if I may do a little self-analysis. Nudity was part of being a doctor, but when I was older I started thinking of all of the things that I could do to a woman behind closed doors that would cause sexual embarrassment, fear and humiliation. Whatever medical school taught us to do to make the patient comfortable, I wanted to do the opposite. And I started practicing and perfecting these techniques before I was even out of residency.
Then I learned that when you are a powerful, respected doctor, there are many ways to get women to do what you want them to do. In the medical field these days, all personnel are under a constant paranoid cloud, in fear every day, knowing that one wrong move could cost a patient's life, get them sued, lose them their license, get them arrested, or all of the above. And I've caught nurses making mistakes that, if I hadn't noticed, would have jeopardized a patient's life. I've caught mistakes post-mortem. I've caught staff members writing prescriptions on my script. I've caught nurses reacting to offensive patients' molestations. And I've framed innocent staffers with all of these offenses. Through years of practice, I've managed to turn a number of my female staffers and ward nurses into virtual slaves with threats of arrest, loss of license, and the like.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
6:30 AM, Memorial Hospital
I admired Lisa's silent humping of the smiling old man for a few minutes, and returned to the Nurse's station, where I found Stacy. Stacy was a recent "catch." I caught her for the second time making a med error. She knew I had her, and I was ready to collect my reward for not turning her in and ruining her nursing career, taking away her livelihood, and perhaps worse.
I stood next to Stacy at the counter, pretending to look at a chart with her, and put my hand on her hip. When she didn't object, I slid it down over her butt. The flimsy nursing pants and cotton panties were little protection for her young tender ass. Stacy wasn't a raving beauty; a slender brunette of about 5' 5" with small breasts; but behind those glasses and her button nose was a cute late-twenties wife.
Stacy let out a gasp and clenched her butt cheeks when my hand found it for the first time, but then she stood motionless as I whispered in her ear. "It's time to pay your debt for my saving your career at the risk of my own license. Room 1204 is empty. Meet me there in ten minutes."
Stacy simply nodded as she blinked back tears, and I released her from my grip. Two residents were approaching the desk. When Stacy was out of sight, I turned to the residents, and mumbled, "If you want to watch Stacy fuck, room 1204 in twenty minutes."
I got to room 1204 before Stacy, and laid on my back on the window bed, with the curtain drawn. It was still early for me, and I wasn't wide awake. I heard the squeaking of nurse's shoes at the door, and Stacy slipped through the curtain and found me in bed. I casually motioned her over to the bed. She stood at my side, and I whispered, "Take down my pants." Stacy did as ordered. Her hands trembled as she unzipped my fly and opened my pants. While she whipped out my semi-hard cock, I reached behind her and groped her ass. She whimpered, but was otherwise silent.
"Give me a hand job," I whispered. Without looking at me, she obediently stroked my cock to full erection. I reached up with my left hand and gently grabbed the back of her head. I turned her face towards mine, and pulled her down to me. Her lips met mine, and I kissed her lips, slowly and gently at first. Stacy stopped stroking my cock, but I took her hand and made her continue. I worked my tongue into her mouth, slowly and deeply. I could hear our lips and tongues smacking in the silent room.
Stacy's uniform top had buttons down the front. I unbuttoned the first several buttons. I could see her small white bra, and reached inside her top with my right hand, slid it inside her bra, and fondled her small left breast. I undid the rest of her buttons, reached up with both hands, and pulled up on her bra cups. Both of her small pale titties were exposed. They were small and cone-shaped, capped with light brown eraser-sized nipples. Not big, but kind of sexy, especially considering I was likely the only man besides her husband to get to play with them since she got married. I wondered if she told him about her troubles, and my demands. I wondered if she would tell him later what I was doing to her. I doubted it, but I hoped so.
While still worming my tongue around inside Stacy's mouth and sliding it around her tongue, I felt both tits, and tugged on her hard nipples. Then I slid my left hand around behind her, inside the elastic waistband of her slacks, inside of her panties, and massaged her bare ass cheeks.
I slid my tongue out of Stacy's mouth, and very slowly kissed and licked my way down her chin, neck and chest, leaving a trail of saliva, until my mouth found her right tit. I took the whole tiny tittie into my mouth, and slowly sucked. I could hear my breathing around her tit, while Stacy was forced to arch her back so her tits could dangle down and meet my wet mouth.
I stopped suckling Stacy, put my left hand on the back of her head again, and guided it down to my throbbing cock. She tried to pull back, whimpering, but when I held tight, she knew what I wanted, and reluctantly placed her lips on my cock head. She slowly slid down my shaft, and began sucking cock. I could now let go of her head, and while the young nurse blew me, I tugged her pants and white panties down her hips, until a triangle of brown pubic hair was exposed. It was fairly full, but looked trimmed back just a bit.
I combed my right fingers through Stacy's pubic hair before rubbing the mound beneath it. I slid my index finger over her slit, and detected some moisture. Stacy spread her legs as wide as she could with her pants half-way down her thighs, with no instruction. As I pushed my finger in, she arched her pubic mound into my hand, and whimpered through her cock-filled lips. Tears were trickling down her nose and onto my crotch. She still had her glasses on.
"All right, Stacy, climb on up here," I quietly ordered. The slender nurse let her pants and panties slide to her feet, and stepped out of them. I tugged her top off of her shoulders. Stacy removed her glasses and put them on the table. Her bra was still resting on her chest, and her shoes were still on.
Stacy lifted her left leg up and climbed over me. She rested her bare butt on my legs, then slid up until my cock touched her pubes. Then she slid down over my cock, which was glistening in the dim light from Stacy's saliva. The young wife slid down my shaft. She was extremely wet, warm and slippery. And it was quite a tight fit, much to my pleasure.
After I reached around her and unhooked her bra, Stacy was naked except for her shoes and white socks, and a gold chain necklace with a cross on it. Nurses rarely wore wedding rings, but Stacy had a gold band on her finger. Her conical tits hung down as she humped me, with her hands on either side of me for support.
I grabbed hold of Stacy's bare hips, and then grabbed her ass cheeks as they thrust forward and back. This was the first look I'd gotten at her bare legs. She wasn't tall, but her calves looked nice and her thighs were smooth as I caressed them. I wondered if she'd shaved her legs and trimmed her pubes specifically for our "date".
The bed made some creaking noises, and Stacy emitted some little quiet grunts as she humped me. My breathing was slower. We were both trying to be quiet, as the door was open and the curtain was the only thing keeping us from being exposed to the hallway. I could hear footsteps of various nurses, orderlies, and doctors walking down the hallway.
I caught something moving out of the corner of my eye. It was two eyes, and then four eyes, peeking around the curtain. It was the two residents. Stacy hadn't heard them. From their angle, they could see Stacy straddling me, her thighs bare, her naked ass thrusting, her tits dangling down and swinging, her nipples hard. Her eyes were closed, and her mouth was open.
I enjoyed being watched by the interns, but mostly I loved the thought of these cocky young doctors watching this young married nurse being naked and fucking right in the hospital ward. I was having trouble keeping from coming. But I waited for Stacy.
I could tell by Stacy's quicker thrusting, facial expression, panting, and growing whimpers, that she was close to an orgasm. This did not mean that she was glad to be fucking me, or that she wanted to be here. It only meant that the young wife couldn't control herself when faced with a dirty old man in a taboo situation. Little doubt that the moment was every bit as hellish as Stacy imagined it would be, and her forced pleasure and penetration at my hands and cock was has nearly unbearably humiliating.
Knowing time was short, I reached down and found Stacy's clit, and diddled it with my fingers. That was all she could take, and she gyrated all over my lap. It was also enough for me, and I shot my jism up into her pussy.
I was starting to subside, but Stacy was still shuddering on top of me, throwing her head back. Just then there was a flash of light, and a clicking noise from my right. One of the residents had taken a picture with his cell phone camera.
Stacy looked over at him, with a wide-eyed look of shock. Another picture was snapped, as Stacy realized that she was being seen fucking a doctor, then she likely recognized the two young interns, who may have been a couple of years younger than her.
Stacy let out a gasp, and started to dismount me. Another flash went off just as she had her legs spread wide. She climbed down off of me as more flashes went off. The two interns laughed. Stacy's panicked expression went back and forth between me and the two interns. She quickly found her panties on the floor and started to pull them on just as another flash went off. She nearly fell over while putting her pants on over her shoes. She threw her top on without even putting on her bra, and started to walk out of the room before realizing that her glasses were still on the table. She retrieved her spectacles, and stormed out of the room with her bra in her hand, running toward the bathroom, while the two interns and me laughed.
CHAPTER TWO
7:15 AM, Memorial Hospital.
I had one more "chore" to do before finishing my rounds and heading to the office. That chore was Laura. I found her in the hall and dragged her into the empty break room, and gave her the whole routine, how I had found the wrong med charted on the patient that almost died yesterday, how badly she screwed up, how her young nursing career was at an end only months after it started, I hoped her malpractice insurance was good. I read her perfectly, and Laura started to cry.
I looked her up and down. Laura was in her first year out of nursing school. There weren't a lot of absolute major babes in nursing, but Laura was close. Her five-foot nine inch frame was capped with shoulder-length dark brown hair, crowning a pretty, wholesome face. Her legs and butt were killers, and her tits appeared to be at least C cups, not humungous but quite full and riding up high. I've seen bustier nurses, taller nurses, even prettier nurses, but Laura had a complete package, and in a twenty-three year-old body. She was a polite Midwestern girl, wholesome. I loved the way that she would bend at the waist when she picked things off of the floor or bent over a patient, and I could see her panty crotch between her legs through her thin white pants.
I put my right arm around Laura, and laid it out for her. "Laura, I don't have to tell anybody. I can cover. I can risk my license and my practice for you."
She looked over at me with a hopeful, puppy dog expression, until I pulled her to me and said, "But, it'll come at a cost." I moved around behind her, and put my hands around her waist. "You're very pretty, Laura. If you do a few favors for me, I'll do a giant favor for you." I slid my hands up her torso, and cupped both of her breasts over her cotton uniform top.
Laura gasped, but didn't push me away. "No, please..." The usual whimpering and some mild pleading.
But she knew what I wanted now, and with some further reassuring comments from me like, "You won't get hurt, your career is safe" comments from me, and she simply endured a little groping and a bit of goosing.
As much as I'd love to fuck this young hottie nurse, I had just fucked, and I had a long day ahead of me. That would have to wait for another day. But I still had a plan. "Finish up your shift, and meet me at the elevators," I ordered. Unlike Stacy, who I let mull her options for a day until she realized that she had no choices, I didn't give Laura any time to think about what was happening, and what I was going to make her do.
I looked at charts at the front desk until I saw Laura leaving. I met her at the elevators, but I acted like we weren't together. I simply whispered, "Follow me." She followed me out the elevator, down the hall, over to the next wing. When we were alone in a hallway, I asked, "Have you ever done a lap dance?"
Laura gave me a quizzical look, and said, "NO!"
"Not even for a boyfriend?"
"No!"
"How about a strip tease?"
"No!"
But you've seen strip teases. You've seen lap dances. Do you dance?"
"Yes."
"Then you just do a sexy little dance, but take off your clothes. And then you give lap dances."
Just then we turned the corner to the hallway marked, "Residence dormitory."
I think Laura was figuring out where we were. "Oh, NO!" But I knocked on the second door to the right, and grabbed her by the arm. When Asif the intern answered the door, he gave me a quizzical look, but let Laura and me in. This was Asif's dormitory room, which he shared with two other residents. "Hi Laura," he said.
Also in the room was Chad, a short but hairy resident, and Norman, a homely Jewish resident. They each said hi to Laura. They didn't know she was coming, but the fact that she was with me gave them a clue what she was here for.
"Got any dance music?" I asked to no one in particular. Asif, a short Indian resident, clicked on his MP3 blaster, and started some dance music at a fairly quiet volume. It was still early in the morning.
"Laura wants to dance for you," I said loudly, looking at Laura. She hesitated, but when I said, "Go on," she stood in the middle of the room, still in her dark blue uniform top and white pants and white shoes, and started to sway her hips from side to side.
Asif and Chad sat on the edge of their dorm beds on either side of Laura, while Norman grabbed a chair. I also sat on Asif's bed. "Alright." "Go Laura!" they said. Laura shook her shoulder-length straight dark hair a little, her arms at her sides, with a slightly shocked expression on her face, like she couldn't believe what was happening, what she was doing. But with some more encouraging comments and instructions from the three residents, she got her hips moving more and her feet off the floor and her hands in the air. All three young doctors-to-be I have personally heard make private comments about Laura in the past, and likely all of them have flirted with her or hit on her before, if not harassed, as residents often do with attractive young nurses who have little recourse for complaints.
Laura's tits were starting to bounce under her uniform top. "That's it, shake those puppies," said Chad. Chad was a good looking young guy, but a typical rich cocky arrogant med student, that someone like Laura likely hated. But on his command, Laura thrust her chest out to make her tits shake.
"Take the top down, Laura," said Asif, in his heavy accent. He clarified, "Take it off." Laura glanced sideways at him, and then started to unbutton her uniform top. Her big white bra came into view. When she got the top completely unbuttoned, Asif let out a "Yeah, baby, slide it off now." Laura slid the garment off of her shoulders, and danced in her bra. Her cleavage was dancing out of the top.
"Turn around, shake your butt," said Norman.. Norman was short and ugly and was known to bully nurses who didn't jump at his commands. It went without saying that someone like Laura would find Norman particularly unattractive, physically and otherwise. Now as Norman barked out his command, Laura turned her back to him, and shook her butt right in his face. Without her uniform top covering her butt, every stitch of her white panties could be seen through her thin white nurse slacks.
And soon the slacks were coming down, as Norman told her to take them off. Laura slid her pants down her hips and worked them down. She tried to be graceful, but had trouble kicking them off of her feet. Laura's panties were simple white cotton, but were tight on her gorgeous butt, which was a foot away from Norman's face.
"We need some dollar bills," said Chad, and he leaned over and grabbed his wallet off of his night stand. He pulled out a crisp one, and stuck it into the waistband of Laura's panties. Asif and Norman also got some bills, and were stuffing them in her bra and into her panties from behind, which caused the top of her butt crack to be exposed. I pulled out my wallet and got in the act, stuffing a bill into her bra, and got a feel of Laura's cleavage.



With further encouragement, Laura unhooked her bra in back. She held it up with her hands for a moment, but with all three residents encouraging her to "drop it Laura, let's see 'em," the young nurse finally dropped her bra and exposed her tits.
I get to see a lot of breasts in my job. But Laura's naked tits have to rank up there with some of the best. I've seen bigger ones, but Laura's pair were not only fairly large, but also quite full, round, and extremely firm. Her medium-dark-colored areolas were medium sized, and her nipples pointed up. They looked too good to be all real, but they looked way too good to be fake.
Laura danced and shook her chest out in front of her. There was relatively little bouncing, just because those puppies were so damned firm. Laura leaned forward and hung her firm tits into each of our faces. She stepped back as Norman tried to grab them. And then Asif called out for her to remove her panties.
Laura's dollar bills fell out of her panties as she slowly slid her panties down. Her pussy was shaved, with a patch of dark hair right above her mound. Laura spread her legs wide, bent a little at the knees, and thrust her pussy out towards a grinning Chad. Asif was behind her, and got to watch her butt cheeks shake.
"C'mere, Laura," I called. I had to return to my rounds, so I wanted the first lap dance. Laura stood in front of me, and I pulled her over and down on my lap. My hardon inside of my slacks made contact with her bare pussy mound, and I whispered, "Hump me, Laura." Laura thrust her crotch towards me, and rubbed my dick with it. Her melons were now in my face, and I reached up with both hands and groped them. They felt as firm as they looked. I kneaded them and squeezed them, and took her right nipple into my mouth. Laura threw her head back, and I buried my face into her cleavage. I got in some feels of her long smooth thighs and firm ass cheeks before releasing her. But not before sliding my finger along her pussy slit, to make sure she was wet. She was.
Of course I could have cum again, but it was getting late. I lifted Laura off of me, and pushed her over to Norman's chair. Norman grabbed her and pulled her down onto his lap. As he turned her around, he pulled his dick out of his scrub pants, and made Laura rub her pussy over it, while he reached around her and groped her tits with his pudgy hands.
I stood up to leave, but I waited long enough to see Norman slide his cock into Laura's pussy. She was plenty wet, and let out a gasp as the ugly man's cock slid inside of her. Laura almost immediately began to shudder and gyrate through mini-orgasms. And as much as I would love to stay and watch the three interns continue ravaging the hot young nurse, I had to leave.
As I exited the room, there were several other residents out in the hall, hearing the music. "Go on in," I told them, and they did.
CHAPTER THREE
8:40 AM, Memorial Hospital.
Some patients have told my staff that I'm "indiscreet" or "insensitive". That's no accident. I love to embarrass my female patients, and it has become instinctive for me to find ways to do that. Like when I make sure a woman's gown is open slightly in back, and I will have a nurse escort her down the hall to get weighed or a test. I stand back and watch spectators in the hall staring at her jiggling bare ass. The patient often knows that she is being exposed, too - they can feel the draft, see the stares, hear some comments.
In my office, I like having the door opened when I have a woman all or partially nude. Sometimes people are walking by in the hall and get to see a bit of a treat. The female patients hate being exposed that way, but they rarely say anything about it.
This morning at the hospital, I stopped by one last patient on the second floor. Carol was a forty-four year old married brunette woman who was pretty attractive for her age; a pretty face and a nice curvy figure. She was a fairly new patient for me. She had been admitted last night with chest pains. It is quite common for people to have symptoms of heart attacks when it in reality can be something else completely. Sometimes it's just heartburn. In Carol's case, that's likely what it was, but she was kept overnight for observation.
Carol was reclining in the bed closest to the window. When I entered the room, there were a number of visitors present. They were introduced to me as Carol's husband, Carol's sister, the sister's husband (Carol's brother-in-law), and the sister's son, who appeared to be eighteen, pimply and gangly. Carol was resting comfortably in a hospital gown with a sheet pulled up over her, her bed propped up at about a forty-five degree angle. The family started to leave the room. I told them that they could stay, that I would only be a few minutes to check Carol's vitals, and that I would pull the curtain.
The bed nearest the door was empty, and the family moved over to that half of the room. I pulled the curtain that was between the beds. But I didn't close it completely. I left it open at both ends, a good three feet. Standing by the window facing the curtain, I asked Carol a few questions, and then announced loudly that I was going to pull her gown down.
Behind the curtain, I could hear Carol's husband talking to Carol's sister. Then, as I was untying the strings of Carol's gown around her neck, I saw Carol's brother-in-law, subtly peeking around the curtain by the top of the bed. And, I could see Carol's nephew, looking around the curtain down by the foot of the bed. Carol was looking at me and didn't see them.
I pulled Carol's gown down below both breasts, and roamed my stethoscope and hands around her chest. "Raise your hands over your head and face the window." There was no reason for that, but it made Carol look more vulnerable. Carol was now topless, with her hands over her head, her larger C cup breasts hanging nicely on her bare chest. Despite a tanned chest, her tits were very pale, capped with large dark areolas. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the brother-in-law standing straight and looking down at his sister-in-law's chest. I wondered if he'd ever seen her tits before. And I glanced over at Carol's nephew. His eyes were bugging out of his head. He certainly looked like he'd never seen his aunt's tits before, if he'd ever seen any tits before.
I made a point to move my fingers and stethoscope around rapidly, which caused Carol's tits to jiggle for the man and teen watching. Then I told Carol I was going to check her abdomen. I pulled the bed sheet down all the way off of her feet. Then I lifted the hem of her hospital gown exposing her thighs, and then finally I exposed Carol's panty-covered bottom. Her panties were pink cotton. She probably didn't have a chance to change when she came from the hospital, and this just happened to be what she was wearing at the time. They did seem clean, and pulled tight over her pubic mound.
Carol was still facing the window as I grabbed her panties, and gently pulled them down her hips, down her thighs, and pulled them off of her feet. I gently pushed her thighs apart, and Carol obligingly spread her legs a little. I rubbed and tapped on her abdomen, just above her thick triangle of brown pubic hair. It was quite a bush.
I glanced back over at the nephew, and he was in a slack-jawed gawk, his eyes perhaps six feet from his aunt's exposed pussy. He even had a pretty good erection going, tenting his slacks. The brother-in-law was also staring intently, but with a firm jaw and lust-filled eyes.
Carol turned to face me, and caught her nephew looking at her from the other side of the curtain. She didn't say anything, but her eyes made it clear that she knew she was being seen naked by her teen nephew. Then she caught her brother-in-law looking at her. She started to sit up, but her legs were still spread and I held her down.
Then Carol's husband must have noticed one or both of his in-laws watching his wife. He stopped talking, and quickly walked over and started to close the curtain at the bottom by the nephew. He looked over long enough to know that Carol's naked tits and pussy were being seen by his nephew and brother-in-law. The brother-in-law stepped away from the curtain, and I pulled Carol's gown down over her bottom, and casually pulled her top up over her tits. I said a few kind words to Carol about not worrying and being released shortly. Then I walked around the curtain to leave, I was met with a dirty stare by a flustered and blushing husband, but he said nothing to me.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
While filling out a form at the nurse's station, I saw an orderly name Igor entering a patient's room. He looked a little suspicious. I knew Igor could be a little naughty, ever since the time that I walked in on him fondling a comatose sixty-eight year-old woman's tits and pussy. I didn't report Igor - not only was he a kindred spirit, but with something hanging over Igor, I've used Igor to act as lookout for my own adventures. In return I sometimes gave Igor a heads-up if he was working a shift where I knew a fairly attractive woman was comatose or under anesthesia.
I quietly followed Igor into the room. This wasn't one of my patients. Whomever she was, she was unconscious, and Igor had her gown pulled up to her waist, and he was on the bed, fucking her. I watched the large orderly fuck the still patient and gnaw on her tits for a few minutes, then silently left.
CHAPTER FOUR
9:20 AM, at my private office.
A fine start to the office portion of my day. My first patient was Kathy. She has a last name, but I like to refer to classy women by their first name as one more tool to bring them down a little more. Kathy had been a patient for a few years, but had only come in for emergencies and had never gotten a full physical before. So this was the first time that I got to see the attractive blonde wife, mother, and career woman, naked.
Exam Room 3 is next to my office, and, like my office, has a window facing the office building next door. The Venetian blinds in Exam Room 3 are often set so they aren't completely closed. People above them can see down into the exam room. Specifically, there are three second-floor offices on the building next door that can see in. I didn't have to watch Kathy undress on the hidden camera that records everything in Exam Room 3. I knew she was undressing, because the man in one of those offices was peering out his window, down into Exam Room 3. I don't know the man's name, but I refer to him as "Bud." Bud, a bald chubby middle aged man, spends a lot of time looking out his window into Exam Room 3.
I entered Exam Room 3 to see Kathy sitting on the edge of the table in only a flimsy paper gown. I deliberately closed the door fast enough to cause a slight breeze, which blew the paper off her legs a little. Kathy tried to hold it down to cover at least the upper parts of her thigh.
I asked some pleasantries and got some personal information. "How many children do you have?"
"Two. My son is twenty, and my daughter is eighteen."
"Have I met your children?"
"No. My daughter Brittany is here for the first time after going to pediatricians. She's your next patient."
Hmm. A teen girl. Sounds promising. "I'll bet she's as pretty as her mother." Kathy didn't respond, just looked a little flustered. Then I checked her ears, nose, throat, and a few other routine things. Standing as close to her as I could, even pressing against her on occasion, I admired her well-groomed blonde hair, delicately done makeup, and a whiff of perfume. Most of the time, when women come in for exams, they make themselves look their best for me.
Then I asked some routine questions, jotting them down in her file. "When was your last period?" "Any problems with discharges?" "Spotting?"
And then I threw in a few less than routine questions. "Have you had any pain during sex?"
"No."
"Have you had anal sex in the past year?"
"No."
"Have you been treated for an STD in the past year?"
"No."
"Have you had multiple partners in the past year?"
"No."
Kathy's voice wasn't quite to the irritated stage from my intrusive personal questions yet, but she was getting a quizzical expression on her face.
"We'll begin the breast examination now. Will you just allow your gown to drop to your waist?"
Kathy let her paper gown drop off of her chest. I stared at her bare tits for the first time. Not bad for a mature woman. Smallish, but fairly firm, with smaller pinkish brown areolas. I made a point of smiling as I stared at them. As her legs dangled off of the exam table, I moved in as close as I could, bumping my thigh into her bare knees.
"What I'd like you to do is place your hands on your waist like this and press real hard. Place your hands like this", I said clasping my hands, "and pull real hard."
Kathy did as she was told. She was looking away from me, or down. This part of the exam was actually standard, but I enjoyed watching her thrust her chest out and present me her tits.
"Put your hands on your waist. Turn to the left. Now the right." I smiled as she posed for me.
"Fine. Could you raise your hands above your head?" The classy woman raised her arms up as instructed. "We'll perform an auxiliary examination."
I reached out with my right hand, and felt the side of her left tit. I worked my hand around her tit with slow rolling motions. Her breathing got heavier. Her nipples were still soft, her areolas flat. Up to this point I was going by the book, except for my smiling. After going over the sides of both of her tits, I felt around the rest of her tits. I wanted to get her nipples hard while she was still sitting up. With some tweaking and tugging, they finally sprouted, as her areolas puckered. I felt her longer than she was used to, no doubt. And, I was into a full-palm fondle, which an experienced woman would probably think is unusual. Kathy's tits were softer than the younger nurses' tits I was fondling earlier today, but that's normal. They were still getting me hard.
"Now we'll begin palpations. Please lie down on your back." Kathy lay back on the exam table, and I pulled out the tray for her feet. "Hands above your head." Kathy lay back with her hands up. I placed both hands on her left tit, and circled them around her areolas. I worked my way to the outside, jiggling the tit more than I should have. Then I "rocked" the nipple, squeezing it for "discharge." Kathy would have been used to this, too. But of course I spent an unusually long time on the eraser-sized nipple, diddling it and tugging it.
"Kathy, will you see if you can express any discharge?" Kathy knew what I was asking, and reached down with her right hand, and began pulling on her own nipple. This was also standard, but I enjoyed watching the woman playing with her own nipples.
I couldn't resist a few more inappropriate questions. "Good, no discharge. Do you work your nipples much during masturbation sessions?"
She hesitated, but then answered, "No."
"Does your husband bite them or pull hard on them?"
"No."
I repeated all of this "examining" with her right tit. Kathy's breathing got heavier, and I enjoyed her chest going up and down under my palm. She was reacting, probably knowing I was being inappropriate to some degree, but she wasn't about to verbally object. She may have noticed that my semi-hard cock was bumping against her thigh and knee. That would have been another big clue to her that I was enjoying fondling her.
I pulled on both of her nipples longer as I smiled down on her. My breathing was heavier, as well as Kathy's. She involuntarily shuddered and thrust her chest out. Her nipples looked long and swollen now.
"Very good, Kathy. Now we'll do the vaginal exam." I raised the back of the table so her torso was partially sitting up. Then I pulled the two stirrups out from the sides of the exam table. I helped Kathy place her feet in each one. I pushed back her paper gown down her thighs, and exposed her pussy. Most physicians would have told her that she could cover her top now, but I made a point not to. And so this pretty wife was sitting back with her tits out, her legs spread wide, and her pussy showing. I love my job.
As I said, most women come to me looking their best. Kathy was no exception, and had fresh-shaved legs, and a neatly trimmed pussy. It was nice to see that she didn't shave her pussy completely, but it was newly trimmed short, and shaved back a bit from her thigh.
I put on a latex glove and dabbed some lubrication on it. I inserted a Speculum into her pussy to keep it open. I slid my finger in, and turned it, clockwise and counter clockwise. I went in deep, smiling at Kathy.
I removed the Speculum, and then added more lubrication to my finger, and slid it up her puckered asshole. Kathy inhaled. It was a tight fit. "Relax".
Now that I was "in", the real fun started. "You don't like anal sex?"
"No."
"Have you ever tried anal sex?"
"No."
"You should try it." I slid my finger in deep, and then slid it in and out slowly. Kathy inhaled and exhaled loudly. I could feel her trying to relax her muscles.
While my right finger was still in her asshole, I slid my left hand into her pussy. This was actually by the book. But what wasn't in the book was that I wasn't wearing a glove on my left hand. I was sliding my bare finger in and out of her pussy. There was still some lubrication from the jelly I'd inserted before. But soon, I could tell that there was some natural secretion also.
Kathy started to breathe unevenly, and looked up into my eyes, probably wondering when I was going to be done. But I was just starting.
"A little bit longer." I leered down at her as she lay back. She was in a very vulnerable position, on her back with her legs spread, with a man who wasn't her husband playing with her pussy and her asshole. Her expressions varied from irritation to fear to some anger. She was pretty sure that I was going over the line, but she wasn't saying so.
I moved my middle and index fingers around in her pussy. "You're still pretty tight, Kathy. Do you Kegel?"
Kathy looked at me, and simply shook her head no. She was starting to move her butt around in discomfort.
I slid my left thumb up over her clit and diddled around the swollen knob. Kathy emitted an audible gasp.
"You're doing fine, Kathy." I continued working her asshole, her pussy, and her clit simultaneously. Her exposed nipples were still rock hard.
"WHoooo!" Kathy emitted moans, shuddering her bottom around my hands, as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She bit her lip, but couldn't help but let out a few more grunts as she wiggled her bottom and shook her thighs as much as she could in her constraining position. Her thighs jiggled, then clamped around my hand like a vise.
Kathy shook through an orgasm. I made her have it. She knew I knew she had an orgasm. She knew that I'd deliberately forced her orgasm. But perhaps she wasn't a hundred percent sure yet. Or maybe she just didn't know what to do or say about it. Either way she likely felt some shame, because she'd had an obvious orgasm in front of a man who wasn't her husband. Her face was red, but Kathy said nothing.
But I wasn't done yet. While making a lot of noise with instruments, I unzipped my fly, and hauled out my hard cock. I deftly reached into my pocket for a condom, opened the package, and slipped it over my erection. I stood up, making sure that Kathy's gown was up to her knees, shielding my lower body. I placed my dick head between her legs. With Kathy's knees up high and her legs spread wide, I slowly and carefully slid my cock into her well-lubricated and stretched pussy.
Kathy's face looked alarmed, but the light I had shining on her face kept her from staring down at me too long. She was wondering what instrument I was "examining" her with now. The instrument I was using was my favorite one to use, one that I was very attached to. It's not the first time I've fucked a patient during an exam. They get used to spreading their pussies for me, having large blunt instruments shoved up their slits, and one more might alarm them, especially when I'm sitting higher. They may suspect I'm up to something, but with no proof I've never been called on it.



"Just another minute, Kathy," I said in a confident tone. If felt so good, being inside of the pretty, mature wife. I wanted to slam into her hard and fast, but I kept my composure, and slowly moved in and out of her a few times, feeling just a slight friction as I glided through her warm lubricated love canal. Her pussy was a little loose, but for a mother her age, not bad at all.
I didn't want to push things too far with a bright educated woman. It didn't matter if I didn't stay in her long, or cum, or if I couldn't ride her hard. I was officially fucking her, and I was aroused and proud of myself for conquering her.
In just a few short moments, I pulled out, slipped the wet condom in my pocket, and zipped my pants up.
I cleaned up, and handed Kathy some tissues. "Very good, Kathy, we're all finished. You can get dressed, but wait for the nurse to stop by and give you a booster shot. Now, I'll go meet your daughter!"
CHAPTER FIVE
9:40 AM, at my private office.
Brittany WAS as pretty as her mom. She was a little teen hottie, brand new at eighteen. She shared her mom's blonde hair, only Brittany's was straight and longer. She had a really pretty face, with a clear tanned complexion, and braces on her teeth. She was quite slender, and shorter than her mom, with a firm, compact body.
"Good morning Brittany, I'm Doctor Dickter."
"Hi," she said, shyly.
"So, you've been going to Dr. Little up to now."
"Yes," answered Brittany.
"Did Dr. Little ever give you a full breast and pelvic exam?"
"Uh, no, I don't think so."
"Well, now that you're becoming of age, we'll check and see how you're maturing. Did your mom clue you in what to expect from a 'woman' exam?"
"Uh, a little, I guess."
"Now I'm going to give you the same treatment I just gave your mom right next door." I don't know if she caught my dirty tone of voice and my little smirk while thinking of Kathy. A mother daughter combo; it's too bad I couldn't get them into the same room.
"I'm going to ask you some pretty personal questions, there's no need to be embarrassed. Are you having regular periods now?"
"Yes."
"Do you have painful cramps?"
"Uh, sometimes."
"Are your breasts and nipples more tender?"
"Tender?"
"Do they feel good when you touch them?"
"Uh yeah." For the first time Brittany started to get red and look away from me.
"Have you had sexual intercourse?"
"No."
"Do you masturbate regularly?
Brittany hesitated on this question. "No."
"Brittany, you have to be truthful."
"Yeah," she quietly confessed.
"Can you give yourself an orgasm?"
"Sometimes."
"Just sometimes, or most of the time?"
"A lot of the time."
Do you ever insert objects into your vagina?"
"Objects?"
"When you masturbate. Dildos, vibrators?"
"No."
"Now Brittany, I'm going to know when I look in there, so you might as well tell me."
"Just a hairbrush."
"The handle of your hairbrush?"
"Um, yes."
"Is it smooth and made of plastic?"
"Yes."
"It feels good, huh?"
"Uh, yeah."
"Have you ever had an STD?"
"A what?"
"A social disease."
"No."
"Are you sure you're not sexually active?"
"Yes."
"I know a lot of girls don't think that oral sex is having sex. Have you ever performed oral sex on a boy?"
"No."
"Okay, Brittany, let's start the exam."
I went through the usual eye, ear, nose, and throat exams as I had with her mom. Brittany wore more eye makeup than her mom, not applied as well, but it was sort of sexy seeing the teen girl try to look like an adult.
"We'll begin the breast examination now. Will you just allow your gown to drop to your waist?"
The shy teen pulled the paper garment down and obligingly bunched it down to her waist. Her tits were small, bordering on tiny. But on her petite slender frame they looked reasonably sized. And they were incredibly firm. The seemed to defy gravity the way they sat so high up on her chest and jutted straight out. Her tits were completely pale, showing nice tan lines on her darker frame. Clearly she wore two-piece bathing suits. Her areolas were very pink, pinker than her mom's, and her nipples were already hard and sticking out.
"Did you ever have to undress for Dr. Little?"
"No, not for a long time."
"Has any man seen you topless since you developed breasts?"
"Um, no."
"None of the boys from school?"
"No."
"Your dad or your brother?"
"No."
"You haven't, um, 'accidentally' left the blinds open so the neighbors could see you?"
"No."
Okay, if she was truthful, I was the first man to see these delicious young titties, at least to her knowledge. No matter how long I did this job, it was still a downright thrill to be the first man to stand in front of a woman naked.
"There's nothing to be embarrassed about. Actually, you have very nice looking breasts. But we have to examine them just to be sure that everything is okay."
"Umm,hmm," Brittany mumbled, looking up at me.
The slender young teen stood in front of me with her hands on her hips.
"Put your hands on your waist. Turn to the left. Now the right." I smiled as she posed for me.
"Fine. Could you raise your hands above your head?" The shy teen raised her arms up as instructed. "We'll perform an auxiliary examination."
I reached out with my right hand, and felt the side of her left tit. I worked my hand around her tit with slow rolling motions. Her breathing got heavier. Her nipples were hard as a rock. After going over the sides of both of her tits, I felt around the rest of her tits. I was into a full-palm fondle, my big hands covering each tit easily, her nipples poking the center of my palm. Brittany's tits were firmer than her mom's, and jiggled and snapped back into position quicker than Kathy's tits. My cock was rock hard and tenting my trousers.
"While you're standing, I want to check your spine and posture." I was pretty much winging this part. What I wanted to do was check out this young teen's ass while she was in a standing position. I stood at her side, and ran my hand down her naked back along her spine. She did have an amazing ass. They don't get much better than this.
I ran my fingers down her tailbone, and took the liberty of cupping her left butt check and squeezing it. Oh, man. It was so hard you could crack an egg on it! I cupped her pussy mound with my left hand and grabbed her ass cheeks with my right hand, as the embarrassed teen tried to keep her balance.
"Now we'll begin palpations. Please lie down on your back." Brittany lay back on the exam table, and I pulled out the tray for her feet. "Hands above your head." Brittany lay back with her hands up. I placed both hands on her left tit, and circled them around her areola. I worked my way to the outside, jiggling the tit more than I should have. Then I "rocked" the nipple, squeezing it for "discharge," explaining what I was doing in a calm voice, but with a smile on my face.
"Brittany, will you see if you can express any discharge?"
"What?"
"Tug on your nipple and see if you can get milk to secrete."
Brittany began pulling on her own nipple, as I stood back and watched her play with her own tit.
"Good, no discharge. Do you work your nipples much during masturbation sessions?"
She hesitated, but then answered, "Yes."
I repeated all of this "examining" with her right tit. Brittany's breathing got heavier, and I enjoyed her little chest going up and down under my palm. She may have noticed that my rock-hard cock was rubbing firmly against her thigh and knee. But she of course said nothing.
I pulled on both of her nipples longer as I smiled down on her. My breathing was heavier, as well as Brittany's. She involuntarily shuddered and thrust her chest out. She tried to look away, but from time to time she would look up at me with her big blue eyes.
"Very good, Brittany. Now we'll do the vaginal exam." I raised the back of the table so her torso was partially sitting up. Then I pulled the two stirrups out from the sides of the exam table. I helped Brittany place her feet in each one. I pushed back her paper gown down her thighs, and exposed her pussy. And so this pretty teen was sitting back with her tits out, her legs spread wide, and her young hairy pussy showing. I love my job.
Brittany's pussy was hairier than her mom's. It was perhaps trimmed back away from her bikini line, but was otherwise a full tangle of blonde hair.
I put on a latex glove and dabbed some lubrication on it. I inserted a Speculum into her pussy to keep it open. I slid my finger in, and turned it, clockwise and counter clockwise. I went in deep, smiling at Brittany.
I removed the Speculum, and then added more lubrication to my finger, and slid it up her puckered asshole. Brittany inhaled. It was a tight fit. "Relax".
I didn't want to hurt the young girl if she had a virgin asshole.
"Do you put your finger in your butt when you masturbate?"
"No."
I slid my finger in deep, and then slid it in and out slowly. Brittany inhaled and exhaled loudly. I could feel her trying to relax her muscles.
While my right finger was still in her asshole, I slid my left hand into her pussy. I wasn't wearing a glove on my left hand. I was sliding my bare finger in and out of her pussy. There was still some lubrication from the jelly I'd inserted before. But soon, I could tell that there was some natural secretion also.
Brittany started to breathe unevenly, and looked up into my eyes, probably wondering when I was going to be done. But I was just starting.
"A little bit longer." I leered down at her as she lay back. She was in a very vulnerable position, on her back with her legs spread, for an old man who was playing with her pussy and her asshole. She didn't show the irritation or anger that her mom had. Her expressions were more of surprise and embarrassment. She was starting to move her little butt around in discomfort.
I slid my left thumb up over her clit and diddled around the swollen knob. Brittany emitted a high-pitched gasp.
"You're doing wonderful, Brittany." I continued working her asshole, her pussy, and her clit simultaneously. Her exposed nipples were still rock hard.
"Ah!" Brittany emitted a barely audible squeal, shuddering her bottom around my hands, as her eyes rolled up into the back of her head. She bit her lip, but couldn't help but let out a few more gasps as she wiggled her bottom and shook her thighs as much as she could in her constraining position. Her firm thighs jiggled just slightly, then clamped around my hand.
Brittany shook through an orgasm. I made her have it. She probably knew I knew she had an orgasm, but pretended not to. She likely didn't know that I'd deliberately forced her orgasm. But she'd had an obvious orgasm in front of an old man who she'd never met before. Her face was bright red, but Brittany said nothing.
But I wasn't done yet. While making a lot of noise with instruments, I unzipped my fly, and hauled out my hard cock. I deftly reached into my pocket for a condom, opened the package, and slipped it over my erection. I stood up, making sure that Brittany's gown was up to her knees, shielding my lower body. I placed my dick head between her legs. With Brittany's knees up high and her legs spread wide, I slowly and carefully slid my cock into her well-lubricated but still extremely tight pussy.
Brittany's face looked alarmed, but the light I had shining on her face kept her from staring down at me too long.
"Just another minute, Brittany," I said in a confident tone. I slid in and out just a little faster than I had when I fucked her mom a few minutes before, just enough for some good friction in her tight pussy, but not enough to move her body, or mine. If felt exhilarating, being inside of the pretty, virgin teen.
Looking down at her as I fucked her, and thinking of her mom in the same position moments earlier, I quickly shot a load of cum into my condom in Brittany's pussy. The moment my pulsating started to subside, I pulled my cock out. It may not have completely occurred to her, but I had just officially taken her virginity. I fucked the hot married mom, and then popped her hot teen daughter's cherry. And I got paid for the pleasure.
CHAPTER SIX
10:20 AM, at my private office
I was checking the "security" camera aimed at the front desk, and I caught Mr. Spackle, an eighty-one-year-old patient, looking down Gail's top, as he was checking in. Hunched way over the counter, his head half-way through the window, peering over his glasses. Gail likely knew what he was doing, but she didn't stop him or adjust her top. That's because I've trained her not to.
When you are a powerful, respected doctor, there are many ways to get women to do what you want them to do. In the medical field these days, all personnel are under a constant paranoid cloud, in fear every day, knowing that one wrong move could cost a patient's life, get them sued, lose them their license, get them arrested, or all of the above. And I've caught nurses making mistakes that, if I hadn't noticed, would have jeopardized a patient's life. I've caught staff members writing prescriptions on my script. And I've framed innocent staffers with both of these offenses. Through years of practice, I've managed to turn a number of my female staffers into virtual slaves with threats of arrest, loss of license, and the like.
Gail was once such innocent victim of my clever frame-up. I almost had HER convinced that she'd prescribed herself narcotics by forging my signature. And that's why she would endure, among other things, a dirty old man staring down her top while she worked the reception desk. Gail was a pretty, petite, forty-two-year-old wife and mother, with a firm slender figure for a woman her age. But her tits are tiny which, I discovered years ago, made it easy to see into her stiff padded bras all the way down to her nipple. I used this to my advantage by simply insisting that Gail continue to wear tops that scoop down or gap open, and that she continue wearing bras with stiff cups that gap away to expose her nipples while she sits at the front desk. Every day for the past three years, she has sat there, as countless men, from ages eighteen to eighty-eight, stand above her and stare at her nipples. And I've had the pleasure of watching a lot of them do it. Perhaps hundreds and hundreds of men have now seen the attractive mature receptionist's exposed tits. She hates it. I can see it in her eyes when she glances up and catches them hovering over her. She is humiliated. She's demoralized. That's just the point.
We do have to maintain a display of professionalism in the office, so I don't make my staff run around half-naked or in slutty outfits or any such thing. But the discerning patient will notice that the nurses and office women don't wear tops that cover their ass; white translucent slacks that show some wiggle to their butts is the code; colored underwear under their white slacks and thin tops are strongly encouraged, and that the buttons and zippers of their uniform tops are just a little lower than when they left the house.
My nurse Julie isn't a major babe, but when one is looking for competent registered nurses that are also blackmailed sex slaves, one can't be too choosy. Julie is also a wife and mom, thirty-nine-years old. She is fairly tall, has a very pretty face, with short blonde hair. Her butt, despite being a little too large, gets the attention of many of the male patients as Julie walks ahead of them from the lobby to the exam rooms. As I said, white fairly see-through slacks, colored panties, and a jiggling ass gets a lot of patients going, as it does me. And once in the exam room, most men lock their eyes on Julie's big tits. Some days they simply get a glimpse of her bra between her buttons if her top is too tight. But most days her top buttons are undone enough so her cleavage is spilling out of her bra as she sits on a chair and asks the patient questions, while the surprised men sit on the examination table above her.
And then when Julie takes their blood pressure, she routinely rubs the men's hand and forearm along her left tit. Julie knows that she is in trouble if she doesn't do this for most men. And she knows that despite her being in a room with a closed door as she allows strange men to grope her tit, I may be watching, because there is a hidden camera in all of the exam rooms. I put them there myself. I'm pretty smart, and I figured out all by myself to place a pinhole camera up in the air vent, and connect it with software on my office computer. Full color and pretty good quality, too.
Julie just checked in a chunky eighteen-year-old boy for severe acne. I could see on my monitor that he couldn't get his hardon down after viewing Julie's ass and tit shows and tit rub. The busty mature nurse sure got him riled. So after my quick office visit with the teen, I tapped Julie on the waist and quietly told her, "Take your time." This was my code to Julie that I wanted her to take her time with the young patient, and give him the full treatment. Of course not every male patient got Julie's "treatment," but on a slow day and a horny patient, I liked to watch this.
I watched the show from my computer screen in my office. There is no sound on the hidden mic - I've been meaning to look into that. But on the screen I could see Julie talking to the chunky teen, and then begin to unbutton her blouse. She opened her blouse wide, reached into her peach-colored bra cups, and pulled out both of her big pale tits. She left them hanging over the cups, arched her back, took the stunned boy's hands, and placed them on her tits.
While her tits were kneaded by the now-grinning teen, Julie unzipped his fly and pulled his pants down, until his cock sprang out. Julie stroked it like a pro, occasionally leaning forward to French kiss the slobbering boy. Julie tugged down her own slacks and panties past her knees, and kicked them off, baring her big white ass and thick thighs. The boy took one hand and rubbed Julie's hairy pussy.
Julie practically pushed the boy back down on the table, his legs dangling off the edge. The mature nurse then climbed on top of the lad, slid her pussy down over his stiff cock, and fucked the boy on the table. Her ass was thrusting up and down as her big tits dangled and swung. The boy reached up and grabbed her tits as he fucked up into the woman on top of him.
Apparently the boy didn't cum quick enough for Julie. She climbed down off of him, turned around, put her feet on the foot step at the bottom of the table, and re-inserted his cock into her pussy. She was now faced in the opposite direction as the boy. With her feet on the step, she had leverage, and she worked her knees as she rapidly bounced up and down on him. Her tits jiggled all over and her ass cheeks rippled as she bounced on him like a Jell-O-covered pogo stick on speed.
Julie's mouth was open, and soon her eyes closed. The lad's eyes closed also, as his hands gripped her hips and moved up and down with her bouncing torso. His jaw was sticking out and his teeth clenched as he fucked the much-older woman. In a few short minutes, knowing Julie as I do, it looked to me like she was having an orgasm, with her fluttering eyelids and shuddering body. And it looked like the boy did too, as Julie stopped her bouncing, sat on the young man panting for just a moment, and then climbed down and wiped herself and her patient off before getting dressed.
CHAPTER SEVEN
3:00 PM, at my private office
Linda Graham had just been in the office the previous day, but not for herself. She had come in because her son was seriously ill, and needed surgery. But there had been an insurance gap when her husband lost his job, and so neither her old or new insurance companies would cover the expensive operation, and no surgeon would perform the surgery without insurance. So she came in begging me to change the date that her son was first diagnosed. It was pretty simple; all I had to do was change one date on one form. The risk to my license was minimal even if I got caught.



"Please," Linda had begged as she cried in my office, sitting in a chair across from my desk, with her son still back in the exam room. "He could die without this operation, and no surgeon will touch it without insurance."
I sat back and looked at Linda. She was not my patient, she went to another doctor, but I'd seen her numerous times in the past year when she brought her son. She was a striking looking woman. Probably about forty, a tall shapely brunette. Her legs were long, her tits were big, she looked like a former Vegas model with a wholesome Midwestern face.
I told her that she was asking me to risk my license and my practice. I gave her the whole routine. I knew I had her, the way she sobbed. But, my schedule was booked solid the rest of the day, and I was already running behind.
I stood up and walked around my desk, and stood behind her in her chair. She was wearing a cotton blouse buttoned up high. I put my hands on her shoulders. Then I dropped the other shoe. "I can be bribed. But not with money." My hands massaged her shoulders. "A beautiful woman like you can get a man to do nearly anything, if you're willing."
"No, I won't do that! I don't cheat on my husband." she whimpered, once she caught my drift.
"I don't want you to 'cheat.' But even a healthy woman like you needs to be, ah, 'looked at' by a qualified doctor. Come back tomorrow. Book an appointment for yourself, alone. I want to... examine you. Book a complete physical. Isn't one appointment with me worth the life of your son? Isn't it?"
I slid my hands down her chest from behind. Her breasts were really large on the tall woman, probably a 40D bra that I had in my hands. Linda didn't stop me.
"You'll have 'doctor-patient immunity, no one needs to know. Do we have a deal, Linda?" I gave her tits a firm squeeze over her bra.
"Yyyy...yes," she sobbed.
"Good. Now sit here until you're composed, and when you leave tell the front desk to book an appointment tomorrow for a complete physical."
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
So now, I was walking into Exam Room 2 to give Mrs. Graham a full "physical." Linda sat on the exam table, dressed in a tight sweater, and tight blue jeans. My take is that she didn't want to look too obviously sexy, but didn't want to blow the deal by looking unattractive. Her full shoulder-length brown hair was well groomed. Her make-up was well applied. I was impressed.
"Good afternoon, Linda," I started. "You look very nice today. It's going to be a pleasure examining you."
Linda's knees were shaking as I looked closely into her eyes. "Let's check your ears." I turned to her right side, but instead of looking in her ear, I swathed my tongue around it. She shuddered, but kept silent, staring ahead.
I asked her to open her mouth and stick her tongue out. She obeyed, and I stuck my tongue out and touched hers with it. She instinctively rolled her tongue back in her mouth and closed her lips.
"Uh, uh. No deal unless you do EVERYTHING I say. Stick your tongue back out. Real far."
Linda did as told, with sad puppy dog eyes. I slithered my tongue around hers, both of our tongues out of our mouths. "Say Ahh!"
"Ahh," Linda moaned, while I still flitted my tongue around hers. Then I moved in and kissed her on the lips while still tongue-ing her. We entwined for a minute. The tall woman whimpered nearly inaudibly but she kept her tongue against mine.
"Now it's time for a breast exam. Have you checked for lumps lately?"
"Uh, yes."
"But it's always good to have a professional check too. Allow me to help you with your sweater."
I grabbed the hem of her sweater and pulled the garment up, over her big white bra. Linda obediently lifted her arms, and I pulled her sweater over her head, catching it briefly on her chin, before pulling it through her hair. I threw the sweater onto a chair, staring at her bra and protruding cleavage. I reached around Linda, and unhooked her bra. I grasped the straps, and pulled down, until the bra cups fell free, and her big mature tits fell loose. As I tossed the bra onto the chair, Linda covered her tits with her arms.
"Hands on your hips, please." Linda did as she was told. "Holy Christ!" I exclaimed, "That is a nice big rack!" Her areolas were large and fairly dark, and her mature hooters sloped down a little, but for the most part they were magnificent mammaries on a mature mamma.
Linda looked down at the floor, choking back tears. But when I told her to "Thrust your chest out, arch your back," she obeyed, and I stood before her and smiled while admiring her tits.
"Now I'll check for lumps. But I won't use the three finger method, not for these big babies, or I'd be here all day." I simply put both hands out and squeezed and palmed them.
They were heavy monsters. I fondled them roughly, lifting and kneading them.
"Now I will check for secretion." I tugged hard on her nipples. They got real, real long, and fat. Her areolas puckered. Her thumb-sized nipples got twin tugs from my fingers, much harder than I would normally squeeze a nipple. I shook her tits by shaking her nipples up and down.
"No secretion yet. Let me try the oral method." I leaned over and planted my lips on Linda's right nipple, and suckled it, while still groping her left tit. I alternated from one nipple to the other, biting them occasionally.
Linda put her hands behind her on the table, and threw her head back, her eyes and mouth both wide open. I slapped her tits a little just to get them to bobble and sway. I love to watch tits move.
I stood up straight, and while wiping saliva from my mouth, said, "Okay Linda, stand up please."
Linda obeyed, trying to cover her exposed tits with her arms. I reached down and unsnapped her denim pants, unzipped them, and tugged the tight slacks down her mature hips and butt. She stayed as still as she could while I jostled her, finally getting past her butt to expose pink cotton panties, stretched tightly over her ass and pubic mound.
"Pink, nice!" I commented, as I pulled her pants down her long thighs and calves. Linda obediently stepped out of her pants one foot at a time.
I took a moment to admire her long bare legs. Then I grabbed her panties from both sides, and yanked them down to her knees in one tug. I let the panties fall to her feet, as I admired Linda's big forest of long brown pubic hair. I love pubic hair.
Linda kept trying to hide her bare body parts, and I had to tell her, "Keep your hands on your hips, Linda. Stand up straight, shoulders back."
Linda posed nude for me as I walked around her and admired her statuesque form. Her butt had a little bit of mature meat, but not bad, and the pale butt flesh and long matronly butt crack gave my cock tingles. I ran my hand down her waist as she shivered, and toyed with her meaty butt cheeks, squeezing them and sliding my palm around them. I slid my middle finger up her crack slowly, and she puckered her cheeks and gasped.
"Very nice, Linda, now please lay back down on the table. I'll examine your breasts some more." Linda lied back on the table. Her big pale tits sloped just slightly off to the sides. I fondled them once again, squeezing, batting, jiggling, and tugging them. I leaned over and tongued them, covering them with saliva. Standing at her right side, I slid my right hand down her stomach and hips, taking a moment to squeeze the inside of her upper right thigh. Finally I rested my hand on her nest, and rubbed her pussy slowly.
"Oh, yes, I nearly forgot, we need to take your temperature. I have a special oral thermometer for you." Then I threw off my lab coat and shoes, and quickly unsnapped and unzipped my pants, and dropped them on the floor. My briefs came off next, and my hard cock sprang out.
Linda looked over at my exposed hairy cock wide-eyed, as I stood to her side and thrust my cock in her face. "Put this in your mouth until the mercury rises." I slid my cock head into Linda's mouth. She obediently wrapped her lips around it as I leaned in and slid my shaft into her mouth.
"Ah, yes! Good girl, the mercury is rising and red!" I held the back of Linda's head, and fucked her mouth rapidly. Her lips slurped audibly as her neck craned and her head bobbed. My cock was now red, and risen.
"Now I have a very special, thorough breast exam." I grabbed the nearby tube of KY Jelly, uncapped it, held it between her breasts, and dropped a big gob of jelly right between her tits.
I climbed onto the exam table that the busty naked wife was lying on. I threw my right leg over her torso, and straddled her chest. I laid my throbbing cock right between her big tits, right where the gobs of KY was, and slid up and down.
I grabbed both of her tits from the side and squeezed them around my cock. The jelly gave me plenty of friction, and it felt great having my stiff unit encased in my patient's warm soft tits. "Oh, baby!" I groaned.
I rode Linda as her tits shook in my hands. Linda looked down in wide-eyed horror as my dick head disappeared and reappeared from between her tits, just inches from her face. I could've cum that way easily, but I wasn't done with my exam.
I climbed off of my teary patent, pulled the stirrups out, and placed her feet in them. I stared down at her long thighs spread wide, and could see her puckered asshole, and glistening pussy lips sticking out of her hairy mound.
"I'll start the vaginal exam now," I calmly stated. Then I sat down in my stool between her legs, and burrowed my face into her pussy. I felt her warm thighs touching my ears, and licked deep into her salty pussy. She shivered as I tongued her, flitting back and forth, then deep inside. My nose pressed into her clit, and she let out a moan.
I stood between her legs, and stabbed at her pussy slit with my dick head. Her pussy was soaking wet, all on its own. I slid in easily, and fucked rapidly, watching her tits bobble all over.
I stopped fucking the mature wife. I grabbed the KY tube and dabbed some lubrication on my finger, and slid my right index finger inside of her asshole. Linda gasped and recoiled, probably a combination of having her asshole penetrated, the cold lube, and the realization that she was about to get fucked in the ass.
"No, please, I don't... do... that!" She sobbed.
"Shhh," I said, and Linda just silently whispered as I worked my dick head into her asshole. Slowly I pushed it in, inch by inch. Then I started thrusting, hard.
Linda twisted her head back and forth, and twisted her body, causing her tits to shake in opposite directions. I thrust deep and hard, and the gorgeous mom and wife grunted. "Hurg, urgggh!"
I was sweating a little, and the feeling of the tight asshole and the view of the crying and grunting wife gyrating all over beneath me caused me to be close to cumming already.
I reached down and fingered Linda's pussy, and took her swollen clit between my thumb and lubricated index finger. With the jelly, I got a good slippery feeling as I diddled and squeezed her clit.
"OOHHHHH!" Linda squealed. "OHHHHH! AHHHHH!" She flailed around the exam table, thrashing her head from side to side, her hair and her tits flying everywhere, her thighs and stomach jiggling too. "GRRRRGHHHH!"
Linda squeezed her thighs tightly around me, and shuddered through a long orgasm. I've seen patients have more subdued seizures than Linda's orgasm.
That was enough for me, and I let fly a load of jizm into her asshole, leaving my cock inside of her until it was done spurting.
I withdrew my cock from Linda's asshole with a loud "schlurppp", and got dressed. "Get dressed now, hurry," I told her, and she uneasily stood up and started to find her clothes. I handed her some tissue, and she wiped off her mouth, chest, pussy, and asshole, before putting on her clothes.
"You did wonderful in your exam, Linda," I said. "Don't worry about your son, I'll get you the forms you'll need." With that I exited the exam room and left Linda to finish dressing alone.
CHAPTER EIGHT
My private cell phone rang.
"Liberty," said the deep voice with a heavy accent. "Come over if you have a minute. I have one I think you'll like."
I recognized the voice as Dr. Gropya, a podiatrist whose office is across the hall from mine.
"I'm on my way," I replied.
I exited a private door to the hallway, and knocked on the unmarked door that I knew was Dr. Gropya's exam room. The door opened. The older, short, heavyset, sweaty Indian Dr. Gropya quickly let me in, and shut the door behind me. Behind him, on the table, was an unconscious woman with an IV in her arm.
For a podiatrist, Dr. Gropya was able to convince a high number of female patients that they should be put under anesthesia while he did some minor procedure on her foot, something that only required a local. And then he charged them for the anesthesia. The woman before me was about thirty-one, dark-haired, and pretty.
"Look at these beauties," he chuckled in his thick accent. Looking down through his thick glasses, he unbuttoned the woman's blouse to reveal her black bra, and pulled up on the cups to reveal both of her big tits.
While I preferred to sexually humiliate my female patents, Dr. Gropya, who as a foot doctor didn't get to see too many undressed patients, liked to knock out his women, and then get in his looks, and feels. He knew I was a kindred doctor, and sometimes called me over if he had a woman that he was particularly proud to share with me.
"See?" Dr. Gropya said, as he squeezed and jiggled both of the unconscious patient's impressive tits sitting high on her chest. "Nice ones."
I reached over and grabbed the nearest tit, and squeezed the firm melon. "I concur with your diagnosis, Doctor," I agreed.
I continued toying with the woman's big pale tits and dark areolas, while Dr. Gropya unzipped her slacks and pulled them down. He worked her pants and navy panties down to mid-thigh, and ran his stubby fingers through her dark thick pubic hair.
"I have to get back to my patients, but thanks for the thesis," I said, heading for the door.
"Always glad to get a second opinion from you," replied Dr. Gropya. As I opened the door to leave, I looked back and saw the podiatrist lean over between his patient's legs and taste her pussy lips with his tongue.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
I took a moment to go through some mail on my desk. One terse letter was from some lawyer, representing Mrs. Juggs. Joy Juggs was a patient that had no insurance, and I agreed to treat her for an emergency for free - if she agreed to return another day of my choosing and allow herself to be videotaped getting an exam. A medical group wanted to get a videotape of an actual female patient getting an actual female exam, to show to medical students. I agreed to help, and Mrs. Juggs "volunteered" to "star" in the video, which I assured her would only be shown to medical students. But once the professional camera crew came in and videotaped me giving her a complete nude physical, the finished video, uh, somehow ended up getting posted on YouVids, the popular internet video site, and went viral. Okay, I uploaded the video myself.
And then, after Mrs. Juggs, Mr. Juggs, and virtually every male that Mrs. Juggs had ever known had seen her naked with her tits getting felt and her hairy pussy opened wide, she sued me. But I have a copy of the form she signed, and clearly I could get out of this lawsuit with no trouble.
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx
6:00 PM, at my private office
My last patient of the day was Eileen. She was a last-minute appointment, complaining of abdominal pains. I instructed Gail to have her strip to her panties and get into a gown. And I told Gail that she could go home as soon as Eileen was checked in. I would handle the paperwork and billing later. Gail looked at me like she knew I was up to something, but did as she was told. The office was now empty, except for myself, and Eileen.
Sometimes I just go for it. I know women, inside and out. I just knew that Eileen, whom I have treated before but never saw naked, was a woman I could "trust" to keep her humiliation to herself.
Eileen was a thirty-one year old married brunette with no kids, a gorgeous face, and an elegant figure. At five foot seven inches, her hair was long, dark, and straight. Her eyes were brown. Her figure was slender, her thighs perhaps just a bit too skinny. But she was no stick figure. Her hips were just wide enough, and despite her near-skinny shape her tits were pretty large. C cups likely.
I exchanged pleasantries with Eileen, who had to admit that "I had these bad abdominal pains this morning, but they're nearly gone now."
"I'm glad you came in anyway, Eileen. Let's take a look." After the usual looking in her mouth and making a point to move in close to her face, I put my stethoscope to her chest. I moved behind her, and pulled her gown open. I asked her to breathe in and out as I held the stethoscope on her back, but my eyes were on her now-exposed tits. Mmmmm. Big, round, and firm.
I moved back to the front. I held the stethoscope to her chest down by her cleavage with my left hand, but my right hand was cupping her left tit. Nice and firm. I could see by her expression that she was suspicious why I was fondling her tits when her complaint was abdominal pains, but she said nothing. Her nipples got hard from my fondling and pinching, and her areolas puckered. She had long nipples.
I said, "Okay, lie back on the table." Eileen closed the top of her gown, but as Eileen lied back, I opened her gown at the bottom. She was wearing tight blue cotton panties. Without hesitation, I grabbed the sides, and tugged them down her legs. Eileen lifted her butt off the table until her panties were down off her, and I slid them down and dropped them on the chair.
Eileen had a nice dark brown patch of pubic hair. It may have been trimmed back from her thighs a bit, but it was pretty full and long. I liked it.
I tapped on Eileen's stomach and abdomen and asked her if it hurt. Then I pulled out the stirrups. I took each of Eileen's feet and put them into the stirrups, getting in a few feels of her long smooth calves.
I had the syringe prepared and in my lab coat pocket. She didn't even see it before I quickly injected her. She only looked at me with a shocked and quizzical expression. "What was that?"
"It's a drug that is used to immobilize patients so they won't make involuntary movements during surgery. You won't go to sleep. You'll know what's happening, and you'll feel everything. But you won't fight me."
Within seconds the drug weakened her. I grabbed some restraints from the lower drawer of the cabinet. I tied her limp hands above her head and to the corners of the table, and wrapped one around each of her ankles, securing her into the stirrups.
Her feet were in the air, spread wide. Her pussy was fully exposed to me. She could only stare at me as I opened her gown and admired her large breasts sitting high on her slender torso. Her areolas were fairly wide and pink on her fair skin, and her nipples still erect. Eileen could only stare up at me, emitting small gasps and whimpers, as I stood at her side and massaged her bare tits.
I leaned over and planted my mouth on her right tit, and suckled her hard nipple. I did the same with her right tit, leaving a trail of saliva on her tits. I kissed my way up her chest and neck, and then kissed her lips. Her eyelids were heavy but she knew what I was doing as I slid my tongue inside her mouth and found her lethargic tongue. I made out with her while feeling both of her tits.
I slid my right hand down her torso, and rubbed her hair-covered pussy mound, occasionally combing my fingers through the thick long hair. I slid my middle finger into her pussy, and was not surprised to find it moist. Good, I didn't need to use the lubricating jelly that I had stashed in my lab coat pocket.



I moved back between Eileen's legs and inserted several fingers into her pussy as I stood above her. I leered down at her as she stared up at me with a drugged but frightened expression on her whimpering face. I diddled her tight pussy, both for pleasure and to get it all lubricated. I could feel Eileen's pussy muscles contracting some, but she was too weak to fight much.
I dropped my pants, gave my cock a couple of strokes, and laid the hard unit on Eileen's pubic mound. Massaging her bare thighs on each side of me, I slid my cock up and down, feeling her coarse pussy hair sliding along my shaft.
Once completely hard, I aimed my dick head at her exposed slit, and slid it in.
"MMmmmmm!" was all that Eileen could muster. I thrust in all the way.
I grabbed her hips and humped quickly, feeling my cock shaft sliding along her pussy walls. Then I thrust harder, and Eileen's torso started to shake as I pumped into her. Her big tits started to bobble on her chest.
Eileen could only muster a low moan, like some drunk. "Hummmnunnng." I thrust harder, and her groans became rhythmic as her torso was pulled up and down. "Hummm. Hummm. Hunnngh."
I was thrusting rapidly now. Eileen's body was getting thrown around quite a bit. Her tits were bobbling all over, nearly in the opposite direction of her sliding torso. Our hips made loud slapping noises each time they met. Her slender thighs shook also.
"Mmmm. Hummmm. Hungggh!" grunted Eileen as she got tossed.
Then I decided to use that tube of lubricating jelly that was still in my pocket. I pulled out the tube, but some jelly on my middle finger, and worked the digit into Eileen's asshole. She moaned louder as my finger slid deeply into her asshole. But she got even louder when I pulled my cock out of her pussy, put on a lubricated condom, and began to work it into her ass.
I pushed her legs back to bring her asshole to the edge of the table, and managed to slowly slide my throbbing muscle into her ass. It was tight, and I asked out loud, "Do you let your husband fuck you in the ass?" Of course Eileen couldn't answer.
I stroked rapidly again, thrusting in an upward motion, and with all the foreplay and all the tightness, and staring at the hot slender naked wife below me, I gushed sperm into my condom in her asshole.
After cleaning myself and disposing of the used condom, I grabbed Eileen's panties off the floor. I slid them on her legs and up over her butt. She was starting to come around but was still pretty limp, so I took the liberty of sliding her pants up her legs and over her bottom, putting her bra on her chest, helping her up to a sitting position, hooking her bra, and pulling her shirt over her head.
Once I got her shoes on her, I got her to stand up. She was conscious but still too groggy and too shocked to say a word.
"Eileen, I want to thank you for having consensual sex with me, which is what I'll tell anybody if you should make a complaint. So I will trust you to be discreet about your little office visit with your family doctor."
I helped Eileen out the front door, and made sure that she got to her car okay. A few minutes later I looked out the window, and her car was gone. I'm quite confident that I will never see or hear from her again.
But she was a good fuck while it lasted. I love my job.
THE END
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It was dusk as Linda exited her car and walked across the theater parking lot. The temperature was warm enough that Linda didn't need the button sweater that she wore over her scooping sleeveless top, but she wore it because the theaters could sometimes be too cool. Strolling towards the theater entrance, Linda heard a whistle to her right, and out of the corner of her eye caught a glimpse of a group of scruffy looking teens smoking cigarettes on the sidewalk.
At aged forty-three and a mom and wife, Linda wasn't expecting the whistles to be directed at her. The tall brunette was attractive enough and busty, but her figure wasn't what it had been before she bore children, and so attracting unwanted attention was an extremely rare occurrence in her safe suburban world. But when she heard the crude "Nice tits, mama!" coming from the group, and seeing nobody else around, she glanced down to notice that the breeze had caused her unbuttoned sweater to fall to the sides, and her tight white top scooped low and clung to her size 40D bra. While Linda had taken the time to do her makeup and fix her hair, she considered her trip to the movies a casual affair and thought her top and her beige skirt over bare legs comfortable but not enticing. But now as she walked briskly, she had this feeling that perhaps her large mature breasts were jiggling and her rear end might be moving a little too much under the tight skirt.
Feeling flush from the fresh boys, Linda pretended not to notice their crude comments and looked straight ahead as she passed by them. She entered the theater, and got in line at the ticket booth. Going to the theater alone wasn't something that Linda did often, but on a boring weeknight, going to see a romance movie that nobody else in her family was interested in was a rare time out alone.
Linda tried to calm down and speak in a normal tone of voice when buying her ticket. At least the ticket booth was inside, so nobody there would have seen the teens embarrassing her, she hoped.
After paying for her ticket and entering the lobby, Linda saw the group of boys enter the theater and buy tickets. She now stood to the side and took a minute to inspect the boys who had directed the catcalls at her.
There were five of them. They appeared to be in their late teens, eighteen to nineteen, Linda surmised. Two black, two white and one Hispanic. They were dressed scruffy and their hair was greasy and unkempt. She would turn them away if they came to her door and asked for her daughter, Linda thought. At least, she felt, that they wouldn't be watching the same romance movie as Linda was going to see.
But Linda could feel them watching her from across the near-empty lobby. They even seemed to be following her down the hall to the theater entrances. Finally they stopped in front of the entrance of a 'B" action movie. But they stalled long enough to watch Linda enter the double doors of the opposite theater.
The theater was dark. The previews had just started to play. There were other patrons scattered among the middle rows. Linda climbed the steps, and entered the empty next-to-top row and sat alone in the middle of the row. The nearest person was four rows ahead. At least she shouldn't be bothered by other people's noise.
Linda now relaxed and tried to forget about the "hoodlums" from the parking lot. The opening credits started, and she recognized the names of a few of the stars. She came to watch the movie, but what she would never tell her husband nor anybody else was that she was also hoping for a few "romance" scenes featuring the young stars. Linda was a conservative woman and faithful wife, but she couldn't help it if a love scene featuring a good looking actor got her juices flowing a little.
Several minutes into the film, Linda saw more people entering the theater. Oh, no! It was the "hoodlums!" Why were they in this theater?
The gang climbed the steps to Linda's right, and seemed to be looking around the audience. Maybe they were looking for someone else in their group, Linda hoped. But soon they seemed to spot her sitting alone, double stepped it up until they got to the top, and filed in. Four of them went down the last row, and sat directly behind Linda. The fifth boy, a big tall black teen, walked down the row that Linda was in, and sat down right next to her.
Linda froze for a moment, not knowing what to do. But when she heard the tall black teen to her right whisper "hi," and glanced over and saw him looking right at her face, she started to grab her purse from the seat to her left.
But the Hispanic teen climbed over the seats from the row behind her, and sat in the seat to her left, blocking her exit. She sat, leaning forward, and sighed. Linda was a little fearful, but for now mostly irritated. She whispered, "excuse me", and started to stand up. But the black teen to her right grabbed her by the arm and pulled her back down into her seat. And the Hispanic teen to her left also held her back against her seat. In the flickering light, she could see the black teen holding a long switchblade knife. To her left, the Hispanic had pulled a handgun out of his waistband.
Linda gasped, but the black teen whispered, "Shh," in her ear, and held the knife up closer. Linda froze, now completely petrified, her heart pounding.
For a moment, Linda and the teens surrounding her were silent and still. A song was playing loudly on the soundtrack, likely drowning out any commotion that her and these hoods were making. Nobody down in the lower seats seemed to be paying them any attention. The black teen let go of her arm. His knife was in his right hand resting on his lap. Linda tried to control her breathing, and wondered what they wanted with her.
Then the black teen placed his left hand on her right thigh, over her skirt. Slowly, he slid it down to her knee, then back up, under her skirt.
Linda put her right hand on the big black hand and pushed it away. Immediately, his knife rose up to her neck. When Linda froze, he whispered, "If you do that again, I'll hurt you bad, mama."
Linda held her breath and froze. The hand returned to her knee. This time, when the big calloused hand moved up her thigh and under her skirt, she didn't move.
Linda felt something bump her left shoulder. She looked over, and the Hispanic teen had his arms crossed, and was rubbing the back of his left hand on her upper arm. Then he slowly slid his hand over and pressed the back of his fingers over her left breast. She felt the knuckles glide along her tight top and unpadded bra.
Back to her right, the hand was working further up her right thigh, pushing back her skirt as it rose. It briefly stopped at mid-thigh, then continued up, sliding further to the inside of her thigh.
On her right, the Hispanic teen pressed away at her left breast. Linda let out an involuntary and nearly-inaudible whimper. But she didn't move and made no effort of defense against the offending hand. With no complaint from Linda, the Hispanic turned his hand over, and slid his left palm over her left breast.
All of the teens' movements were slow and silent, and didn't seem to draw any attention from the other theater patrons. The Hispanic slowly cupped and lifted her breast. Linda's bra had no padding, and so it was just her thin top and the flimsy piece of fabric of her bra cup between her breast and the teen hand on it. He squeezed and kneaded her left breast. His index finger found her nipple, which was now hard and poking through Linda's top.
The black hand had pushed Linda's skirt up higher and squeezed her fleshy upper thigh. Then the petrified wife felt his little pinky graze her crotch over her panties. The dark hand pulled on Linda's right thigh, and then pushed her left knee away, forcing Linda to spread her legs wider. Linda could now look down and see her pink cotton panty crotch exposed, and felt the big hand slide over it. The hand rubbed slowly, his arm barely moving.
Linda then felt a hand touch her right shoulder. It came from the other black teen sitting behind her and to her right. Slowly and silently, the hand slid down her shoulder, and over her right breast over her top.
Linda felt helpless and overwhelmed by the two hands fondling her breasts and the hand that was rubbing her crotch over her hot moist panties. She stared straight ahead, as if nothing was wrong, fearful that another patron would notice what was happening. But why? On one hand, Linda desperately needed someone to intervene - she wanted to scream out herself. But fearful of what the teens might do, Linda silently sat, hoping the dirty boys would simply stop their lewd groping and go away.
The hand from above on Linda's right breast now began to slide inside of her scooping top, and felt her up inside of her shirt, over her bra. Shortly it was sliding right inside the bra itself. Linda's thin white cotton bra was no match for the big black hand invading it, and the hand easily slid inside and grabbed the top of her bare breast, all the way down to her erect nipple. The middle fingers toyed with her nipple, sending shivers through the mature woman.
The Hispanic hand on Linda's left breast started to tug down on her scooping top. The fabric gave a momentary defense, but then the top was pulled down all the way past her bra cup, exposing the white bra. Then the hand slowly pulled down on the right cup itself. This time Linda was pulled slightly to her left by the effort, and then the hand pulled her left breast out of the cup, and rested it on her chest.
The hand in Linda's right bra cup followed the Hispanic teen's lead, and slowly pulled down on the bra, and soon Linda's matronly right breast fell out of its cup. Linda now sat back in her chair with both of her breasts fully exposed, resting on her scooping top and cup.
Linda's mature 40D breasts were pale and round, and her nipple still pointed straight out. Her areolas were large and dark, and her fat nipples were erect and pointed out. Both hands clutched her bare breasts, and squeezed and kneaded them, tugging on her nipples.
The black teen on her right slid his left hand into the side of Linda's panty crotch. His whole palm cupped her hair-covered pussy mound and rubbed it slowly but firmly. Linda squirmed in her seat, moving her crotch back and forth slightly, but kept her movements slow and silent.
Linda felt the Hispanic teen's face press into her left cheek, the dry lips sliding over to her mouth. Linda stared forward, not turning away, as the lips pressed onto hers. The Hispanic hand briefly left her tit and took her chin, turning Linda's face left, to meet the lips that were kissing hers. Linda silently resisted, keeping her lips closed as the Hispanic mouth swallowed hers like a fish. She felt his tongue sliding along the outside of her lips. Finally she was forced to open her mouth for air, and the tongue quickly darted inside of her mouth. "Give me your tongue, Mama," the Hispanic teen whispered, and Linda obeyed, sticking her tongue out until it met the young man's darting tongue.
While the Hispanic teen French kissed Linda, his hand returned to her left breast. As Linda made out with the Hispanic teen, and having both of her breasts fondled, she felt the black teen's middle finger part her pubic hair and slide along her slippery slit. It began to worm its way between her labia and inside of her pussy lips. The finger, noticeably larger than Linda's husband's, slipped inside her and slowly slid in and out. Linda moaned inside of the Hispanic mouth that engulfed her mouth.
The Hispanic teen removed his tongue from Linda's mouth and his hand from her breast. Linda glanced over and watched him fumbling with his fly. He opened his pants, and not wearing any underwear, he easily pulled his cock out of his pants. It was already hard, and the young Hispanic took Linda's left hand and placed it on his cock. At first Linda thought that perhaps the Latin unit looked longer than Linda's husband's because of the teen's small wiry frame, but she realized that it even felt much larger. Linda gripped the cock limply for a moment, but when the Hispanic grabbed her hand and moved it up and down, Linda took the hint and gripped it firmly, and slowly stroked it up and down. She felt her hand touch his pubic hair when she stroked down, but when she stroked up she realized that the lad was uncircumcised, something that Linda had never experienced before.
Instead of returning his mouth to Linda's, the Hispanic planted his lips on Linda's exposed left breast. He licked along her cleavage, then along the top, and then worked down until he found her erect nipple, and suckled on it like he was one of Linda's children. Linda shivered and slid down in her seat so her exposed breasts would be less noticeable to the other patrons.
The black teen to her right moved his face towards Linda. Again Linda stared straight ahead and tried to ignore him, but he grabbed her face and turned her head towards his. His thick lips fell upon hers, and for the first time in her life the mature white woman was making out with a black man. His tongue flitted over hers in a similar rhythm as the Hispanic teen's tongue flitting her nipple.
While she helplessly made out with the black teen, Linda looked back at the two white and one black teens sitting in the row directly behind her. They were all leaning forward, keeping an eye out for detection, but they were also looking down at her exposed breasts, and each seemed to be reaching around and over her to get whatever feels they could. In the flickering light, these eighteen and nineteen-year-olds looked so menacing, but so young.
The black teen to Linda's right stopped kissing her. He slid his finger out of her pussy, and he began to pull her panties down her hips. At first Linda resisted, practically being pulled off of her seat, but surrendered, and lifted her butt off the seat and allowed the pink panties to slide down her thighs, She put her knees together to allow the teen to pull her panties down her calves and over her shoes and off. Then the black teen opened his pants, and pulled his cock out from his boxer shorts. He took Linda's right hand and placed it on the jet black cock. Linda obediently wrapped her pale fingers around it and stroked up and down.
The Hispanic teen had a cock bigger than Linda's husband, but the black teen's fat throbbing dick was WAY bigger, longer and thicker than anything the admittedly inexperienced wife had even seen. It was so dark it was almost purple, and had veins in it that reminded her of a large black dildo she once saw in a magazine.
Linda felt the air blow on her exposed pussy. Her skirt was hiked up nearly to her waist, and she was aware that the three teens behind her could see her brown hair-covered pussy mound. Then the black teen put his hand on the pussy, this time the left hand. The dripping-wet mature pussy easily allowed two and then three long fingers to slide in deeply. Linda thrust her hips out to meet the digits, and she involuntarily spread her long bare mature thighs wide, her knees pressing against the teens on either side.
The black teen leaned over and suctioned his lips onto Linda's right breast. Linda now had two large throbbing cocks in her palms, three long fingers in her pussy, and a tongue and a pair of lips on each of her large breasts. The black teen in the back row moved his hand down her cheek, and slid his index finger along her lips. Linda opened her mouth, and he slid the finger inside. Linda didn't know what he wanted done with it, but Linda began to suck and lick it like it was a tongue, and that seemed to make him content.
When the Hispanic teen to her left slid his hand up her left thigh and down her pubic hair and found her swollen clit, Linda immediately lost control, jiggling and gyrating in her chair. She started to grunt, but the teen whose finger was in her mouth covered her mouth with his whole hand. Linda's eyes rolled up into the back of her head, and she had a long delirious orgasm.
Linda laid back limp as her orgasm subsided. But the dirty teens weren't done with Linda. When the black teen on her right removed his fingers from Linda's pussy to wrap both hands around her right breast while still suckling her nipple (yes, Linda thought, my breasts are that big that two large hands and a mouth will fit on one breast), the Hispanic on her left grabbed her left knee, and threw it over the arm rest. With Linda's pussy now spread wider and her torso slightly turned left, the Hispanic boy lowered his head and burrowed it between her bare thighs. His mouth found her pussy, and he licked through her long curly pubic hairs until he found her smooth pussy lips.
While Linda looked down and watched the Hispanic teen eat her pussy, she looked back at the two white teens behind her staring at her exposed bobbling left breast, the saliva on it glistening in the light. Both lads reached around her shoulder and grabbed her tit flesh firmly and tugged on her nipple. Linda looked up at the screen. The good looking "young" actor, who was probably thirty-three compared to Linda's forty-three, was in bed with the leading lady. Linda realized that she was being ravaged by a group of men fifteen years younger than the actor she came to watch.
Linda was re-energized from her orgasm by the tongue licking her pussy and her clit, the large black teen licking and squeezing her right breast, and the faces of the three teens behind her taking their turns with her left breast. And then there was the big black penis that she was still stroking with her right hand. She had released the Hispanic teen's cock when he went down on her. And soon he wanted it given attention again.
The Hispanic teen sat up, Linda's juices covering his mouth and chin. Then he grabbed Linda by the hair, and pulled her down. He pushed her head down onto his lap. Linda tried to pull up, but when he pulled her hair tighter she surrendered once again, and lowered her mouth down onto the dark un-circumcised teen cock.
Linda bobbed her head up and down below the level of the chair backs. The dull spike slid up and down into her mouth, and she went down as far as she could without choking. The Hispanic seemed satisfied enough by the job that she was doing that he sat back with one arm up on the chair back to his left, his other hand combing his fingers through her long brown hair.
With her torso turned towards her left, her right butt cheek was up off of her chair. She felt the black teen's hand slide along the outside of her bare right thigh, and squeeze her round bare mature butt cheek. Then he found her butthole, and tickled it with his index finger. Soon he was trying to work his finger inside of her butt. NOBODY but Linda's doctor had ever inserted anything in her asshole before, certainly not for sexual purposes. But the black teen was doing it now, and he was quickly in to the first knuckle. Linda knew there was no use trying to discourage him. She simply tried to relax her muscles to allow the finger in with the least amount of friction and pain, as she continued to suck on the cock in her mouth.
Before she knew it, the mature wife and mother realized that she was aroused by the finger that was wiggling in her asshole. She breathed heavier with the cock in her mouth. She could no longer see the movie nor the audience, so she didn't even try to worry about whether anybody was watching her depravity.
The black teen fingering her slid his right knee down onto the floor. Linda couldn't completely see him, but he now seemed to have let his seat fold up and was kneeling on the floor. Then the Hispanic pulled her head up off his cock. He also quietly and slowly folded up his chair and knelt on the floor facing her, his pants still down and his cock still out. The black teen now put his hands on her hips, and moved her down onto the floor. There wasn't enough room, until she turned enough that her seat folded up. The arm rests still stuck out into the row, but with all three of their chairs folded, they could all kneel on the floor.



The Hispanic again grabbed her head and pulled it down to his cock. He was at an awkward angle, on his knees facing her, but he pushed the tall woman down onto her elbows on the floor and made her take the wet cock into her mouth again. Linda's breasts hung down and swung as she sucked the teen cock, and the Hispanic reached down and grabbed a dangling tit.
The black teen behind Linda lifted up her skirt and bunched it up around her waist. Linda then realized that he was about to do the worst, and whimpered, but it was no use. She braced for that huge black cock that was beginning to slide along her hairy pussy slit from behind. The massive bat worked its way in little by little. Linda wondered if it would even fit, but she realized that her love canal was lubed up to the max and dripping down her thigh. She tried to relax her muscles and the long dull spike just kept nailing deeper and deeper.
Linda was below seat level on her knees and elbows, on the gross sticky theater floor. The two teen boys' heads and shoulders were above the seat backs in front of them. Linda thought that anybody that looked back at them would know that something odd was going on in the back of the theater. There was loud music playing, like there might be a chase scene happening. Perhaps the patrons were engrossed in the movie, or maybe didn't want to know what was going on. Whatever, Linda was now getting raped on the theater floor by a black teen punk with a massive stiff cock, while being forced to perform oral sex on a teen Hispanic kid, while both of them molested her exposed bare dangling breasts.
The trio's movements were still slow, deliberate, and subtle, to avoid drawing attention. Tears trickled down Linda's nose, not only from the shame and fear, but the dull pain of the large cock deep in her vagina. Painful it was, but it also was driving her closer to another orgasm. The black teen thrust deep, and as snugly as they all were on the theater floor, he did manage to thrust pretty fast with his hips without shaking the surrounding chairs or his upper body.
Linda felt the teen balls slap into her bottom with each thrust, as well as the pair of testicles swinging down by her chin. She kept her lips wrapped firmly around the un-circumcised cock. She and her husband, the only other man she had ever performed oral sex on, weren't experts, but the married woman had been doing this for two decades, so she was no novice and thus likely did a serviceable job on the teen.
Without warning, she felt a gush of cum shoot into the back of her throat. She tried hard not to audibly choke, as she felt further injections. Swallowing sperm was NOT something she would do for her husband, but to keep up with the flow she gulped down as much of the warm sticky fluid as she could. She kept her lips wrapped tightly around the moving cock, but still some cum dribbled down her chin.
As the Hispanic finished cumming, forcing his mature captive to keep her lips on the throbbing pud, Linda felt the black teen behind her thrust harder. Finally the Hispanic pulled back and let his cock slide out of her mouth. Linda was still squished between the rows, but as the Hispanic sat two seats down to pull up his pants, Linda arched her back and hung her head down to rest her sore neck, her brown hair hanging down nearly to the floor.
The black teen now had an even better angle to penetrate deeply. Linda kept her head down and felt the giant cock slide in and out of her well-lubricated pussy.
Linda looked up to see that the Hispanic teen was gone. But climbing over the chair from the back row was the other black teen. He now sat next to her, and felt her dangling tit.
The black teen fucking Linda reached around and started to diddle her pussy. Damn, these punk teens know tricks that my husband doesn't, she thought. She grunted out loud when he found her G spot while still hammering away with his cock. Linda got lightheaded. She thrust back against the cock, hearing the hips slapping her butt.
Linda bit her lip, trying harder than she ever had to before to not make a noise during an orgasm. She dug her fingers into the thigh of the black teen in front of her, and wiggled her big mature butt back and forth.
Just when she thought she was reaching her climax, Linda felt the cock in her pussy shoot a huge gush of warm jism deep into her pussy. With her husband, Linda usually wasn't even sure when he came, but with this kid there was no mistaking it, she knew he was coming, and it raised her orgasm to an even higher level, as she had spasm after spasm.
When the black teen pulled his cock out of Linda, she rested her torso on her chair. She watched the large black teenager pull up his pants. He motioned to the boys in the back row, and they all stood up, walked down the aisle, and quietly but quickly exited the theater.
Linda sat up in her chair. The five teen hoodlums were gone. She was alone in the back of the theater.
Linda was too tired to scream and jump up and run. Tired, and in shock. Stunned. Her first action was to cover up. Slowly, so as not to draw attention. First, she held her left breast and pushed it back into her bra cup, repeated the procedure with her right breast, and then pulled her stretched-out top over her bra. Then she pulled her skirt down and covered her bottom. Her pink panties? She found them on the floor, soaked in pop and sticky with candy and popcorn and who knows what else. She found her purse. She was going to put her panties in her purse, but they were too filthy. She left her panties under the seat. No. She picked them back up. She would put them in the garbage can on her way out. She found an empty popcorn bag and shoved them inside the bag.
Linda sat back on her seat, exhausted. She had no idea how much time was left to the movie. The movie was supposed to be over two hours. She sat back in the dark, alone, silently crying, occasionally smoothing out her skirt or dabbing up jizm on her clothes and body with napkins. In just a few minutes, the movie finished. Most of the patrons left while the credits rolled and the lights were still down. Linda did the same, only waiting until nearly everybody else had left. She stealthily threw away her bag of panties, and made a bee line to the exit, as quickly as her sore pussy and butt would let her walk. She made no eye contact with anyone, and hoped that nobody pointed out her filthy disheveled appearance. She walked out the exit door to the parking lot. There was no sign of the five teen delinquents. Linda hurried to her car, trying to ignore the jizm that was leaking out of her pussy and down her high, climbed in, and locked the door.
When Linda arrived home, nobody paid her any mind, or even asked how the movie was, and she ran upstairs before anybody noticed that her clothes were covered with stains. Linda headed to the shower, noticing bruises on her body and hickies on her breasts as she washed them. She brushed her teeth and gargled repeatedly, and then washed her skirt, top, sweater, and bra, before throwing them all away. As she climbed into bed, she hoped that nobody would ask her what she thought of the movie. Maybe, she thought, she should go back soon to watch it again.
THE END



        