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Making Mother
by Kathy Andrews

Chapter 1

Susan Stone was agitated, very nervous. She was becoming more nervous each day. She wa
nted to talk to someone about it, but there was no one she could turn to.

Frustration seemed to be a part of her life lately, a frustration she could not unders
tand. Raymond, her husband, certainly provided her with enough cock, kept her well-fucked and
satisfied. Yet, there was something missing in her sex life, something that was vitally import
ant to her.

Excitement, she thought. There was no real excitement in her sex life. Despite the fac
t that Raymond had a nice, thick cock, a cock that could remain hard and ready most of the tim
e, something crucial was missing.

Susan felt life--her sex life--was passing her by. She was thirty-five years old and r
estless, wanting more than she had. It had not been that way in the beginning. It had not been
that way until the past year or so. At first she failed to understand it. Then, when it gradu
ally dawned on her, she became frightened.

It was not that she was falling out of love with her husband, she knew. She loved Raym
ond as passionately as she had eighteen years ago when they were married. She loved feeling hi
s cock thrust in and out of her juicy pussy as much now as she had then. But it was routine no
w, boring. Also, she sensed a restlessness in Raymond.

Susan wondered if she was feeling some deep desire for other men, something she would
not let surface. She wondered if it was strange cock she wanted, a new man with a new cock. Al
1 her life there had only been one man, her husband. Susan had never been fucked by any man bu
t Raymond.

After showering in the early afternoon, she brushed her long, dark hair until it gleam

ed. Then she dressed, pulling on her tiny panties, a moderately short skirt, and a thin blouse

Her flawlessly shaped tits strained against the thin material, her nipples boldly outlined 1

ike twin buttons. Her skirt had a slit along the right side, a slit almost to her hip. When sh
e walked, it opened, exposing her long, creamy, smooth thigh almost to her panties.

Dressed, she paced the house for a while, smoking cigarette after cigarette. The nervo
usness was on her again, making her feel apprehensive, anxious for some reason. It was a stron
ger feeling than ever before. There was a tingle in her tits, and her pussy pulsated wildly. S
he could feel the tip of her clit, hot and hard, brush at the crotch of her nylon panties.

Crushing her half-smoked cigarette out in a small ashtray, she found her purse and lef

t the house. The sun was high overhead, sending down rays of heat that made alight sweat break

out on her tanned flesh. Opening the door of the garage, she let the top down on the small sp

orts car Raymond had given her six months ago. She loved the little car, the responsiveness of
it, the freedom of driving with the top down, the wind in her hair.

As she drove carefully toward the highway leading from town, she glanced at her wristw
atch. It was twelve-thirty. She had three hours before Paul and Tracy would arrive home from s
chool. She smiled as she drove, thinking of her teenage daughter and son. They were good child
ren, never causing any problems the way so many teenagers did today. They were good students,
with plans of attending a good college some day.

Reaching the highway, Susan slipped the car into the sparse traffic and gained speed.
The deep tingle in her pussy was growing, and she pressed her thighs tightly together. The pre
ssure caused her to moan softly.

As she drove, she pulled her skirt almost to her lap, feeling the wind and heat on her
beautiful thighs. There was a swelling of her tits, and a strange tightness in her chest.



After ten minutes, she approached a crossroads. She thought of turning right, going to
ward the small mountains for a while. But then she changed her mind. To the right of her was a
man, a man with his thumb out, a friendly smile on his face. There was a suitcase at his feet
, and he was presentably dressed in clean jeans and sparkling white T-shirt.

Without thinking of what she was doing, Susan pulled up beside the man. It was only wh
en he opened the door that she realized he was not a man at all, but a boy, hardly as old as h
er son. Her heart began to flutter in a strange manner as she watched him climb into the car,
placing his bag in the small area behind the seat. There was a throbbing between her thighs th
at was powerful enough to make her shiver.

What in the world are you doing, Susan Stone? she asked herself.

She had never picked up a hitchhiker in her life, knowing the dangers of such folly. Y
et here she was, letting this stranger, a boy, enter her car.

"Where are you going?" she asked, slipping the car into gear.

"Just down the road," he replied. "Not far. I'm going to stay with my dad for a while.

"What about school?" Susan asked, trying to steady her surprisingly shaky wvoice. "It i
sn’t out for another few week."

"I quit," he replied.

Not wanting to trust her voice, she drove silently, but at a much slower speed. Her ha
nds were gripping the steering wheel tightly, her knuckles white. After a few minutes, she bec
ame conscious of the boy staring at her. She shot a glance at him, and saw his eyes were down
on her revealed thighs. She felt a flush come to her cheeks. Her skirt was very high, and she
was certain he could see the crotch of her bikini panties. A thrill shot through her, a powerf
ul sensation that felt as if she were about to come.

You idiot, she told herself silently. He isn’t any older than Paul. This boy is still
a teenager.

But she could not deny that fantastic feeling between her thighs. Images began to buil
d in her mind--a fantasy of this boy fucking her. Desire bubbled hotly within her slender, cur
vy body until she was trembling. She glanced quickly at his crotch, and she noticed his cock w
as hard, pressing upward against his tight jeans. It was almost outlined there, and she could
see the swollen head. Her heart began to race dangerously, and that throbbing sensation in her
pussy was stronger than ever.

"Well?" she asked expectantly.
"Well, what?"

"Do you like what you see?" Susan asked, wondering what she was doing. She had never b
een a tease before, and she wondered if she were teasing this young boy now.

The boy did not reply, but grunted softly. He looked at her thighs boldly now, openly,
without any pretense. He slumped in his seat, his knees against the dashboard. His cock was g
uite evident now, and he was totally unashamed of his hard-on.

Susan’s right palm itched, and she worked it on the steering wheel. The wheel was almo
st slippery with sweat. As if in a dream, as though it were not really her, she watched as her
hand left the wheel of the car and slowly moved toward the boy. She placed her hand directly

on top of his cock, pressing down and feeling an answering throb.

"Oh, God!" Susan whimpered as she closed her fingers on his prick. "Oh, God! That’s ni
ce! So very nice!"

Although she clung to his cock with desperation, she was wondering if she were losing
her mind. She didn’t really want to touch this boy, didn’t want to seduce him, yet it felt as
if she were being driven to it, forced by some unknown power.



Her fingers curled about his cock, squeezing it hard. She heard the boy grunt with ple

asure. She fondled his prick, tracing her fingers along the hard shaft, a flush still on her c
heeks. But the flush was not of shame, but of excitement. There was more excitement running th
rough her body now than ever before. There was a strange compulsion driving her. She found the
zipper of his pants and began to tug at it. She was having difficulty and the boy helped her.

The small car was barely moving now as she reached into his pants and pulled out his c
ock. Holding it tightly, she glanced at it. She whimpered softly. She began to pump her tight
fist up and down on his cock, jacking him. The boy groaned in pleasure, his face toward her, e
yes gazing steadily at her thighs.

"I’'ve got to stop," Susan murmured, letting the car drift to the shoulder of the road.

Traffic had thinned until there was no other car on the road now. They were alone, par
ked near a tall stand of trees, under their shade. Once she had stopped the car, Susan turned
and looked at his young cock with burning eyes. She twisted her body to face the boy, her righ
t knee up on the hump between the seats. Her thighs were apart now, and the boy gazed directly

between them, seeing the dark shadow of her pussy-hair through the thin panties.

Susan took his left hand and placed it on her round knee. "Feel me," she said in a thi
ck voice as she pumped on his cock. "Feel me up. Play with me ... touch me! Touch me everywher
e!"

She felt his hand move along the sensitive surface of her creamy thigh, and she shiver
ed in pleasure. Her fist gripped his cock hard, jacking up and down. She watched the swollen h
ead bulge out, the piss-hole flaring, dripping. She felt the boy’s hand cup between her thighs
, close against her throbbing, hot cunt.

"Oh, God!" she whimpered in a throaty wvoice. "Oh, God! That feels so good! Your hand
on me there! My hand on your ... ohhhh, rub me!"

Susan’s eyes blurred with desire as she watched her hand jacking his cock. She tremble
d with pleasure as his palm pressed tightly into her cunt, making her clit throb deliciously.

Then, suddenly, and without thinking of what she was doing, Susan dipped her face down
She kissed moistly at the head of his prick, feeling the fluids smear across her moist lips.
She kissed it again, holding it tightly in her fist. She darted out her tongue and began to 1
ick all about the swollen surface of the smooth head. With small sounds bubbling from her thro
at, she began to lick at his cock the way she would an ice cream cone. She closed her eyes as
pleasure swirled through her brain. She was reeling with passion as her tongue tasted his big
cock.

"Beautiful," she murmured, her hot breath fanning the head of his prick. "So beautiful
, so hard! Oh, I love it! I just love a hard cock!"

The boy’s only reply was soft groans as he began to arch his hips up, seeking her mout

Susan brushed the dripping tip of his cock over her puffy, hot lips, then she licked a
bout it with her tongue. Soft sounds of delight came from her as she finally opened her lips a
nd slipped them wetly over the head of his prick. She held his cock between her lips tightly,
her tongue fluttering eagerly about the piss-hole.

Placing her hand on his thigh, she held her face still, feeling the boy fuck up and do

wn, thrusting his cock in and out of her gripping lips. Her pussy twitched and throbbed hotly,
and she squirmed and twisted her ass about. As she began to suck up and down on his prick, sh
e felt his hands sliding along her back, then over her ass. Susan adjusted her position slight
ly and felt her skirt being lifted. Next, she felt the boy’s hand on her panties, then they sl
ipped into the waistband. His hand was hot as he cupped one of her asscheeks, holding tightly.

"Mmmmm, " she moaned as she sucked hard on his prick, taking more and more into her mou
th. The thickness of it stretched her lips, thrilling her, filling her mouth with hot, throbbi
ng cock.



"Oh, oh!" the boy grunted, straining to ram all of his cock into her hot, wet mouth. "
Oh, shit! Oh, shit!"

Susan felt his prick throbbing powerfully in her mouth, and she began to race her lips
up and down it, creating a powerful suction, her tongue flying around the sensitive head. She
could feel his hand gripping the cheek of her ass tightly, his fingers digging into her smoot

h flesh. She devoured his prick in a ravenous manner, hungry for it, desperate for it.

The boy, in his excitement, pumped up and down furiously, driving his cock deep into h
er mouth. Susan loved it, knowing her lips would be bruised by his desperate battering, and no
t caring at all. She squeezed his thigh as she sucked his cock, letting him fuck her mouth as
swiftly and as brutally as he wanted. She swayed her ass against his hand, wanting his fingers

against her hot cunt. But the boy was too involved in his own pleasure to notice her desire.
His palm clung tightly to her creamy ass, not moving, not fondling, not caressing.

The boy gave an upward lunge, snorting through his nose, and Susan clamped her lips ab
out his rigid cock. "I'm gonna ... gonna come!" the boy shouted. "I'm gonna come! Oh, shit! Oo

ohhh, am I ever gonna come!"

Susan’s mouth held him tighter yet as she felt him give a lurch inside her mouth. Then
his thick cum splashed over her tongue, filling her mouth.

"Ooommmm!" Susan whimpered as she swallowed, her tongue flying about his spurting piss
-hole.

More jism flowed into her mouth, and she swallowed quickly and desperately, not wantin
g to lose one precious drop. The taste was nectar to her, providing her with the sexual susten
ance that she craved. As she sucked and swallowed, she squeezed her thighs together, and her p
ussy went into delicious spasms. She came as she sucked the boy’s cock, came powerfully. It wa
s the first time she had ever come while sucking a cock, and it surprised and thrilled her. Sh
e made soft, pleased noises as she sucked the boy’s cock until he could no longer come.

With a last lick at his smooth cock-head, she sat up in the seat behind the wheel. Her
lips were puffy, her dark eyes glassy. She smiled softly as she licked at her lips.

"Was I good?" she asked, watching him shove his cock into his pants. "Was I good for y
ou?"

"Lady," the boy said, "I’ve had some strange people give me rides, but you’re the stra
ngest."

Susan frowned. "Strange? Why am I strange?"

"Hell, lady," he snorted. "Women don’t just pick a guy up and blow him."
"This lady did," she reminded him.

"I thought only men did that," the boy said.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I got a ride once with this guy," the boy replied. "He sucked me off. But I’'ve
never had a lady do it before."

"Which did you like best?" Susan asked. "The man or me?"
"I’d rather have a girl do it," the boy grinned. "You’re good at it."
Susan smiled and started the car. She swung back onto the road and gained speed. She d

rove in silence until the boy pointed where he wanted out. She watched him take his suitcase,
and then he waved at her. She turned the car around and started home.

Chapter 2



Two days after picking up that teenage boy and sucking him off, Susan still felt no gu
ilt. It was the second cock she had ever had inside her mouth.

And she had loved it, loved every minute of it.

She experienced no sense of unfaithfulness to Raymond. She had not really given anythi
ng of his away. She had only loaned it, she felt, justifying what she had done. Besides, she h
ad long suspected Raymond of messing with his secretary. Susan had no proof of this, of course
, but she had been in his office a number of times and had seen the beautiful piece of ass he
called his secretary.

Ann Robertson was more than his secretary, Susan thought. For one thing, Ann wore dres
ses and skirts that revealed a great deal more than they concealed. She was a lovely woman of
twenty-five, blonde and curved in all the right places. She radiated sexuality from every pore

of her body, and Susan felt no man, not even her husband, could resist such a female.

Maybe that was the restlessness she had detected in her husband. Maybe he was fucking
that cute piece in his office and was feeling guilty about it. Susan thought of her feelings c
oncerning that, and as usual, she felt no jealousy. She had never been a jealous woman, and sh
e couldn’t work up jealousy if her husband was fucking someone else. Love and fucking were two
things in her mind. They could be separated without difficulty. If Raymond no longer loved he
r, then Susan felt she would have a hard time coping. But he still showed his love for her in
all the ways possible.

And she knew that she loved her husband as much as always, despite sucking the teenage
boy off in her car. That had been pure sex, hot desire to suck his cock, nothing more and not
hing less.

The same night after sucking off that unknown teenage boy, she and Raymond had fucked
wildly. She had been hotter than she had in a long time, much to the pleased surprise of Raymo
nd. After they had fucked, Susan spent almost a full hour loving his cock and balls with her m
outh and tongue.

It was Friday noon, and she felt that restless feeling come over her again. She felt t
he need to drive the small car again, to see if she could find another acceptable male hitchhi
king along the highway. No one would ever know about it, she felt. It was something that she f
elt compelled to do, some secret part of her life that no one knew about.

She showered and dressed in a revealing summer frock, then discovered she had no ready

cash. It didn’t matter; she could go to Raymond’s office and get some money. She could, of co

urse, cash a check, but she didn’t need much, only some for gas. Susan didn’t like cashing che
cks for small amounts of money.

She parked the car in front of the office building and got out. As she stepped to the
sidewalk, some men repairing the street paused to look at her. She smiled to herself, knowing
the desire in their eyes. It pleased her to have men look upon her with desire, made her feel
like a younger woman, not a mother of two teenage children.

She took the elevator to the fourth floor where Raymond had his CPA office. He was suc
cessful enough to employ another CPA and Ann. When she entered the outer office, she noticed A
nn was not at her desk. For a moment she wondered, then realized she was probably at lunch. Sh
e went directly to Raymond’s office door, and just as she started to knock on it, she heard th
e sounds. She leaned close and heard muffled words.

" ... someday, maybe," she heard Raymond say.

"You know I love it," Ann said, her voice heard clearly through the door. "I can’t eve
r get enough cock, darling. And in particular, this big cock of yours."

"You know I would never leave Susan," Raymond said.

"And I wouldn’t expect you to, darling," Ann replied. "You love her too much, I know.
I would never want you to leave her. She’s a lovely, amazing woman. She’s perfect for you."



"As long as we understand each other," Raymond said.

"Darling," Ann replied, "I have no intention of ever marrying. I love sex, and I love
this cock of yours very much. But I’m not the sort of girl to stay with one man. I want a vari
ety of cock, as I’ve told you many times. No, this girl wants to fuck every man in town. I’ve
got a hot cunt that starves for cock, all cocks.

"You’re a pretty good cock-sucker, too," he laughed.
"That’s because I love sucking it," Ann replied.

Susan stood and listened, amazed that she did not feel anger. She did not want to burs

t into the office, screaming and fighting and clawing. Raymond was a horny man, and as long as

he never deprived her of cock, she didn’t mind him and Ann enjoying themselves. She knew with

out a doubt now that he was fucking his secretary. This was the first real proof of it, and sh
e was almost glad to know.

Silently, she left the office, drove to the bank, and cashed a small check. Then she h
ad the tank filled on her car. She looked the young service station attendant over carefully,
finding him attractive in a rough way. He was greasy from working on a car in one of the stall
s, and oddly enough this appealed to her. Susan had been raised in a well-to-do family, and sh
e was well-to-do now. She had never had much social contact with so-called laborers, but they
had always attracted her for some reason.

Once she had the tank filled, she pulled out and headed toward the highway again, thin
king there might be a man there, his thumb out. It pleased her to think of a man’s surprise at
being picked up by her, getting fucked or sucked. It would give him something to talk about t
o his friends, something he would remember for a long time afterward. She was sure that young
boy retold how she had sucked off his cock.

As before, it was a very warm day. As she drove, she tried to imagine the scene in her
husband’s office--of Ann sprawled on that big leather couch, skirt hiked to her waist, long 1
egs wide apart, hairy pussy revealed. She pictured Raymond between them, his large cock hard a
nd ready, penetrating Ann’s hairy cunt. The image sent a shiver of desire through her, and she
pressed her hand into her pussy, moaning with pleasure.

Susan drove the highway, watching for a hitchhiker, and her disappointment was great w
hen she found none. She drove the entire twenty-five miles to the small town down the highway
without seeing anyone on the road.

Turning to start back home, she passed a small motel at the edge of town. Working in t
he shrubbery was a young man, naked from the waist up. There was something appealing about him
, and not thinking about what she was doing, Susan wheeled into the motel and stopped at the o
ffice. She registered for one night, paying by check.

The room she was given faced the front, where the young man was working. Susan parked
the small car and started to get out. She noticed the man watching her. As she stepped from th
e car, she deliberately moved slowly, letting her legs widen. She noticed the expression on th
e man’s face, and she knew he had seen what she had intended him to see. He had a perfect view

between her legs, right to the crotch of her tight panties.

Entering the room, she left the door open, using only the screen door. She noticed the
bed was in line with the door, and the man could see in. Feeling excitement rumbling through
her, Susan stretched out on the bed, leaning against the headboard. She watched the man work,
drawing her knees up. Now and then the man would turn and look toward her door, but Susan doub
ted he could see inside.

She got up and opened the screen door wide, bracing it. Then she returned to the bed a
nd positioned herself once again. She drew her knees up so the skirt fell back, exposing her t
highs. If the man should come near and look inside, he would be able to see the backs of her t
highs, the crotch of her panties, her pussy pooching out, and the creamy flesh of her asscheek
s. No man could resist that invitation, she felt.

She waited, her excitement increasing as she watched the man work. Her pussy bubbled a
nd throbbed, her tits swelling until they almost hurt.



Finally, the man dropped his gardening equipment and started toward her room. Susan’s
breath almost stopped as she waited. She saw him pause momentarily. Then he stepped to one sid
e and she heard the soft drink machine making noises.

The man came into view, drinking a coke. He glanced in at her and Susan smiled. The ma
n paused, the coke halfway to his mouth again, looking in at her.

"Would you bring me one?" she asked softly, moving her knees from side to side. "I’'d 1
ove a coke, too."

The man grinned, and she heard him at the machine. Then he was at the door, holding he
r coke. His eyes moved over her body boldly, stopping as he gazed at her exposed thighs and as
s. With a wide grin, he entered and handed her the soft drink.

"Hot, isn’t it?" he said.

Susan smiled at him, seeing that he was much younger than she had thought at first. Ei
ghteen, nineteen at the most. That was good, she thought. His arms and chest were muscular, gl
eaming with sweat. He stood at the edge of the bed, looking at her long, creamy thighs. Then,
quite deliberately, he sat on the bed, positioned so he could look at her thighs and revealed
ass. He reached out and stroked her thigh, sending shivers of delight running through Susan’s
body.

"It is hot," she replied. "In more ways than one."
"I know what you mean," he grinned, fingering the curve of her pooching cunt.

Susan let her legs fall apart, giving him total access to her snatch. She pulled her s
kirt to her waist, and held his hand against her pussy. She writhed her ass on the bed, moanin
g softly. "Come down here with me," she urged, holding her arm up to him.

The man lay beside her. His strong arms went about heat body, hugging her tightly as h
er lips pressed against his. She could smell the scent of him, and her emotions went high. She
moaned against his mouth as his tongue stabbed between her lips.

As the kiss broke, Susan whimpered, "I need you. I need you badly! Quickly, take your
pants off! Ooohhhh, I need it so much!"

The young man laughed as he shoved his pants down to his feet. His cock reared upright
, straining in readiness. Susan looked down, seeing his long prick and hairy balls. She grabbe
d them in both hands, jacking him with a tight fist as her other hand cradled his balls, pulli
ng and rolling them in her hot palm.

"You’ re beautiful!" she squealed as she pumped on his cock. "You have a beautiful hard
cock! Ohhh, this is going to be great!"

Susan quickly stripped her bikini panties from her body, dropping them to the floor. S
he opened her blouse top to expose her shapely tits. The man cupped one and began to suck it,
his tongue licking. Susan whimpered, her ass twitching as she caressed his solid cock and ball
S.

"I like that," she whispered huskily. "I love to have my tits sucked. Ooooo, lick my t
itties, darling! Suck my nipples! Ahhh, it makes my pussy boil!"

Without warning, Susan threw her leg over him, then she was on her knees, straddling h
is thighs. She still gripped his cock tightly. The man looked down at her bushy cunt, seeing t
he gleaming tip of her clit, the puffy lips, the moisture there. Susan inched upward, brushing
his cock against the lips of her steaming cunt, gurgling with pleasure as she tried to peer d
own.

"This is for you, darling," she whispered. "I want you to just lie still ... lie still
and let me do it all. I'm going to fuck you, mister. You don’t even have to move, not a wiggl
e! This fuck is all mine!"



Susan hovered her boiling pussy on the head of his throbbing cock, then she lowered he

rself slowly, feeling her pussy stretching to take the thickness of his prick. She paused with

just the swollen head inside her twat, savoring the delicious sensation. Then she lowered her

hips, sinking all the way down on him until her pussy was filled with hard prick. She settled

there for a long moment, .her head thrown back and eyes closed, her expression that of total,
intense ecstasy.

Then she began to move her hips, sliding up and down on him, feeling his balls brushin
g the cheeks of her ass, his cock-hair tickling her, mingling with her cunt-hair. She felt his
prick scrape her clit and she shuddered, her body going tight.

"Ohhh, God!" she squealed. "I'm coming ... already! Ohhh, don’t move! Let me come! Ooh
hh ... ahhhh! So fucking good!"

Susan grabbed her tits and dug her fingers into them, her nipples swelling out past he
r fingers. She bit into her bottom lip as she came, her body shaking with the ecstasy that flo
wed like electric shocks through her cunt.

As her orgasm began to recede, she started to move her hips again, pumping slowly up a
nd down on his cock. She used the muscles of her thighs to pump, still holding tightly to her
tits with both hands. She opened her eyes and looked into the face of the boy beneath her. It
was obvious he was enjoying this. His wide smile and glowing eyes told her that. His chest sti
11 gleamed with sweat and there was a smudge of dirt along his left cheek. This aroused Susan
intensely, and she began to ride his cock vigorously. She leaned forward, a hand on each side
of him now, and pumped her ass up and down swiftly.

"Great!" the young man grunted. "Ride it, lady!"

"I’11l ride it!" she groaned, her face tense with effort and ecstasy. "I’1ll ride this £
ucking cock of yours until it melts! I’11 fuck you until you can’t walk! I’11l fuck this hard c
ock off you! Your balls will be sore for a fucking week!"

His hands gripped her thighs, up close to her pussy, leaving traces of dirt on her fle
sh. But he remained still as she asked, mostly because he was unable to work with her. She was
pounding him hard now, her cunt sliding up and down his thick cock with growing heat. The moi
st slap of her ass coming down on his balls filled the room, and they began to moan together.

Susan’s body began shaking again.

"Ooooo! Ahhhhh ... ohhhhh!" she mewled as ecstasy began to flood her body for the seco
nd time. She whimpered and mewled loudly, her ass swinging about, bouncing energetically up an
d down. She could feel the rubbing of his cock against her swollen clit, and her tits were bec
oming very hard, the way they always did just before she came. Her whole body felt hot, hotter

than ever. Her mind reeled with passion, her lips bitten between her teeth.

"I'm ready!" the young man groaned through clenched teeth. "I’'m ready! Ohh, I’m going
to come! I can’t hold it back any longer!"

"Come!" Susan shouted. "Oh, God, come! Oooohhh, yes, yes! Come! Come! Come!"

She ground her cunt hard against him, his cock as deep as possible in her twat. She th

ought it was getting larger, thicker, longer, and then she felt it. His prick jerked and the w

armth of his cum filled her snatch. It began spurting into her, and sent her body into tremors

of orgasm. She thrashed about as she came, squealing deliriously. She ground hard into him as
she came, meeting his spewing cock with brutal downward strokes of her crotch.

At last she slumped down, sprawling atop his still body. His cock was gripped inside h
er cunt, and she felt her muscles relax. As they struggled to breathe, the young man fondled h
er trembling, naked ass in his strong hands, gripping the cheeks and squeezing them. Susan glo
wed from the pleasure that still filled her.

Finally she stirred, sitting up on the side of the bed. The man looked at her, grinnin
g widely. "You’re a good fuck, lady," he said.

"I try," she replied, stroking his balls fondly. "I try to be a good fuck."



"Tired of the husband, huh?"

Anger suddenly flared inside Susan. She pulled her hand away from his balls. "That isn
't any of your business. My personal life has nothing to do with this."

"Hey, don’t get mad," he said, caressing her thigh. "I was only making conversation."
"Don’t," she snapped. "A fuck is one thing, but I don’t want questions."

"Okay, okay," he said, getting up and pulling his pants up. "I Jjust wanted to be frien
dly, that’s all."

She watched him leave the room, and then she got up and closed the door. She removed h
er clothing and showered, hating to put her clothes back on. She always dressed in fresh cloth
ing after a shower, but there was nothing else to do. She had no other clothing with her. Stop
ping at this motel had been an impulse, an impulse that came over her when she had seen the bo
y working there.

When she left the motel, the young man called after her: "Come back soon, lady. We aim
to please."

"Fuck you!" she shouted, tossing him her middle finger.

On the drive home, Susan wondered why she had become so angry with the boy. He was, as
he said, only being friendly. It wasn’t like her to be angry with anyone, not like that.

It puzzled her.

When she arrived home, Paul and Tracy had returned from school. They were in the pool,
swimming about and playing happily. She stood at the back window of the family room and watch
ed them for a while, then went upstairs to her bedroom where she stripped and showered again,
changing into a skirt and blouse.

She prepared dinner, but when it was ready, Raymond had still not come home. He seldom
worked late, and when he did, he always called. This time he had not even called her. Susan w
orried. And as she worried, she found herself becoming jealous. It was a strange feeling to he
r, a woman who never before had been jealous. She began to imagine he was with Ann, his secret
ary.

After what she had discovered today, she knew he was with Ann, and they were probably
shacked up in some motel together, or still in his office, fucking crazily. She didn’t underst
and her feelings, her jealousy. Earlier, it had excited her to know that Raymond was fucking t
he lovely Ann, made her deliciously hot. Now, she was angered and jealous.

She was so jumpy, Paul and Tracy stayed out of her way, sensing her anger.

When midnight arrived and Raymond still had not come home, she called his office. The
phone rang for a long time before she hung up.

At two in the morning, she heard Raymond entering the bedroom. She pretended to sleep,
her back to him. But inside she was seething, not wanting to be touched at all.

Chapter 3

For a week, Susan refused to let Raymond touch her, and when he came to her for a piec
e of her ass, she complained of headaches, something she had never done before. Raymond was pu
zzled by her behavior, but he would not question her. He went out of his way to be pleasant to
her, and nothing he did pleased her. She became snippy and irritable. Even the children reali
zed something was bothering their mother.

Susan, as much confused by her behavior as her husband, tried to still the irritabilit
y she felt. She held it in as best she could, but it came out in subtle ways. She was sharp wi
th Paul and Tracy, seldom speaking to Raymond. Her desires, however, were as strong as ever—--s



tronger, even. Her pussy throbbed constantly, her tits always swollen. Her clit was so sensiti
ve, she could hardly wear panties.

She wanted to drive the highway, see if she could find another hitchhiker, maybe retur
n to that motel, but somehow she didn’t. She wondered if she could find that first young boy,
the one she had sucked off in her car in daylight, on the side of the road. Then she wondered
if she could perhaps find another young boy to enjoy. The ideas that formed inside her head we
re startling to her. She found it strange that her desires seemed to be oriented toward young
boys these days.

Susan wondered if she was, unconsciously, reaching back to her own teenage years. She
had missed them, when she thought about it. She had never really been a teenager, a teenager g
oing on dates and to parties, parking in cars and making out. She had married at seventeen, be
came a mother at eighteen. Was that what she was after, and not even knowing it? It was a puzz
le, and she could not find the answer.

Thinking of that, she thought of her two children. Tracy was almost eighteen yet she h
ad never dated once. Susan had not given any thought to it before, but now she wondered about
it. Certainly Tracy was pretty enough to attract hordes of boys. She was as tall as Susan, wit
h long legs and a sweet face. She had dark hair like Susan, long and wavy. Her eyes sparkled w
ith teenage vibrancy. She had a sweet, curvy body, with nicely shaped tits and a lovely little

ass that swelled out deliciously, wiggling in a provocative way when she walked. Yes, Tracy c
ould certainly have any date she wanted. But she didn’t go out with any boy, didn’t even show
an interest in them.

And Paul, so strong and good-looking. A year younger than his sister, he was just as t

all. His hair, although dark, too, was lighter. He was just getting a little fuzz on his face,

and was trying desperately to cultivate a mustache. All he could manage so far, though, were

a few wispy hairs that looked horrible. Girls looked at him with longing in their eyes, Susan

had noticed often enough. But Paul wouldn’t pay any attention to them. He was always friendly
to the girls, but that was as far as it went.

Susan began to think about her family for the first time in a long while. She had, so
far, taken her husband and children for granted. She loved them, of course, but she had not re
ally looked at them or tried to understand them. Now, she was trying.

Tracy and Paul were loners. They were quiet children, coming to her only when there wa
s no other alternative. Usually, they went to their father with any problem they had. Remember
ing this now, Susan began to feel like an outsider, not a member of the family at all. Why, af
ter all these years, she wondered, had she never felt this way before? She would watch Raymond
and the children horse around in the pool, and now realized they had never really invited her
to play with them. Oh, they would politely ask if she wanted to go swimming with them, but th
ey were never disappointed when she turned them down. She wondered why she had always turned t
hem down. It didn’t make sense, these thoughts going through her mind. In fact, she couldn’t r
emember the last time she had swum with her children. She and Raymond often swam together, eve
n naked. But it had been years since she had gone in with her children.

Raymond had not come to her lately to fuck, she thought. It made her believe he was ge
tting all he needed from Ann, his secretary. That angered her. Susan did not consider that it
was she, not him, who was turning down a fucking. In her mind, Raymond had stopped wanting her
, stopped wanting her body.

And all that time, Susan’s body was raging with desire, steaming for fucking and sucki
ng.

And then school was out for the summer.

Susan found herself with the two children all day long. This restricted her movements.

She could not go for a drive, find a hitchhiker, get fucked or suck a cock. She felt her chil

dren would ask too many questions of her. She began to feel afraid, feel threatened. Was it th
e possible loss of security if she were found out? She didn’t know. All she knew was that she

had better be very careful. The fact that Raymond was fucking his secretary was no real threat

to her, but the fact that he didn’t want to fuck her was. She had to prove fidelity to him, t
o prove that she wasn’t cheating on him, otherwise she could lose everything. Or so she felt.



Then, one day when school had been out for a week, Susan had shopping to do. The two c
hildren were in the house; trying to fit the pieces of some complicated puzzle together in the
family room. She went in to tell them where she was going.
Tracy and Paul were sprawled on the floor, lying on their bellies, working the puzzle.
She stood and looked at them for a while. Her eyes raked over her son, and she felt deep love
for him. She looked at Tracy, and felt the same love. Then she saw that Tracy’s skirt was hig
h on her thighs, almost to the point of showing her fine, sweet, little ass. In fact, Susan co
uld almost see her panties. She started to say something about it, but found herself unable to
speak. There was an unexpected throb between her thighs, and Susan was startled.
She shoved the unwanted thought to the back of her mind quickly, and forgot it.

"I ... I’'ve got to shop," she said in a low, strange voice. "I’1ll be gone until about
six."

"Sure, Mom," Paul replied without looking up.

"If your father should call, tell him, please."

"All right, Mom," Tracy said.

But once in the car, Susan did not go shopping. She drove around, her thoughts tumblin
g haphazardly in her head. She even passed a young boy with his thumb out, and continued drivi
ng. The hitchhiking boy was the type she was wanting lately, and she had passed him by.

At three o’clock, she tired of driving aimlessly, tired of the strange thoughts going
through her mind. She turned and headed home again. As she parked in the circular drive at the

front door, she entered the house. Upon going into the entrance hall, she heard voices.

Susan stopped, her breath caught in her throat as she listened. At first the words wer
en’t plain, then she caught enough to tell her something was going on in the family room.

Being as quiet as possible, she walked to the end of the entrance, near the door leadi
ng to the family room, and she could hear the words clearly.

"We’ re gonna get caught one of these days, Paul," Tracy said. "One of these days, we’'r
e gonna get ourselves caught good."

"So what?" Paul replied. "I don’t think Dad will say anything about it. Mom is the one
we have to worry about."

"You’ re probably right," Tracy agreed. "Mom is acting awfully funny lately. I wonder w
hy? n

"Dad wonders, too," Paul said.

"Has he talked to you about it?"

"No," Paul replied. "But you know how he gets when he’s concerned."
"You know what I think?" Tracy said, giggling softly.

"What do you think?"

"I think Dad is screwing his secretary.”

Susan’s breath caught in her throat. If the children suspected something like that, it
was far worse than she had imagined.

"I wouldn’t mind screwing her, myself," Paul said. "She’s got a nice pair of tits on h
er ... and that ass is downright beautiful!"

"You’ re always horny, Paul," Tracy said, giggling again. "I believe you’d fuck anythin
g available."



"Not really," he laughed. "I'm kinda particular where I stick my cock."

Susan could hardly believe what she was hearing. Her children were talking about sex a
s if they always fucked. But she knew they never went out with anyone.

"You’ve never stuck that cock anyplace, yet," Tracy laughed.
"I don’t have the opportunity."

"Bullshit, Paul Stone!" Tracy snorted. "Don’t tell me that!"
"When have I had the opportunity, Tracy?"

"There are girls falling all over themselves to get their hot little hands on your pri
ck, brother, dear. You know that as well as I do."

"I don’'t care for any of them."

"Then look closer to home, brother, dear," Tracy said in a soft, low voice.
"What do you mean, Tracy?"

"Damn, " Tracy snapped. "You are a dummy, Paul Stone! You know what I mean."

Susan’s heart was beating wildly as she stood listening. Her legs became weak and she
sagged against the wall, one hand pressed against her mouth.

"The hell I do," Paul said. "You talk funny, sometimes, Tracy."

"Do I have to spell it out for you, dummy?"

"Sometimes," Paul said.

"Okay, you dumb ass," Tracy said. "You’re always horny, right?"

"Right."

"And you always jack off, right?"

"Right."

"And I'm always horny, correct?"

"Correct."

"And I'm always sticking my finger in myself, true?"

"True."

Susan’s heart was fluttering insanely. She should not have been surprised at this reve
lation, because she had finger—-fucked as a teenager before getting married. What surprised her
was her kids’ blunt talk.

"Sometimes I jack you off, too," Tracy said.

"Sometimes."

"And sometimes you finger-fuck me, right?"

"That’s right."

"Then, asshole," Tracy said, "figure it out."

"I still don’t get it, Tracy."



"You are the dumbest jack-off I’ve ever seen, Paul Stone," Tracy said, exasperated.
"I probably am," Paul replied. "But I still don’t know what you’re talking about."

"Listen, shit-head," Tracy hissed at her brother. "I’'m a horny girl, a girl with a rea
1 hot ass. You’re a horny boy, with a hot cock. Why don’t we just put the two together?"

"You mean, fuck each other, Tracy?" Paul asked.

"I mean, fuck each other, brother, dear," Tracy said, giggling. "I’'d like that, you kn
ow.

"I’d like it, too," Paul said. "The only thing is, if we ever got caught, there’d be t
rouble."

"We’ve been playing with each other for years and no one has caught us yet, have they?

"No, but ..."

"We’re big kids now, Paul," Tracy said. "It’s time we stopped playing little kids game
s, jacking off and finger-fucking. It’s time we fucked!"

Susan could hardly stand now, her legs were so weak. She didn’t know what to do, what
to say. She realized she didn’t know her own children.

"I don’t think Dad would say anything," Tracy said. "Mom might, though. She’s acting s
o damned funny lately."

"What do you mean, Dad wouldn’t say anything?"

"I just don’t think he would," Tracy said. Then she giggled. "I caught him peeking up
my dress once."

"You did?"

"T sure did. I was wearing that short one, and he just looked and looked for the longe
st time. I bet Daddy would love to get a look at my pussy."

"You’ re crazy, Tracy," Paul snorted.
"Oh, sure I am! He had one big hard-on, let me tell you!"

Susan gathered up the strength to peer around the door into the family room. Her eyes
went wide when she saw her daughter sprawled on the leather couch, one leg off and on the floo
r, the other one on the cushions. Her skirt was hiked to her waist, and she was pulling the cr
otch of her nylon panties to one side, then letting it snap closed again. Sitting on the floor

was her son, watching his sister reveal her dark-haired cunt. Susan saw his cock out of his p
ants, swelling into hardness, with a sweetly swollen head. She looked from her daughter to her
son. She stared at her son’s cock, then at Tracy’s hot pussy. Her own cunt almost went into u
nexpected spasms as she watched them.

"I think Daddy would love to fuck me," Tracy said as she began to rub her palm up and
down the crotch of her panties. "I really believe Daddy would like to stick his cock up my cun
t and fuck me."

"Would you let him?" Paul asked.
"I’d let you fuck me, too, dummy," Tracy said, working the crotch of her panties to on
e side and slipping her middle finger into her pussy. "If you weren’t such a scairdy cat, you

could fuck me all the time."

"I’ve got to think about that," Paul replied, gripping his cock in his fist and pumpin
g up and down on it as he watched his sister fingerfucking her juicy cunt.



Susan watched secretly, her emotions soaring, her passions bubbling. Her cunt was thro
bbing like it had never throbbed before --not even when she had picked up that young boy and h
ad sucked him off.

Soon, the heavy breathing of Tracy and Paul filled the family room, and Susan found th
at she was pressing a hand against her steaming pussy violently. She could not take her eyes o
ff what was happening before her. The excitement was almost more than she could bear. She watc
hed as her daughter began to writhe her little ass about on the couch, her finger fucking in a
nd out of her wet, hairy cunt. She saw her son on his knees now, jacking off furiously as he w
atched his sister fingering her twat. The intensity of their pleasure seemed thick in the room
, almost like a heavy pressure bearing down on Susan.

"I’'m gonna come!" Tracy shouted. Then her body shuddered. Tracy slammed her finger int
o her pussy hard, holding it still as she came. "Ooococo ... ahhhhh!"
"Me, too!" shouted Paul, his fist flying swiftly on his straining cock.

Susan saw her son come, saw his cum spurt from the tip of his cock and splash along hi

s sister’s creamy thigh. Time and again Paul came, spurting his jism until Tracy’s thigh was s

meared with his sticky cum. When he sank to his ass, breathing hard, Susan saw Tracy smear the
jism all over her thigh, bringing it to her pussy and finger-fucking some more.

Somehow, Susan found the strength to flee, to go quietly up the stairs to her room. Sh
e closed the door and sat on the bed, smoking a cigarette nervously, thinking of what she had
just witnessed, what she had just learned about her two teenage children.

She was surprised to find she had not been horrified by the scene, but she was not at
all surprised by her reactions. She had become so aroused, she was still shaking. She had neve
r been so aroused in all her life.

The one thing that the scene had done, it confused her even more than ever. She could
not find it in her heart to condemn her children for jacking off and finger-fucking in front o
f each other, could not condemn them for doing it to each other, as she had heard. They appare
ntly enjoyed what they did together, feeling neither shame nor guilt. At least, Susan felt, th
at was something.

Chapter 4

Susan began drawing away from her family. Gone was the happy woman, the happy wife and
mother. In her place was a morose, confused and very bewildered Susan Stone.

She continued to take care of the house and what little needs her husband and children

required of her, but she seldom had anything to say to them. When they spoke to her, she woul

d reply, politely, almost coolly. Susan knew they were watching her, felt their eyes on her wh
en she was in the same room with them.

Raymond, at first, attempted to draw her out, tried to find out what was wrong with he

r. But Susan gave him no satisfactory answers. In turn, Susan watched them closely, always fro

m some concealment. She did not want them to know of her presence. But the more she watched th

em, the more confused she became. She heard their conversations at times, and the things they

said added to her bewilderment. Susan felt her family was falling apart, felt that she was not
wanted any longer by them, not needed.

Tracy and Paul were self-sufficient at their ages, prepared their own breakfasts, took
care of their own clothing and rooms. Raymond, well, Raymond had Ann, his secretary. They ate
what Susan prepared in the evenings, never complaining. Still, Susan felt as if she were a st

ranger in her own home.

The children never came to her with their problems as they had when younger. They now
discussed their problems among themselves, or talked to their father. Of course, they didn’t s

eem to have many problems, not like most teenagers, but Susan longed for them to come to her.

Susan could not get it out of her mind the things she had seen and heard that day betw



een Tracy and Paul. She wondered how long it had been going on. From what little information s
he had gleaned, it had been happening for a long time. No wonder, she thought, they didn’t dat
e, seldom saw other boys and girls their age. They were too involved with each other.

A week or so after discovering Tracy and Paul in the family room, Susan again had to s
hop. She left a note for the children and drove away. After she had finished shopping, she ret
urned home, put her groceries away, and stood at the window of the kitchen, watching Tracy and

Paul splashing about in the small pool. Strange, she thought, she had never really noticed wh
at a revealing bikini Tracy wore. It was a red bikini, bright red. The halter was tiny, hardly
cupping Tracy’s sweet, shapely tits. The bottom was even smaller yet. Susan noticed the front
was a tiny triangle of cloth, just enough to cover the mound of her twat. But the rear of it
was something else again. Both of Tracy’s asscheeks were entirely exposed. There was a thin st

rip of cloth running between those swelling cheeks to her hips, and that was all.

Paul’s suit was tight, emphasizing the lump of his cock and balls.

She stood watching them, seeing the way Paul would playfully grab at his sister’s tits
or exposed ass. Tracy would squeal in pretended anger and grab a handful of his crotch. They
raced about the pool, then on the green, lush lawn. They wrestled and screamed, enjoying thems
elves the way any vibrant, energetic teenagers would. The only exception was they would feel e

ach other up more often.

For some reason, Paul had built a small hut near the pool, a hut he called a "changing
room." It was large enough for two people to change into swimming suits, but not much larger.
Susan saw her children dart into it. On an impulse, she left the house and slipped quietly up
to the hut. There was a board there with the knothole knocked out, she knew.

Peering into the small hut, she watched as Paul fondled his sister’s tits, cupping and
squeezing them, then caressing Tracy’s creamy, smooth asscheeks. Tracy, in turn, was cupping
and squeezing his growing cock.

As she watched, Paul released his sister’s tits from the confines of her halter. He pu
lled and twisted lightly at her dark pink nipples, making Tracy coo with delight. His other ha
nd gripped one firm cheek of her ass.

Tracy managed to peel down her brother’s trunks. Paul’s cock leaped upward, strong and
hard, swollen beautifully. As Susan peered through the hole, she watched her daughter wrap he
r hand about his prick and begin to jack on it. Paul, with shaking fingers, pulled the strings
of his sister’s bikini bottom and it fell to the floor.

"Finger—-fuck me, Paul," Tracy said in a thick, passion-filled voice. "Finger-fuck my c
unt! "

Susan’s legs again felt rubbery. Hearing her teenage daughter urge her brother to fing
er—-fuck her sent Susan’s heart racing with excitement. She felt her tits swell, her nipples be
coming rigid. There was again that deep, pleasant pulsation in her cunt.

She watched as her daughter sat down on the seat and lean against the wall, her long,
slender legs wide apart, her pussy revealed to her brother. Paul dropped to his knees and bega
n to thrust his middle finger in and out of Tracy’s pussy, the thumb of his other hand agitati
ng her sweet, swollen clit. Tracy writhed her little ass on the seat, moaning and cooing with
delight. She gripped her tits in both hands, urging Paul to finger her.

"Stab faster, Paul!" she urged. "Stab my cunt faster! Ohhhhh, fuck me with your finger
, Paul, fuck my pussy good! Ahhh, I love it, love it! I love it when you finger-fuck my twat,
Paul!"

Susan could see everything clearly, see the way Paul’s finger thrust in and out of tha
t sweet cunt, watch the way those moist pussy-lips clung to his fingers. It made Susan’s pussy
throb in delicious ecstasy.

"Ooooo, Paul, Paul!" Tracy gurgled, her ass writhing in passion. "I’'m gonna come! Oh,
I’'m gonna come! Deeper, Paul! Faster ... harder! Oohhhh, I'm almost there! Fuck me, Paul! Fuck
my cunt! Fuck my pussy! Fuck me ... fuck me ... fuck me!"



Susan saw Tracy’s lovely body shudder, then she stiffened, squealing loudly as she cam
e. Finally, Tracy slumped in exhaustion, a smile of happiness on her lovely face.

Then Paul stood up, his cock arching out strongly.
"My turn, Tracy," he said, offering his cock to his sister. "Jack me off, Tracy."

"Oh, yes!" Tracy said, grabbing her brother’s prick in a tight fist. "You’re so big no
w, Paul. I love it when your cock is big and hard."

Susan watched as Tracy began to pump on her brother’s prick. Tracy cradled his balls i

n her other hand as she jacked him. Her fist moved back and forth slowly at first, then faster

"I can feel your cock throb, Paul," she said, grinning up at her brother. "I can feel
it in my hand."

"Jack me off!" he urged in a thick voice. "I got hot as hell finger-fucking you, Tracy
! Jack me off ... make me come!"

Susan’s eyes gazed at her son’s cock, the cock her daughter was beating furiously. She
pressed a fist between her thighs, pressing it hard against her pulsating cunt. She felt she

would come Jjust by watching her children fuck.

"I'm going to!" Paul grunted, arching his hips forward into his sister’s jerking fist.
"I'm going to come!"

"Do it, Paul!" Tracy giggled hoarsely. "Do it! Come, Paul! Come, come, come!"

Susan saw his cock spurt, sending cum flying forward. Drops of it landed on Tracy’s ti
ts, covering them with jism. Tracy continued pumping vigorously, her eyes glazed as she stared
at the flaring piss—hole of her brother’s cock blasting cum against her body. Tracy, moaning

with pleasure, used her other hand to smear his jism all over her pretty tits.
After Paul finished coming, Tracy caressed his cock and balls tenderly, lovingly.
"I wonder what’s wrong with Mom," Tracy said. "She’s acting funny lately."

"I’ve noticed," Paul replied.

"You don’t think she’s sick, do you?" Tracy asked, squeezing her brother’s balls gentl
y. "Sometimes when she doesn’t feel well, she won’t tell anyone."

"T don’t think she’s sick," Paul replied, sitting on the floor and leaning back. "I th
ink she found out Dad is fucking his secretary. I think that bothers her."

"Why should it bother her?"

"Some women get jealous, you know."

"Not Mom," Tracy replied. "She wouldn’t be jealous over that. She’s too smart."
"I don’t know about that," Paul said.

Tracy giggled. "Why don’t you let her play with your cock, Paul. Maybe that’s what she
needs ... a good hard cock up her cunt."

Susan turned and left as quietly as she could. Her pussy was twitching crazily, and sh
e was afraid her heavy breathing would be heard by her children. As she entered the house, she
took her purse and the keys to her car.

On the highway, she thought of many things. She knew she was not jealous of Ann. She d
idn’t care about Raymond fucking his secretary. Raymond loved sex, just as she did. It seemed,
too, that her children loved sex just as much as she and Raymond did. Sex, to Susan, was some
thing totally separated from love. Sex could be performed anywhere, with anyone. Love was an e



motion of need, too, but of a different need. A physical need such as sex could be denied for
a long time, although it was not healthy. An emotional need was something a person required fo
r mental stability.

Why she could not get over this feeling of not being needed by her family, she could n
ot understand. There was no real need to feel that way, she knew, yet she could not help it.

Susan drove all the way to the next town, and before she knew it, she had pulled into
the same motel she had stopped at before. The young man was working in the shrubbery again. Su
san paid with a check for a room, then parked the car. She entered the room, wondering why she

was there. She sprawled on the bed and thought, but there were no answers.

It was dark when Susan realized she had not brought so much as a toothbrush with her.
She sat up, turning on the light, and then searched her purse. She had about forty dollars. Sh
e went out and drove to a small drugstore, where she purchased a toothbrush and paste. She tho
ught of finding a store to buy panties, but decided she could go without panties for a day, at
least.

She had left home that afternoon wearing a summer frock, a pair of panties and nothing
else except her sandals. She really didn’t need anything else at the moment. She did buy a br
ush and comb for her hair, however. What little makeup she wore was inside her purse.

She drove back to the motel, and it was after eight in the evening when she arrived. S
he parked and entered the room. She undressed and showered, her thoughts tumbling in confusion
through her mind. She wondered what Raymond and the children would think when she was not the
re to prepare their dinner. Would they wonder where she was? Would they even care? She didn’t
think they would.

Naked, she lay back on the bed.

At nine o’clock, there was a soft knock on the door.

"Who is it?" she called.

"Lover boy."

Susan recognized the voice of the young man. She got up and, wrapping a huge towel aro
und her naked body, opened the door. "What do you want?" she asked.

"I saw you check in," the smirking boy said. "I thought you wanted more of the same."

Susan thought about that. Then, with a wide grin, she opened the door. "Come in."

The muscular boy entered the room, going straight to the bed, and he began taking off
his shoes. Susan leaned against the door, watching him. "You don’t waste any time, do you?" sh

e said.

"Hell, lady," he snorted. "Why fuck around? You know why you came back, and so do I. C
ome on, drop the towel and get in bed."

For a moment, anger flared in Susan. "Real macho, aren’t you?"

"Do you want to fuck or not, lady?"

"You could be a little more considerate, you know."

"Fuck that shit," the man smirked. "Consideration has nothing to do with it. Either yo
u’ve got a hot cunt or you don’t. That’s all there is to it. Either you want to get fucked or
you don’t. Make up your mind, lady. There’s a nice little piece down the way if you don’t want

my cock."

Susan let the towel drop from her body. Nakedly, she went to the bed, sitting down on

it as the boy lay back. His cock was stirring, starting to get hard. She took it in her hand a
nd began to stroke it, her other hand on his balls.



"You know what I’d like, lady?" the boy said, his hands behind his head. "I’'d like a n
ice, hot blow-job."

"Do you always get what you want?" Susan asked, irritated by his demanding manner.

"Most of the time," he said. "Hell, what one cunt won’t do for me, another one will. N
ow, the little cunt down the way, she’s a real good cock-sucker. She can suck my cock until it
draws my asshole up."

"Why don’t you go there, then?"

"I thought I’'d find out if you were a good cock-sucker," he said. "I know you’re a goo
d fuck. Let’s see how good you are sucking a cock."

Susan pumped on his hard prick, looking at it. She wouldn’t mind sucking him off at al
1. She had always loved sucking cock, and she had certainly loved sucking that teenage kid off
she had picked up so long ago. She had always thoroughly enjoyed sucking off Raymond’s cock,
too. But it didn’t seem as if he wanted her any more. Maybe, she thought as she jerked this bo
y’s cock, Ann sucked his cock better than she. Maybe she had a special way that Raymond prefer
red.

She leaned over the boy’s prick, her face close to it. She rubbed the dripping head ac
ross her lips. Then, she felt the boy’s hand on the back of her head. Suddenly, he pressed dow
n as he arched his hips up. The thick cock stabbed into her mouth, going deep into her throat.

Susan choked, and her breath was cut off. She struggled to raise her mouth off his cock, but
he held her tightly.

"Suck me, bitch!" he growled at her. "Suck my fucking cock off! You goddamn cunts, com
ing around, wanting cock all the time. But think you’re too fucking good to suck a working man
s cock off! Suck me, goddamn you, suck my cock!"

Susan fought, trying to pull away, but he was far stronger than her. Hardly able to br
eathe, she began to suck him as best she could. Maybe she could make him come quickly and get
it over with.

"That’s better," the boy said, relaxing his grip on her head. "That’s the way, cock-su
cker! You just suck that big prick of mine, and we’ll get along fine."

Susan sucked him, gliding her lips up and down his throbbing prick, her tongue swirlin
g. His cock was thick, stretching her lips painfully. There was not much room inside her mouth
to lick, but she did the best she could.

"Okay, bitch, that’s enough for now," the boy said, pushing her away. "I'm not ready t
o come yet."

Susan looked at him. She was not really afraid, but she didn’t like this dominating ma
nner he had. She liked her sex mutually agreeable, each taking enjoyment from the other. This
was almost degrading, she felt. She lay back and the boy began to fondle her firm tits, pullin
g her nipples painfully. Susan winced, but did not cry out. When he began to pinch her pussy,
bruising her tender cunt-lips and punishing her clit, she clenched her teeth to keep from cryi
ng out.

Maybe this was the effect she had on people, she thought. Maybe people didn’t care eno
ugh about her to be tender and gentle. No one wanted her, especially her own family, she thoug
ht.

Maybe this is all I'm good for, this humiliation, this degradation. Maybe I’'m just a g
utter-slut, not good for anything else. Maybe I deserve what I get.

She yelped in pain as the boy pinched her clit brutally. Then he laughed when she crie
d out.

"You like that, cunt?" he asked, pulling the hairy lips of her pussy wide apart. "You
like a little pain, don’t you? You fucking cunts are all the same. Pretend to be such uppity,
high society broads, but when it comes down to the wire, you really like being treated like sh



it."

Susan didn’t answer. She simply lay there and let the boy do whatever he wanted with h
er. She could feel him digging into her cunt harshly, not caring if he hurt her. She felt him
spread her thighs wide, then watched him drop his face to her pussy. His teeth nipped her clit
, then bit at her puffy, sensitive cunt-lips. Again Susan cried out, softly, with pain. It was

not at all exciting to her. It hurt, and she could feel no arousal, no passion.

"Turn over, cunt!" the boy demanded. "Turn over on your stomach."

Susan felt his hands turning her, then she was on her belly. She cradled her head in h
er arms as the boy began manipulating her asscheeks, his fingers digging into her creamy ass b
rutally.

"You’ve got one fine ass, lady," he said. "It’s one pretty ass."

She felt him pull her asscheeks apart. Then his finger was rubbing at her tight asshol
e. Susan squirmed to get away. "No, don’t!" she said. "Don’t touch me there!"

"Why not, bitch?" he growled. "It’s Jjust another hole to fuck, that’s all."

"No! I’'ve never had it there," she protested, trying to turn from him. "I’ve never bee
n fucked in the ass before! Fuck me, but in my pussy!"

"Shit," the boy snorted, pressing a finger against the constriction of her asshole. "T
here isn’t any woman alive that’s never had it up the ass. Don’t try to con me, lady. With an
ass as pretty as yours, you’ve had a cock up there often enough."

"No! It’s the truth! I’ve never been fucked in the ass before! Please, believe me! I d
on’t want that ... fuck my cunt, please!"

"I’d rather have this ass," he said firmly.

Susan felt his finger slip into her asshole, and she stifled a scream. She wiggled abo
ut, trying to dislodge his finger, but her movements served only to help him.

Then she felt him move on top of her, still holding her asscheeks wide apart. She felt
the rubbery head of his cock against the tight hole there, and she braced herself for the bur
ning pain she knew would soon come. She felt him press down against her, felt her asshole resi
sting the penetration.

Then he was inside her asshole.

Susan, with tears burning her eyes, clenched her teeth as fiery pain filled her. She £
elt as if she were being torn apart, that her asshole would be injured beyond repair.

The boy began pumping now, driving his cock in and out of her stretched asshole, fucki
ng her vigorously, snorting and breathing hard. She felt the wiry hairs of his cock brush the
sensitive cheeks of her ass, felt his balls banging down against her cunt. For a little while
longer, the burning pain stayed with her, and she was reminded how it felt when Raymond fucked

her that first time, many years ago. Now, she was no longer a virgin in any of her holes.

The pain began to leave, and she was surprised to find some pleasure in being fucked u
p her ass. It did not feel as good as in her pussy, but at least there was no more pain. She b
egan to respond a bit to him, working her ass up to meet his thrusts. She shoved one hand unde
rneath her body and began to agitate her clit, and this made it feel better for her.

"That’s it, lady," the boy snorted. "Wiggle that ass for me! I told you, didn’t I? You
love it up this sweet, tight ass! Don’t tell me you’ve never had a cock in this tight asshole

before! You love it, baby!"

"Shut up!" Susan snapped, thrusting her ass up and down as she twisted at her clit wit
h her fingers. "Just shut the fuck up, will you?"

The boy laughed, stabbing his cock vigorously into her stretched asshole. He was fucki



ng her harshly now, swiftly and brutally. Susan tweaked and pinched at her clit, and it helped
to make this better for her.

It seemed to Susan that his cock became larger than ever up her asshole. She could fee
1 it throb, even. It stretched her asshole wide, and she was certain his cock went all the way
into her stomach. She felt his groin battering her smooth asscheeks, and hoped she would not
be bruised. Lifting her ass up a bit, she eased some of his weight from her body. But the posi
tion enabled the boy to fuck deeper yet into her ass.

"Good! Damn, lady, you’ve got a good, hot ass!" the boy snorted loudly. "A damn fine a
ss! This is some good fucking, baby!"

"Shut up!" Susan snapped again. "Why don’t you just shut the fuck up and get it over w
ith!"

He laughed again, and began fucking into her in a frenzy. He pulled her hips upward un

til she had her knees under her belly, her naked ass more vulnerable to his stabbing cock. She

felt him dig his fingers into her hips as he banged in and out. She squeezed her clit between

her thumb and finger, and with that pleasure, it eased what lingering pain she felt in her as
shole.

"Oh, tight!" the boy yelped. "Tight ass, lady! You’ve got one tight asshole! Oh, shit,
I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come in this hot ass, baby! I'm gonna fill this tight asshole with
my cum!"

Susan felt his cock swell even more inside her asshole, then it throbbed, jerking, spe
wing cum up her ass. She thought she could feel him coming in her, feel his jism splatter insi
de her. It was crazy, she knew, but she was sure she could feel it. She waved her naked ass ab
out, agitating her clit wildly, but she couldn’t make herself come.

She felt the boy pull away, felt his cock pull free of her asshole, and she slumped to
the bed. There were tears in her eyes again, but this time they were tears of frustration. Sh
e had wanted to come, too, and failed.

She did not know when the boy left her.

She lay on the bed, naked, bruised, feeling degraded and humiliated. It had not been g
ood for her, had not been enjoyable at all. It was the first time in her life she had not enijo
yed sex.

Again, she thought she was good for nothing but being used, abused. Her husband didn’t
want her any more--he had his secretary. Her two teenage children had no further need of her-
—they had grown up. She felt useless, abandoned, thrown away. She sobbed most of the night awa
y, wondering what had happened, where had she gone wrong. She wondered why no one wanted her a
ny longer. She knew she was still beautiful, still had a fantastic body, still loved sex. So w
hy had she been thrown away like some rag doll? It didn’t make sense to her.

She had no meaning to her life now, she felt.

Chapter 5

It was late morning when Susan woke up. For a long moment she was disoriented. She was
in a strange room, not her own. There was a dull ache in her asshole--and then it came back t
o her.

She swung her legs over the edge of the bed and moved gingerly to the shower. She adju
sted the spray and spent a long time scrubbing herself. She felt soiled, dirtied beyond ever b
eing clean again.

She toweled and brushed her hair, then she brushed her teeth. She slipped on her dress
, balling her panties up and shoving them into her purse. There was a gnawing hunger in her st
omach, and she left the room and drove to a small cafe for breakfast. She sipped coffee and sm
oked after eating. Again she felt that deep loneliness. She missed her home, her family.



She considered returning home, but only fleetingly. They didn’t want her, and she had
no place to go. There were no relatives that she knew of. Her parents had been killed a few ye
ars ago in a car crash. She had no one left in the world.

Miserable, lonely, feeling rejected and unloved, Susan returned to the motel. She cons
idered buying a bottle of whiskey and getting drunk, but that would be no answer. She would on
ly become sick, feel worse than ever. Inside her room, she lay down on the bed again.

There was a soft knock on the door. "Who is it?" she called.

"Lover boy."

"Go away," she said.

"Hey, baby," he called. "What’s wrong? Didn’t you have a good time last night? Come on
, open the door."

"Go away!"
"Baby, I’'ve got a nice hard-on here, just for you."

"Go fuck yourself with it!" she shouted. "Just go away and leave me alone!"

She heard him leave, and she breathed a sigh. She didn’t want any more to do with him.

She glanced at her wristwatch and saw it was almost noon. She had to make a decision soon--st

ay here or go find another place. But where could she go? One motel was as good as the next. S
he had no close friends to go to, no one to talk to. Alone in the world, lost in confused thou
ghts, not wanted, she didn’t know what to do.

A few minutes before noon, there was another knock on her door.

"T said go away!" she yelled, angrily. "Go away and leave me alone, damn you!"

"Susan? Are you in there, Susan?"

Sudden panic filled her. That was Raymond’s voice!

"Open the door, Susan," her husband called softly.

She sat upright on the bed, looking around, fear in her eyes. There was no place to hi
de, no place to run. But why did she want to escape?

"Susan, open the door, please," Raymond called again.

She didn’t reply.

"Mom? Mom, what’s wrong?"

Susan heard the voice of her daughter, and she felt tears spring into her eyes. She wa
nted desperately to open the door, to hold her husband and daughter tightly in her arms, but t

hey didn’t want her.

"Susan, " Raymond called, his voice firm, but concerned, "if you don’t open the door, I
11l have the manager let us in."

On shaky legs, she went to the door and unbolted it. The door swung open, and Raymond
rushed in. He gathered Susan in his arms as Tracy came in behind him.

"Why did you run away, Susan?" Raymond asked, stroking her back tenderly, nuzzling int
o her neck.

Susan began to cry, burying her face against his chest. The man-scent of him thrilled
her, and she loved him desperately. He was so familiar to her, and she wanted him.

"Mom, what’s wrong?" Tracy said, standing near them. "Come on, tell us what it is."



Susan reached out and pulled her daughter closer, hugging her husband and daughter tig
htly, sobbing loudly and miserably.

"Tracy, drive your mother’s car home, please," Raymond said.

"But, Dad..."

"Go on, honey," he urged. "We’ll be home in a little while."

Susan heard her daughter leave, and she pulled away from Raymond and sat on the bed, w
ringing her hands, not looking at him. Raymond sat down beside her, his arm affectionately on

her shoulder.

"Susan, talk to me," he urged. "Tell me what it is. Whatever it is, we can work it out
, but you’ve got to tell me."

"Oh, Raymond," Susan said, her voice filled with emotion. "I don’t know! I just don’t
know! Maybe I'm going crazy."

"I doubt that," he replied, caressing her shoulder. "I realize something is bothering
you, but you aren’t going crazy."

"Raymond, oh, Raymond!" she sobbed.

He shoved her gently to the bed, then stretched out beside her. He cradled her in his
arms, letting her cry it out, waiting until she was ready to talk to him.

"I’'m so confused," she said, finally, sniffing. "I don’t understand myself, darling. I
just don’t understand anything at all."

"Tell me, maybe we can both understand.”

"I ... I know about Ann," she blubbered. "I came to the office one day, and I heard yo
u in there with her."

"Oh, Christ!’ he said. "I thought it was something like that. Oh, baby, baby! I'm sorr
Yy ... I won’t ever do it again."

"And ... and that night when you didn’t come home, or even call me, I knew you were ou
t with her."

"I remember that night," he said, holding her tightly. "I wasn’t with Ann, Susan. I wa
s with a client and we worked late into the morning. Oh, God ... I should have called."

"I feel so useless, Raymond."

"I’11l fire Ann," he said. "I’1ll fire her this afternoon. I should not have let it happ

"Oh, you darling," Susan said. "It isn’t that at all. I don’t give a damn about you fu
cking Ann once in a while."

"You don’t?" Raymond asked, surprised. "You don’t care?"

"Of course not," Susan smiled. "A piece of ass isn’t love, not real love. I know how h
orny you are, darling. I was hurt because you stopped coming to me, stopped wanting me."

"Stopped wanting you? Susan, what do you mean? I’ve never stopped wanting you."
"But ... you haven’t fucked me in weeks, Raymond."
Understanding registered in his eyes. "You’re right, baby, I haven’t. But I’ve worked

so damned hard lately. I have this new client; it means a great deal to us. I’'ve been working
so damned hard, I’ve forgotten your needs. It won’t happen again, Susan. Fuck the client!"



"That depends on if its a female or male," she smiled again. "Fuck the client if it’s
a woman, but save some of that cock for me, you hear!"

"Oh, baby, baby!" He hugged her tightly, kissing her cheeks and neck, finding her lips
and pressing against her hard.

His hands moved about her body, stroking her. Susan felt her passion swell, and she be
gan to writhe and squirm against him. When his hands caressed her ass, she pressed her pussy a
gainst his cock, thrilled to find his prick becoming deliciously hard. She wormed her hand bet
ween their bodies and grasped his cock. She squeezed it hard.

"T love this cock, darling," she murmured into his ear. "I love it so much!"

He pulled her dress up and clutched a cheek of her ass. "Hmmm, no panties, huh? Been e
xpecting some stud to walk in here?"

"You’re my stud," she replied.

"I'm glad to hear that," he grinned at her. "And right now I’d love to be your cuntlic
ker, if you don’t mind. I'd love to get my mouth and tongue on your sweet pussy, Susan, and 1li
ck you good."

She flipped onto her back, pulling her skirt to her waist and spreading her thighs. "S
tart licking, darling.”

Raymond scooted to the end of the bed, settling himself between her long, creamy thigh
s. He gazed at his wife’s hairy cunt, seeing the glistening tip of her swollen clit. He ran hi
s hands up and down the inside surface of her smooth thighs, where he knew she was the most se
nsitive. Susan shivered and cooed with pleasure as he felt her thighs. She pulled a pillow und
erneath her head and watched down her body as he began to lick at her legs, his tongue going f
rom one dimpled knee to her crotch. He swirled his tongue into the curling hairs of her cunt,
then down the other thigh. He held her hips as he kissed and licked her flesh, caressing her.

He finally pressed his lips to her moist, bushy pussy and kissed it hotly. Susan writh
ed against his face as he kissed all about her puffy cunt-lips, the cheeks of her ass, then be
gan to lick each pussy-lip in turn. He swirled his tongue about her swollen clit, nipped at it

gently with his lips. Susan slipped her hands down, pulling her cunt wide for him.

"Inside, darling," she urged. "Stick your tongue inside me! Ohhh, I want you to tongue
—fuck my cunt, darling! I want you to fuck me with your tongue, please, please! Ohhhh, Raymond
, eat my pussy! Suck my cunt!"

She arched her hips high, squeezing his face with her hot, smooth thighs as he licked
and sucked her twat. Susan clawed at his head, grinding her cunt into his face furiously, her
vision blurred with intense ecstasy. Raymond ran his hands underneath her uplifted ass, clutch
ing a firm cheek in each palm. He squeezed her ass as he licked and tongued her boiling cunt.

He drove his tongue deep into the slippery tightness of her pussy, thrust it in and ou

t, wiggled it about. He pulled his tongue out, licked it up her twat to her explosive clit. He

swirled his tongue about her clit as he sucked wvigorously. Susan shivered and shook with plea
sure, her mind reeling.

Moist sounds of licking and sucking filled the room, sounds she loved to hear. Her blo
od was boiling like never before. She rolled and twisted her cunt hard into his face, whimperi
ng and groaning as ecstasy flooded her pussy.

"Ohhhh, ooococoo!" she mewled. "Eat me, darling! Eat my hot fucking cunt! Tongue it
lick it! Oh, God ... I'm hot, so fucking hot! Suck me ... eat my pussy! Oh, Raymond, Raymond!
It’s good ... so fucking good!"

His tongue flew in and out of her clinging twat, fucking back and forth, then up to he
r burning clit. His fingers dug into her firm asscheeks, holding her up to his mouth. The hair
s of her pussy tickled his nose, and he looked up at her passion-filled face and eyes.



Susan’s ass gyrated furiously now, grinding frantically against his face. "Ohhh, Raymo
nd! I love it, love it! Eat me, darling! Oh, eat my hot cunt! Ohhhh, I’'m about to come, Raymon
d! Shove your tongue in my pussy ... fuck me with your tongue!"

Raymond stabbed his tongue deep into his wife’s steamy cunt, trusting it back and fort
h. He could feel the spasms of it when she came.

"Oh, oh, oh!" Susan cried out loudly. "I’'m coming! Oh, God, I’'m coming!"

Raymond tongue-fucked her furiously as she came, hanging on to her thrashing hips, ho
lding her ass tightly. When she slumped to the bed, he released her and crawled up beside her.
He wrapped his arms about her, kissing her hard on the lips. Susan stabbed her tongue into he

r husband’s mouth, shivering as he sucked at it.

"Come back home, Susan," he murmured when they pulled apart. "Come back home where you
belong."

"I will. Oh, I will!" she sighed, happily. "Oh, darling, I’ve been so confused, so wro
ng! I'm sorry."

"There isn’t anything to be sorry for," he said. "We’ve learned something. Now we can
correct it. I love you, Susan. I don’t ever want to lose you."

"Nor do I want to lose you, Raymond."

"I’1ll fire Ann, the first thing in the morning," he said. "I’11 find a male secretary.
I won’t look at another woman, ever again."

"You will not fire Ann, Raymond," Susan replied, stroking his throbbing hard cock. "Yo
u’ll keep her. She’s a good secretary. No, you won’t fire her."

"But I thought..."

"You didn’t hear what I said," Susan said. "I don’t mind you fucking her. Fuck her whe
n you get a hard-on. She’s a beautiful woman. I couldn’t have found a better piece for you."

"You really don’t mind?"

"Of course not," she laughed. "Fucking isn’t love, and you damn well know it. Go fuck
all you want, but just make sure you take care of my hot pussy, buster, or I’1l1l cut that cock
off and shove it up your ass!"

He laughed, hugging her tightly. "Let’s go home, Susan."

"Not right now," she said, pumping on his cock. "I'm not going to let you get away wit
h this beautiful hard-on."

"What do you propose to do with it?"
"I'm going to suck it, that’s what I'm going to do with it."

She turned onto her back, pulling at him. "Get on top of me, darling. Get on top of me
and stick that lovely prick in my mouth."

Raymond twisted around as he threw one leg over her head. He began licking again at he
r cunt as she kissed at his cock and his dangling balls. He gripped the cheeks of her ass in h
is hands, lifting her pussy to his mouth.

"Mmmmmm, good!" Susan murmured as she kissed and licked at his cock and balls. "You’re
delicious, darling! I love this big cock of yours, those hairy balls. I'm going to suck you o
ff good! Make you come in my mouth! Oooooco, right now!"

She opened her mouth wide and pulled his cock into her wet, hot mouth. His balls dangl
ed above her eyes, and she gripped the cheeks of his ass as she began to move her head up and
down, sucking him. The heat of his cock, the hardness of it, the way it throbbed so powerfully



, filled her with ecstasy. She swirled her tongue about it wildly, moaning softly with pleasur
e. She writhed her pussy into his face, feeling his tongue lapping at her throbbing clit.

She began to urge him to pump up and down, to fuck her in her devouring mouth. Raymond
thrust up and down, sliding his hard prick between her lips as she sucked and licked his cock
He was careful not to penetrate too far, careful not to choke her. But Susan wasn’t worried
about that. She struggled to take it all, loving the way his balls brushed against her forehea
d. Susan shuddered with total ecstasy as she sucked his cock, thrilled almost mindlessly to be

sucking him again.

She cupped his asscheeks tightly, her fingers near his tight asshole. She urged him to
fuck faster and deeper into her mouth, and she whipped her pussy harshly against his lips.

She squirmed her ass about in his clutching hands, and felt a ripple of delight shoot
through her when one of his fingers brushed at her puckered asshole. She wanted to tell Raymon
d to stick a finger up her ass, but at the same time didn’t want to loose that sweet, hard coc
k in her mouth.

She devoured his prick with relish, mewling softly and passionately as he fucked up an
d down, banging his hairy balls on her forehead. She clung to his cock with her hot, wet lips,
her tongue flying about his piss-hole. He was dripping pre-cum into her mouth, and she swallo
wed often, loving the taste. She waited with a racing heart for him to spew into her mouth, wa
nting his cum to splash over her tongue, to flow down her throat and into her stomach. When sh
e felt him jerk inside her mouth, she knew he was ready.

With her hot lips clinging to his cock, she tasted the first spurt of his jism on her
tongue-—and she went wild with ecstasy. As she swallowed and sucked, she pressed a finger agai
nst his tight asshole, and it went in. She thrust her finger in and out of his asshole, fuckin
g him there as he squirted into her mouth. She could hear her husband groan with pleasure, and

she erupted with a powerful orgasm that almost shattered her senses.

They slumped together, breathing hard.

Finally, they stirred. Susan twisted about on the bed, her dress rumpled around her wa
ist. She kissed her husband long and hard.

"Tt’s time to go home," she whispered.

Chapter 6

Two weeks later, Susan was as happy as she could possibly be. Raymond spent more time
with her, loving her, caring for her. Even Tracy and Paul were giving her a great deal of atte
ntion. Since it was summer vacation from school, they were around the house more often than no

t. They helped with the chores, never bickering with her.

One morning, while still in bed, lazily thinking how wonderful her family was, she hea
rd a soft knock on the door.

"Yes?" she called.
"Coffee, Mom," her daughter called out.

Susan smiled as she told Tracy to come in. Tracy entered the bedroom, carrying a small
tray with a steaming pot of coffee, sugar and cream. There were two cups on the tray.

"I thought we’d have coffee together, Mom," Tracy said, sitting on the edge of the bed
and placing the tray on the night table.

"You don’t mind, do you?"
Susan placed two pillows behind her back, and she sat up carefully holding the sheet o

ver her tits. Tracy shifted about on the bed until she sat cross-legged, facing her mother. Sh
e poured two cups, adding cream and sugar to her own. Susan drank her coffee black.



Susan sipped her coffee, looking at Tracy. Her daughter had not dressed yet, and was s
till wearing one of her gowns. Susan could actually see the bold thrust of Tracy’s tits with t
hose dark pink nipples, rubbery hard, pressing at the thin material. Her eyes moved from those
sweet tits down to Tracy’s long, smooth, creamy thighs. The thin panties that matched the gow
n concealed nothing. The shadow of her daughter’s cunt-hair was very obvious. Susan noticed a
few strands curling from her tight crotch, and was surprised to find her own pussy twitch slig
htly.

She remembered watching Tracy and Paul jerk off in front of each other, remembering th
em doing it to one another——-and her cunt pulsated exquisitely. She pressed her thighs together
tightly, her eyes almost unfocused with the sudden pleasure that rippled through her pussy.

Tracy was such a beautiful, sweet-looking girl. Susan could see very well the sexualit
y in her daughter. It showed in Tracy’s eyes, her very movements. It was surprising to her tha
t Tracy was almost eighteen and not yet fucked. Especially with her erotic nature. It was also
surprising that Susan was feeling so aroused just by looking at her daughter in the intimate
bedroom setting. Susan wondered, fleetingly, if sexuality could be inherited. If that were so,
then Tracy and Paul should be very sexual, considering their parents.

Tracy gazed steadily at her mother, watching her eyes as if she could see what Susan w
as thinking. Susan felt herself actually blushing slightly, and turned her face away.

"Mother," Tracy said at last, "would you care to talk about it?"
"Talk about what, Tracy?"

"Whatever it is bothering you."

"But, darling, there isn’t anything bothering me."

Tracy was silent for a while, but continued looking directly at her mother. Susan felt
her face grow warm again. "Tracy, please, I don’t have anything bothering me."

"Okay, Mom, if you say so," Tracy replied. She got up from the bed and walked toward t

he dresser. She began arranging her mother’s perfumes and assorted things. Susan looked at her

daughter’s back, seeing the sweet swell of her delicious ass, the smoothness of her thighs. T

he gown did not quite cover up the cheeks of her pretty ass, and Susan could see the whiteness
of those cheeks against the tan of her thighs.

Without knocking, the bedroom door opened and Paul walked in, carrying his cup of coff
ee.

"Family reunion?" he asked, giving his mother a wide smile.

The first thing Susan noticed about her son was that he was wearing a robe, and the se
cond thing she noticed was that his cock appeared to be almost hard. He sat down on the edge o
f his mother’s bed, and Susan scooted away quickly. His thigh had contacted hers beneath the s
heet.

Tracy came around and sat on the other side of the bed. Susan had the strangest feelin
g of being caught and trapped between them. There was no feeling of a threat, but a definite o
ne of tingling tension, a pleasant kind of tension. She sensed her nipples hardening beneath t
he sheet, and wished she had a gown on, instead of being naked.

She saw her children look at each other, then they smiled. Tracy gave a slight nod, an
d then they were on her.

"Hey, now!" Susan screamed as they grabbed her and started wrestling. She was caught b
etween them and they had her flat on the bed, tickling her ribs. She began laughing uncontroll
ably as she fought them playfully. She felt a hand brush one of her tits, and an electric thri
11 went through her. There was a hand brushing at her thigh, then her ass. She didn’t know who
se hand it was, but the feeling she felt was very good. She began to wrestle back at them, and

her hand accidentally came in contact with her son’s cock. There was no doubt now in her mind
that he was hard--his cock was throbbing very powerfully against her hand. Jerking her hand a
way, she found it against her daughter’s sweet tit. Again she jerked her hand away, and they b



oth jumped on top, laughing as they tickled her. The sheet slipped, and Susan found one of her
shapely tits exposed for a moment before she could cover it up. She had also caught her son’s
eyes on her hard nipple.

Susan’s cunt was wet and pulsating, her nipples very erect. Through her laughter, she
noticed that her daughter’s tits were hard, too. Her daughter’s thighs flashed. The crotch of
her sheer panties was revealed. Her son’s cock was briefly exposed. She started to say somethi
ng about this, to stop it. Then she thought, what’s the difference? They’ve seen and done thin
gs to each other already. They wouldn’t listen to her anyway.

Finally the wrestling and tickling stopped, and they all breathed heavily from their e
xertions. Tracy sat with her legs crossed again, and her panties were fully exposed. Her son,
sitting on the other side of her, was quite careless. Susan noticed, from the corner of her ey
e, that she could see his balls if she moved her head slightly. Her whole body was tingling cr
azily, a good tingling. She moved her head to one side and tried to look at her son’s balls wi
thout being noticed. Her palm itched, and she found herself wanting very much to reach out and

caress those hairy balls.

"That made me thirsty," Tracy said. "I’ve had too much coffee. I need water."
‘Me, too," Paul laughed.

Susan watched them slip from the bed and start toward the door. Just before they left,
she saw Paul slap his sister’s ass playfully, heard Tracy giggle as she wiggled her ass in a
saucy manner.

Getting out of bed, Susan went into the bathroom and showered. Her flesh tingled delic
iously as she soaped herself, her pussy throbbing. Getting out of the shower, she found a thin
blouse, and without a bra, slipped it on. The bulge of her tits could be seen through the arm
s of the blouse. She then zipped on an out-of-style mini-skirt and heels. She was on her way d
ownstairs before she remembered she had not put on panties. With a soft giggle, she continued
on down.

Tracy and Paul were at the dining room table, with milk before them. They had not dres
sed, and when Susan entered, she could feel something in the air, something she could not defi
ne or understand. The sensation was a pleasant one, though.

"Aren’t you two going to shower this morning?" she asked.
"We’ re going swimming," Tracy said.
"I may just join you," Susan replied, getting herself another cup of coffee.

Taking her coffee, she went into the family room and found a cigarette. She sat down i

n the lounge chair, shoving it back as she smoked. Paul and Tracy came in a few minutes later,
still not dressed. She noticed her son pause as he came in, looking at her. Susan immediately

understood. She was sitting facing him, and with her feet up, spread apart, her son was looki

ng directly at her cunt. A warm flush came over her face and she started to close her thighs a

nd shove the chair to its sitting position. But she stopped, thinking, what does it matter now
?

Her eyes dropped to the front of his robe, and saw the way his cock stood out against
it. Somehow she felt pleased to know he had this hard-on from seeing her cunt. Tracy, too, saw
her brother’s hard-on, and she giggled softly. She turned and wiggled her pretty ass. "I'm go
ing to change into my suit," she announced, and ran off.

For a while longer, Paul stood there, looking under his mother’s skirt, seeing her hai
ry cunt. His cock had swelled up so much, it suddenly poked from his robe. Susan’s eyes went w
ide as she found herself gazing directly at Paul’s hard prick.

Susan’s body trembled, tingling so good she thought she was about to come. She pressed
her hand into her lap, hard against her pussy, closing her eyes with the vision of Paul’s coc
k in her mind. Finally she got up and rinsed her cup out, then went back upstairs to get into
her own swimming suit.



She was bending over the bed, straightening it, when she felt eyes on her. She looked
over her shoulder and say her son standing in the doorway. He was still in his robe, but his c
ock was fully exposed, still hard. Susan knew that from her position, her son could see the cr
eamy cheeks of her ass and the pooching of her cunt past her thighs. She shivered as she looke
d at him, and then shivered again when Paul moved into the room and started toward her, his ey
es fixed upon the revealed creaminess of her ass.

Susan felt rooted to the spot, unable to move as she watched over her shoulder. Knowin
g what he could see made her flush, but with an anticipating pleasure of warmth.

Paul stopped behind her, and Susan felt his hands on the backs of her thighs, sliding
about, caressing, feeling.

"Paul, please ..." she murmured in a thick voice, not certain what she was going to sa
y. His hands on her flesh sent chills of delight racing up and down her spine. Leaning on the
bed, she let her son’s hands move up her thighs to the cheeks of her ass. She felt him feeling
her ass, his fingers pressing and squeezing her firm cheeks. She felt his finger slide up and
down the crack of her ass, over her asshole, then down. She quivered again as her son cupped
her cunt lightly, then applied pressure.

"Oooohhh, " Susan moaned softly. "Oh, Paul, please!"

But he didn’t reply. Instead, Susan felt him slip one of his fingers into her slippery
, hot pussy. For a moment he held it there, not moving, then he started thrusting it in and ou
t. Susan could not be still. She began to sway her ass to and fro, working it with his plungin
g finger. She felt him slide her skirt over her ass to her waist, revealing the whole of her a
ss to his hot eyes and hands.

"Mom, oh, Mom!" Paul groaned.

Without thinking of what she was doing, but moving automatically, she slipped her righ
t hand through her thighs and gripped his hard cock. She squeezed it tightly, then began to je
rk back and forth, feeling his swollen, dripping cock-head brushing the backs of her thighs an
d the hot cheeks of her ass.

"Ohhhhh, Paul! Oh, darling Paul," she whimpered as she jacked on his cock. "I shouldn’
t ... we must not ... ohhhh!"

Then, Susan brought the swollen head of her son’s cock against the puffy, hairy lips o
f her burning cunt. She brushed it about those wet lips, over her distended clit, moaning loud
ly with pleasure. Paul’s hands had left her cunt and were no longer holding the cheeks of her
ass as she jacked his cock.

She rubbed his prick along the heat of her pussy-lips, and then found she had just the
head of it inside her cunt. How that happened, she wasn’t sure, but it was there just the sam
e. The feeling this gave her was tremendous. She held still, feeling his cock barely inside he
r twat, then Susan began to shake as she came.

"Oooohhhh! Oh ... ohhhhh!" she mewled, and her ass moved backward.

For a moment Susan was startled by what she had done. She had moved her ass backward,
causing her son’s cock to fully enter her steaming cunt. She could feel his balls against her
tight clit, the hairs of his cock tickling against her asshole. She felt her son’s hands holdi
ng her hips tightly, and she glanced over her shoulder at him. His eyes were closed tightly, a
nd the expression on his face was of pure ecstasy. She could feel his cock throbbing deep insi
de her puffy cunt.

"Oh, Mom, Mom!" Paul groaned as he stood, rigid, his cock buried as far as it would go
into her snatch.

Susan began to work her ass then, moving it back and forth on her son’s prick, fucking
him. The ecstasy she felt was greater than before. She loved the way his hard prick throbbed
in her twat, loved the way it filled her and stretched her pulsating cunt. She fucked him slow
ly at first, breathing hard with excitement. She braced herself on the bed, her head down, her

ass high in the air.



"Paul, oh, God, Paul," she whimpered, waggling her ass about wildly now. "Do it, baby!
Do it! Ohhhh, Paul, darling, do it to me!"

"Mom, Mom, Mom!" Paul grunted through clenched teeth.

"Come on, baby!" Susan urged wildly, tossing her exposed ass about, fucking him. "Do i
t! Don’t worry ... don’t worry about anything, just do it to me! Come on, Paul ... fuck me!"

"Mom, Mom," Paul groaned.

Then Susan felt him move, and he was fucking her. She mewled with pleasure as he began
to thrust in and out of her pussy, matching her motions. She banged her naked ass back agains
t him, rolling it about, thrilled to feel his balls banging at her swollen, tingling clit.

"Fuck me, baby!" Susan urged thickly. "Oh, God ... fuck me! Fuck me, darling ... fuck
me, fuck me!"

"Oh, oh, oh!" Paul groaned, staring down at his mother’s creamy ass, watching it move,
seeing the way her pussy clung to his cock. "I'm doing it!"

"Yes, yes! Oh, yes, you are, darling!"

She felt his hand dig into her hips as he thrust wildly, powerfully, into her juicy cu
nt. Her asshole grew tight as his cock-hairs tickled it, and her pussy began to tighten around
his driving prick.

"Oh, baby, baby!" Susan whimpered as she shook and twisted her ass for him. "Oh, baby!
So good ... so good! Fuck me, baby, fuck mother! Oooohhh, I’'m so hot ... my pussy is so hot!
Fuck me, darling, fuck my pussy!"

She heard her son grunting, felt his body shaking against her creamy ass, felt his coc
k swell even more. She knew he would come soon, and she thrust her ass back and forth as fast
as she could on his cock.

She sensed her son trying to hold back his cum, and she wanted it badly. "Don’t, darli
ng! Don’t stop it! Oh, please, don’t stop it! I want it! I want you to come ... come in me! Pl
ease, Paul, come in my cunt!"

Her pussy responded to the throb of his deeply buried cock, and Susan felt her second
orgasm rumbling through her body. Her son gripped her hips with his hands, banging his groin h
ard against her naked ass——and his cock spurted into her pussy. Susan felt his Jjism splashing
deep inside her cunt, and she came with so much force, it literally shook her from head to toe

"I’'m coming!" she screamed. "Ooohhh, I’'m coming, too, Paul! Oh, God, is it good! More,
baby! More! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"

Susan slumped to the bed on her belly, unable to keep her ass in the air. Paul came do
wn on top of her, his cock still in her throbbing pussy. For a long time, they lay that way, b
reathing hard. Then she felt her son pull away, and she felt an emptiness in her pussy as his
cock came free. She remained where she was, her skirt about her waist. She sensed her son stan
ding there, looking down upon her curvy, naked ass and her spread thighs. Then she heard him 1
eave the room.

Strangely, Susan felt no guilt or shame. She felt a sense of delight, of ecstasy. It w
as one of the best fucks she had ever had, she felt, and with startling clarity, she realized
that she had been wanting her son to fuck her for a very long time. Maybe that was why she had

picked up that young hitchhiker and gone to that motel and allowed that young man to fuck her
Maybe, she thought, they were substitutes for her son.

It was too much for Susan to dwell upon, and she didn’t want to try and figure it out.
All she wanted to do was lie there, glowing with pleasure, her son’s cum dripping from her th
oroughly fucked pussy.



From her open bedroom window, she could hear Tracy and Paul in the pool. She slowly st
ood up, her legs still shaking, and went to the window and looked down at them. She watched he
r son, feeling very affectionate toward him now. She stood and watched her children play in th
e pool, then found her bikini. She pulled it on and went downstairs and out into the back yard

She sat in a pool chair and watched them, love glowing in her eyes.

Paul, she noticed, was bolder with his sister now. He would deliberately grab for her
tits, or her ass, and Tracy would squeal, swimming away from him with a quick glance at her mo
ther. Susan wondered if Paul felt it was okay for him to feel his sister up now that he had fu
cked his mother. They didn’t know, of course, that she had seen them feeling each other before

At least, she didn’t think they knew. Maybe, she thought, Paul felt that his fucking of his
mother was a silent permission for him to play with his sister in her presence.

Susan wondered about that. She had already allowed Paul to fuck her, and that was ince
st. What he was doing with Tracy was incest, also, even if they had not actually fucked each o
ther. Susan knew it was only a matter of time before they did fuck, however. She wondered abou
t her feelings, and found herself anticipating her children fucking one another. Excitement bu
bbled up inside her at the thought.

Paul and Tracy finally got out of the pool, dripping wet. They sprawled on the lawn ne
xt to her chair, with Tracy on her belly and Paul on his back. Susan saw that her son’s cock w
as almost hard again inside his trunks. But he made no effort to conceal it from her. She look
ed at her daughter’s ass, seeing the sweetness of those cheeks exposed by the tiny spring betw
een them.

Paul, deliberately looking at his mother, ran his hand over his sister’s ass, then pul
led it away when Tracy squealed and turned over, slapping at him. He laughed, jumped to his fe
et, saying: "I want a coke. Anyone else want one?"

"I do," Tracy said, sitting up.

"It’s too early for me," Susan said.

They sat in silence while Paul was gone. Then Tracy lay back again, spreading her legs

to the sun. Susan looked between her daughter’s thighs, and was pleased to see the bulge of h
er cunt, the strands of hair curling from her tight crotch. She felt something she had never f
elt before, and shoved it from her mind swiftly.

Paul returned, and playfully tipped a cold coke over his sister’s twat. The cold liqui
d struck her pussy and Tracy jerked upright, squealing. "Goddamn you, Paul Stone!"™ she shouted
, then covered her mouth and shot a glance at her mother.

Susan laughed. "Yes, goddamn you, Paul Stone," she said. "Tracy, slap him in the balls

Tracy giggled, then made a slap toward her brother’s balls, but he stepped away quickl
y. He sat his coke down, then dove into the water.

Realizing what she had just said, Susan got up and went into the house. She went upsta
irs and to her bedroom, looking out the window at her children again. She saw them playing aro
und once more, grabbing and feeling one another.

"Did you hear what Mom said?" Tracy said.

"She told me to slap you in the balls."

"Mom is okay," Paul replied.

Susan turned and lay on her bed. Thoughts tumbled through her mind, and she felt her p
ussy throbbing again.

Chapter 7

Susan wasn’t sure how long she lay there, with those particular thoughts in her mind.



It could not have been more than an hour, though.
"Mom, can I come in?"

Susan looked up and saw Tracy standing in the open doorway, still in her skimpy bikini

"Sure, honey," Susan said, without moving. "Come on in."

Susan came in and sat on the bed, crossing her legs before her. She was quiet as she s
at there, sliding one hand up and down her thigh. Susan watched her daughter’s hand, watched i
t move along the creamy inner surface of her thigh and come close to her crotch. She wondered
what it would feel like to caress her daughter’s thigh that way--and then shoved that thought
away.

"Anything wrong, darling?" Susan asked her daughter, trying to control the shakiness o
f her voice.

"No, nothing is wrong," Tracy said, one finger moving about the strings of her bikini.
Then she blurted: "Paul told me."

Susan’s heart skipped a beat. "What did Paul tell you, Tracy?"
"This morning," Tracy said. "You know, what happened."”

"What happened?" Susan asked, feeling herself tremble.

"What you did ... he did, to you."

"Oh," Susan murmured, not knowing what else to say. Her eyes watched Tracy’s finger as
it moved along her creamy thigh, and she felt anticipation deep inside her pussy.

"That was his first time, you know," Tracy said. "He never did that before."
"Oh?" Susan said.

Tracy moved, and Susan found her daughter’s knee very close to her face. Before she kn
ew it, she had pursed her lips and had kissed Tracy’s knee.

"Ohhh," Tracy murmured softly.

Susan placed her hand on Tracy’s knee, feeling the softness of her daughter’s flesh, a

nd again she kissed her knee, this time longer, with moist lips. She didn’t stop to think of w

hat she was doing, only that she felt a deep, overwhelming urge to do it. As she burned hot ki

sses on Tracy’s knee, she moved her hand upward on her slim thigh. She could feel her daughter
shivering beneath her palm and lips.

"Oooooo," Tracy cooed, leaning back on her hands and watching her mother kiss and lick
her knee. "That feels good!"

Encouraged, Susan ran the tip of her tongue past her knee, and onto her thigh. She wig
gled her tongue about, leaving a hot trail as she licked and kissed. As her tongue went higher
, so did her hand. Lifting her head, Susan began to kiss at her daughter’s inner thigh hotly,
breathing harshly with bubbling excitement. She watched her fingers move on the creamy thigh,
watched her fingers circle the tight bikini crotch.

Tracy opened her legs as wide as she could, her eyes hot as she watched what her mothe
r was doing. She was shaking with excitement, gasping in pleasure.

Susan ran her lips and tongue higher on her daughter’s hot thigh, and when she had her
face halfway up it, her hand suddenly cupped Tracy’s cunt. Susan could actually feel the heat
of her daughter’s pussy against her hand, and it sent her mind and emotions reeling with exci

ted anticipation. Her own pussy was boiling and she squirmed it down hard against the bed, cle
nching her asscheeks. She was mewling softly as she licked and kissed. She pressed her hand ha
rd against Tracy’s cunt, and felt her daughter press back.



Then Susan, with a soft groan, shoved her face directly into her daughter’s crotch. Sh
e pressed her mouth there, lips open, gripping Tracy’s thighs with both hands. Tracy pressed t
he back of her mother’s head, grinding her cunt into her face, mewling with delight.

Susan began licking at the tight band of Tracy’s bikini crotch, her tongue tasting the

flesh of her inner thighs on each side, feeling the curling hairs with her tongue. But that w

asn’t enough. Susan began tugging at the tie strings at Tracy’s hips, and the bikini peeled aw

ay, leaving her daughter’s cunt free and exposed. Susan pulled her face away just far enough t

o gaze at the beauty of that lovely, hairy twat. She could see the puffy lips, the moistness o
f it, the glistening tip of Tracy’s erect clit.

"Mom, I ... I feel so ... so hot!" Tracy said, her voice husky with emotion. "I’m not
sure ... I’'ve never done this before. I’ve never done anything before! Just with Paul." She su
ddenly shut her mouth, a tinge of pink flooding her cheeks.

Susan looked up at her daughter’s face, smiling. She placed her hand high on Tracy’s t
high, her fingers just touching the curling hairs. "Don’t be embarrassed, darling," Susan said

in a soft voice. "I know all about you and Paul."

"You ... do?"

"Of course," Susan said. "I’ve seen you playing with each other. And you’ve just said
he told you about us, him fucking me."

"You aren’t ... mad?"

"Of course not, baby," Susan said, sliding her hand over the sweet, puffy lips of Trac
y’s cunt. "If I had been mad, I would have said something when I found out."

"Oh, Mom!" Tracy said with emotion, leaning down and kissing her mother’s cheek. "I'm
so glad!"

"You know, I’ve never done anything like this before, either. You know, touching anoth
er girl. But, somehow, I feel this overpowering urge to touch you."

"T know what you feel, Mom," Tracy said, sitting upright again, leaning back, her thig
hs spread wide apart, her pussy deliciously revealed. "I've felt it before, too,"

"Really?"
"I’ve ... watched you," Tracy said, blushing. "I’'ve wanted to ... touch you, before."

"Oh, baby!" Susan squealed, hugging Tracy’s hips with her arms, her lips kissing very
close to that lovely, hairy cunt.

"Are you going to ... Mom, kiss me!"
"I will, baby -- Oh, I will!"
"Oh my ... kiss me on my ..."

"On your pretty pussy?" Susan said.

"Yes! On my pussy!"

Susan laughed softly. "Lie back, darling. I’1ll kiss your sweet pussy."

Tracy sprawled on her back, her thighs wide, her ass lifted slightly from the bed. Sus
an twisted about until she was on her belly between her daughter’s thighs, her face inches fro
m that lovely cunt. She slipped her hand underneath Tracy’s tight, small ass, clutching the ro
und cheeks in her palms. Taking a deep breath, Susan pressed her lips against the hairy, wet c

unt of her daughter.

"Oooooooo!" Tracy squealed as she pressed her pussy into her mother’s face, wiggling s



lightly. "That’s good, Mom!"

"Mmmmmm, " Susan murmured as she moved her tongue between her cunt-lips. She tasted the
heat and wetness of her daughter’s pussy, and her mind whirled with pleasure. She gripped the
sweet cheeks of Tracy’s ass as she ran her tongue over the throbbing tip of her daughter’s cl

it. Tracy began to whimper with passion, grinding her cunt hard into her mother’s face.

"Ooooh, that’s so good, Mom!" she groaned, pressing her pussy into her mother’s mouth.
She quickly released her bikini top and began to squeeze her own tits and pull at her rubbery
nipples. "That’s better than fingering myself, better than Paul finger-fucking me!"

Susan pulled her mouth away just far enough to say: "It’s going to feel much better in

just a little while longer, baby. I'm going to lick you ... lick your sweet little pussy! I'm

going to suck it and lick it and fuck it! Ohhhh, baby!" Susan squeezed her daughter’s ass tig

htly, her face close to the hairy twat. "I want to tongue-fuck your delicious little cunt so b
adly!"

"Do it, Mom!" Tracy urged hotly. "Ohh, do that! Tongue-fuck me! Lick me and suck me an
d tongue-fuck me! Oooooo, yes, Mom! Tongue-fuck my cunt!"

"I will! I will!"™

Susan shoved her face tightly into her daughter’s steaming cunt again, her tongue slid
ing in and out now, tasting the wet heat. Her own cunt was boiling, and she writhed wildly.

"Let me, Mom!" Tracy wailed, trying to sit up and reach for her mother. "Please, take
your bikini off! Let me see ... let me feel ... let me suck you pussy, too!"

"Are you sure, baby?" Susan asked, taking off her clothes. "Are you absolutely sure yo
u want to?"

"Yes, yes, yes!" Tracy chanted, seeing her mother’s shapely tits and hairy cunt. "I wa
nt to suck your cunt, Mom!"

Eagerly, mother and daughter twisted about on the bed until Tracy was lying on top of
her mother’s naked, willing body. Tracy’s face was above her mother’s twat, and Susan spread h
er legs wide, lifting her ass up. She ran her hands up the thighs of her daughter until she wa
s clutching that beautiful, round, creamy ass again. She pulled, bringing the lovely cunt to h
er mouth, thrilling to the way Tracy’s hot thighs pressed at the sides of her head. Susan’s to
ngue slipped out, stabbed into her daughter’s twat, and she began licking and sucking hard as
she tongue-fucked her.

She felt her daughter’s lips and tongue move unhesitatingly against her twat, and she
shivered with ecstasy when Tracy began thrusting her tongue in and out, racing it over Susan’s
straining clit. Tracy clutched hard at her mother’s rounded ass as she sucked.

Neither realized they were being watched by Paul. He had come to the doorway, looking

for them. He had been watching them for only a few moments, but long enough to make his cock s

train against his trunks. He could see his sister’s ass, see his mother sucking frantically at

Tracy’s cunt. He moved into the room until he was standing at the edge of the bed, looking do
wn at them with excited eyes.

Both Tracy and Susan were so involved, so excited, they failed to notice Paul was with
them. Susan felt herself shaking with impending orgasm, and she stabbed her tongue furiously
into her daughter’s tight, hot, wet cunt, striving to make her come, too.

They both squealed, grinding their cunts hard into each other’s mouth. They were frant
ic in their ecstasy. Susan’s cunt burst, and she came with a force that almost shattered her.
Almost at the same time, she felt her daughter’s pussy flex around her thrusting tongue, then
it spasmed powerfully. Tracy slammed her pussy down hard against her mother’s face as she came
, wiggling her cute ass in a frenzy.

Finally, Tracy slumped down, still on top of her mother’s shivering body. She continue
d to hold her mother’s round ass, her cheek against her hairy cunt. Susan, with her lips still
against her daughter’s cunt, lay with total relaxation, eyes closed, letting the thrill of wh



at she had done fill her with happiness.
Then she opened her eyes.

Peering between Tracy’s warm thighs, past the crack of her sweet ass, Susan’s eyes sta
red at Paul.

"Baby," she said softly, "I think we have company."

Tracy jerked upright, twisting off her mother and sitting on the bed, looking at her b
rother. "Oh, you! Paul, goddamn you, don’t sneak up on us that way!"

"T didn’t sneak up," he said, sitting on the bed next to his mother’s head. "I just wa
lked in."

"You could at least have warned us," Tracy snapped.
"Lock the door next time," he said.

"Stop bickering, you two," Susan laughed. "Besides, what does it matter? We all know a
bout each other, don’t we? There isn’t any big secret, is there?"

"Tracy is bashful," he grinned, poking at his sister’s flawlessly shaped tit.
"I am not!" she snapped at him again.

"I told you two to stop teasing," Susan warned. But there was no anger in her voice, o
nly affection for her children.

Susan lay on the bed, naked, tits arching up, her long, slender thighs wide apart. Her
pussy was fully revealed to the teenagers, and she felt so good she could almost scream with
joy. Having them look at her perfect body this way gave her such a glowing feeling, such a rad
iant sensation, she wasn’t sure she could stand much more of it. The feeling she had of being
looked at by them was similar to that of an approaching orgasm that was promising to be a very
, very powerful one.

She looked at her son’s trunks and saw the growing lump of his cock. Smiling, she ran
her hand over the front of his trunks, feeling the hardness, the heat of his prick. Paul press
ed his cock against her hand, grinning widely.

Tracy watched, her eyes huge and hot. Her slim, naked body shivered slightly, her nipp
les swelling into hardness once again. They stood out sweetly on her tits. She watched her mot
her caress Paul’s cock and the inner surface of his thigh. Her cunt began tingling again, and
her clit was also swelling, the tip peeking from the puffy, hairy lips.

"Take his trunks off, Mom," she urged in a thick, low voice. "Take his trunks off, ple
ase."

Susan looked at her daughter and saw the heat in her dark eyes. It was obvious Tracy w
as intensely aroused again. It made her happy to know her daughter was so easily steamed up.

"Stand up, Paul," she said softly.
Paul stood, and Susan swung around on the bed and began tugging at his tight trunks. H
is cock lifted free, straining into the air. Paul stepped free of them, naked as they were now
Both mother and daughter gazed at his hard-on, at his hairy balls dangling deliciously below
Paul, excited by what he had seen them doing a little earlier, gripped his cock and pumped a

t it slowly, the huge head dripping with pre-cum.

"You’ll never have to jack off again," Susan said in a passion-laden voice, "unless yo
u want to, of course."

"What do you mean, Mom?" he asked.

"You have me now, baby," she said, stroking his balls in her hot palm.



"And me!" Tracy giggled, sliding her hand around his and clutching at a tight asscheek

"That’s right," Susan agreed. "You have us both. You’re a very lucky young man, Paul.
Two eager, willing females ... any time you want."

Susan shoved his fist away from his cock and gripped his prick in her fist, stroking b
ack and forth. Tracy took his balls and began to pull and twist them gently as her mother jack
ed him. Paul’s body was shaking with this attention, his cock throbbing and jerking powerfully

"Poor baby," Susan murmured. "So hard. Such a hard cock. Mother will take care of it £
or her baby. I won’t let it suffer this way. Get on the bed, darling.”

Paul lay on the bed, sprawled on his back, his cock straining upwards, Jjerking wvisibly

Susan crossed her legs at his right hip, still pumping slowly on his beautiful prick. Tracy

moved to his side, crossing her legs. She watched her mother’s fist jerk up and down Paul’s co

ck, watching the drops collect at the flare of his piss-hole. She again began to fondle his ba
1ls, one of her hands caressing up and down his trembling belly.

"What are you going to do, Mom?" Tracy asked, her voice filled with passion. "Jack him
off?"

"Oh, no, darling," Susan laughed softly. "From what I understand, that’s all he ever g
ets. Either he jacks off or you jack him off. No, I think Paul deserves something different, s
omething much better."

"Are you going to fuck him again?"

"I might," Susan said. "I loved having his cock in my pussy. It was a fantastic fuck."

"Let me, Mom!" Paul urged, arching his hips up and down. "Let me fuck you again! You'r
e hot, Mom ... I mean your pussy was hot."

"My pussy is always hot, baby," she laughed.
"So is mine!" Tracy giggled. "I stay hot all the fucking time!"

"I think Paul would like ... this," Susan said, and lowered her face. She pressed her
lips to the dripping head of his cock, kissing it hotly and wetly.

"Ohhhhh!" Paul groaned, his eyes huge as he looked down at her. "Yes, I do like that!"

Susan lifted her face and shot her tongue out at him in a playful gesture. "Mother alw
ays knows."

"Do it again, Mom!" he yelped, straining his cock up and trying to get it against her
lips.

Susan laughed at his eagerness, lowering her lips to his prick again. She kissed the w
et head once, then moved her tongue out and began to lick at his throbbing, smooth head. She £
luttered the tip of her tongue over the wet hole and felt her son tremble. She ran her tongue
about the smooth head, licking at it gently but firmly.

Tracy, with her breathing increased, leaned low to watch. Her eyes glowed with excitem
ent. She was now gripping one of her lovely tits, her fingers digging into the firm flesh.

"Suck it!" she whispered throatily. "Suck it, Mom!"

Susan glanced at her daughter’s eyes, now only a foot away. "Why don’t you suck it, ba
by? "

"Ohh, yes!" Tracy squealed. She shoved her face close to her brother’s cock and began
to twirl her tongue in a frenzy about the swollen head, licking up the dripping fluids. "Mmmmm



, good!"
"You’ve never sucked it before?" Susan asked.
"We’ve only jacked off and finger-fucked," Paul replied for his sister.

"Then it’s damn well time you did other things," Susan said. "Tracy, open your mouth a
nd take his cock inside.”

Tracy eagerly did as Susan asked. Her lips ovaled and stretched about the head of her
brother’s cock. Her eyes shone brightly with the excitement and pleasure she got from sucking
cock. Her tongue moved about the head now captured between her stretching lips, and she felt h
er pussy twitch with ecstasy.

"Let me show you, Tracy," Susan said.

Tracy reluctantly pulled her lips off Paul’s cock, her tongue licking at her lips. Sus
an leaned over and opened her mouth. Taking his prick at the base, she placed her mouth on his
cock. She slid her lips down until she had every hard inch inside. Then she began to suck up

and down slowly.

Paul was shaking violently, trying to see, but he was unable to. "Oooohhh, Mom, Mom!"
he groaned. "This is good! It’s as good as being in your cunt!"

"Let me!" Tracy squealed.

Susan moved away and watched as her daughter began to suck Paul’s cock. Tracy sucked d
eeply, carefully, her eyes wide with the wonder of this new pleasure. Susan saw her daughter’s
enjoyment on her sweet face, and she smiled happily.

"Suck up and down, using your tongue to lick at the same time, baby," Susan instructed
"Suck hard, then soft. Twist your mouth around now and then. A boy loves being sucked off, e
specially if the girl loves sucking cock."

Tracy sucked hard, then soft, making mewling sounds of pleasure. Her eyes stayed wide
open, filled with this new ecstasy. "Mmmmmm! Ooommmmm!"

"Ohhh, that’s good, Tracy!" Paul yelped, straining his cock up, trying to stuff it com
pletely into his sister’s mouth. "Do it faster! Suck me faster ... faster!"

Tracy began to race her mouth up and down her brother’s cock, gurgling softly, her ton
gue flying as best it could.

Susan kept her face close, watching, so hot now she had one of her hands between her t
highs and was agitating her swollen clit almost brutally.

But then Tracy lifted her mouth from Paul’s cock and began to jack him hard. "My Jjaws
get tired," she said.

"You’1ll learn, baby," Susan replied, shoving her mouth down and sucking furiously on h
er son’s prick. She felt her daughter’s fingers brush her lips as she sucked, still jacking hi
s cock. She was anxious to have him come in her mouth, wanting to taste him.

But Tracy had other ideas.
"Let me suck him now, Mom!"

Susan allowed her daughter to take Paul’s cock back into her mouth. She kept her face
close, watching Tracy’s lips glide wetly and hotly up and down his throbbing cock. From the wa
y Paul was squirming about on the bed, Susan knew he was on the verge of coming. As much as sh
e wanted her son to spurt into her mouth, she was willing to let Tracy have it this time. She
knew there would be other times for her--many, many other times, now.

"I’'m gonna come!" Paul shouted, arching his hips high into the air. "I’'m gonna come! O
hhhh, am I ever gonna come!"



Suddenly Tracy’s eyes went wide, and she stopped sucking. Susan saw her son’s cock jer
k, and knew that her daughter had just gotten herself a taste of Paul’s jism. Tracy suddenly j
erked off Paul’s cock, and a splash of his cum bubbled up. Susan quickly dropped her mouth to
his prick and sucked hard, her tongue pressing at his piss-hole, tasting cum as he filled her
mouth. She swallowed and gurgled as he spurted hotly into her mouth. Susan squealed around his
cock as she felt her pussy convulse, and her ass shook as she came.

When there was no more jism for her, she ran her tongue over the head of his prick, th
e pulled her lips away. She sat back licking her lips and laughing. "You shouldn’t have jerked
your mouth away when he came, Tracy."

"It surprised me, that’s all," Tracy said. "But it won’t next time."

"I hope not," Paul said, breathing heavily. "Mom may not be around to finish it for me

"Mom will always be around to finish it for you, now, baby," Susan said.

(o¢]

Chapter

Raymond saw the change in his wife immediately when he came home that evening. He was
pleased by her cheerful manner, her happy attitude. He kissed her, running one of his hands do
wn her back to pat her ass.

"Steak tonight," Susan told him. "Your favorite."
"Good," he smiled at her. "I'm starved."

"Go fix yourself a drink and sit down," she said. "I’1l1 have it ready in a few more mi
nutes."

"Where’s the brats?" he asked.

"Those brats, as you call them," she said, "are two of the most wonderful children you
"1l ever find. And those two sweet things are in the family room."

Raymond looked at his wife, seeing her displeasure at his calling them brats. But she
wasn’t angry, at least. He went into the family room, where they had a small wet bar in the co
rner. Paul was sprawled out on the floor, reading a book. Tracy was in the love seat, her feet

pulled underneath her ass, watching an early program on television. He moved behind the bar a
nd began mixing himself a drink. Lifting the glass to his lips, he looked at his son. He notic
ed that Paul was very gently pressing his hips down against the carpet. It was obvious to him
that his son had a hard-on, and he was mashing it on the floor to increase the good feeling.

He glanced at Tracy, and his eyes went to her knees. Tracy was wearing a skirt he had
never seen before. It was very short, he noticed. Her long, creamy thighs were exposed almost
to her lap. He glanced up at her tits, and his eyes widened. He could see the dark thrust of h
er nipples, and knew she was not wearing a bra. He had never seen his daughter without a bra t
hat he could recall.

Taking his drink, he sat down in his lounge chair, and he gazed at his daughter. From
his position, he could see her knees and all her thighs clearly. Then he saw that from where h
e sat, he could see the seat of her panties, too.

Raymond reacted with a hard-on.

Tracy, with her eyes turned toward the television, but watching her father from the co
rner of her eye, shifted her ass on the love seat, lifting her hip. She noticed her father’s e
yes pop. She knew he could now see one cheek of her ass—--which she wanted him to see.

"Why so quiet?" Susan said, coming into the family room. She saw how her daughter was
sitting, noticed the way her husband shifted his eyes away quickly. She glanced at Raymond’s 1
ap and saw the growing lump there. She smiled and winked at her daughter.



Tracy gave a subtle wink back.

Susan sat in Raymond’s lap, one arm around his neck as she took his drink and sipped £
rom it. Her skirt came up high on her creamy thighs as she sat there, and Raymond noticed. He
lifted his eyes and gazed at his wife, confusion on his face. Significantly, he tried to pull
her skirt down a little, but Susan stopped him by placing her hand over his. She kissed him, d
arting her tongue into his mouth. She felt her husband suck on her tongue, and she pressed his

hand against her thigh tightly. She squirmed her ass against him, feeling his cock throbbing
now.

When she pulled her lips from his, he looked at her in total puzzlement. Susan laughed
huskily and crawled from his lap, her skirt riding high on her thighs. "Dinner will be in jus
t a moment, darling," she said, leaving the room.

Susan paused Jjust outside the entrance to the family room, looking back in. She winked

at Tracy, and Tracy gave a subtle smile. She shifted her position once again, and Susan winke

d at her daughter. She saw that Tracy’s skirt was now high in the back, both those sweet cheek

s revealed to her father. Tracy’s panties were not totally sheer, but they hugged her little a
ss tightly, with just the white showing against her tanned thighs.

Ten minutes later, Susan called them to dinner.

There was very little conversation during dinner, and Susan noticed that Raymond was h
aving a difficult time keeping his eyes off Tracy’s tits. Everything was going just as she and
her children had planned it, at least so far.

Tracy helped her mother clean up the kitchen, and then Susan suggested to her husband
that they go to bed early. She asked him in such a way Raymond knew she was in the mood for so
me long, pleasant fucking. He was, of course, more than willing. He was always willing, but wi
th the stimulation of his daughter, he was more than ever in the mood this night.

In the bedroom, Susan pranced about in her tight, sheer panties, her shapely tits bobb
ling. She posed and brushed her hair, glancing at Raymond now and then. He was on the bed, nak
ed, his cock arching up, hard and waiting for her. Susan knew he enjoyed seeing her get ready
for bed, and she usually made an erotic production of it.

Finishing with her hair, she stood at the side of the bed, one knee propped on the mat
tress, looking down at him, her eyes shining with love and passion.

"We’ve got to talk to Tracy," Raymond said, gazing at the crotch of her panties, seein
g the pussy-hair through the nylon. "She’s getting careless about sitting around the house."

Susan began caressing her hips and thighs, cupping her firm, shapely tits, holding the
m as she thumbed her sensitive, hardened nipples. "I’"11 talk to her, darling," she said in a s
oft voice.

She got onto the bed and lay beside her husband, one arm across his belly. She began t
o move her arm about his hard cock, feeling the heat of the swollen head brushing her flesh. "
You’re certainly hard tonight, Raymond," she murmured thickly. "I’'m glad. I love this cock whe
n it’s so hard.”

"All for you," he replied, kissing her.

"Are you sure of that?" she teased.

"Of course I am."

"Come on," she teased him, stroking his hard-on in her warm fist. "Tell the truth. You
"ve been down there peeking at Tracy, and that made your cock hard. Admit it, Raymond."

"Tracy is my daughter, Susan," Raymond said, his voice shaky.

"That doesn’t mean you can’t peek and get a hard-on."



Her fist pumped on his cock, fast, then slow, her thumb caressing the dripping, smooth
head. She could feel the strength of his prick in her fist, and it sent shivers racing up and
down her spine. Her pussy pulsated and twitched, the cheeks of her shapely ass clenching. She
leaned toward him and thrust her moist tongue deep into his mouth. Raymond wrapped his arms a

bout her, sucking vigorously at her stabbing tongue, his hands cupping the swell of her ass.

"Oooo0o0," Susan cooed against his mouth. "Ohhhh!"

Raymond rolled onto his back, and Susan straddled his thighs, still gripping his cock.
She squirmed her ass against his thighs as she stroked his prick, one hand playing with his b
alls.

Scooting her ass down, she leaned over his cock and began smearing it with moist, hot
kisses, her tongue licking at the dripping piss—-hole. "I love it, darling," she whispered in a
throaty voice. "I love this cock of yours. I want to kiss it, lick it, suck it! Oh, God ... I
love it so much!"

Her eyes smoldered with heat as she ran her tongue up and down his cock, down around h
is balls. Her breath was hot against him. She sucked gently on his balls, still pumping on his
throbbing prick. Licking her way back up once more, she fluttered her tongue about his prick,
then opened her mouth wide and engulfed the full, thick length of his cock. It was hard and h
ot inside her mouth, and Susan’s mind reeled with the ecstasy of sucking him.

As she sucked his cock, she twisted and rubbed her wet pussy on his knees, his lower 1
egs. With a hoarse growl, she pulled her mouth off his cock and straddled it, standing on her
knees. She held his prick at the base as she brushed the swollen lips of her cunt about the we
t head. She sighed and mewled in pleasure, her tits jiggling slightly.

"I want it in me!" she yelped excitedly. "Oh, baby! I want this hard cock in my pussy!
I want to fuck you, Raymond! I want to fuck you good!"

Susan slammed her ass downward, and his cock penetrated her cunt all the way. Susan ga
ve a soft scream of delight as she ground against him, once again digging into her firm tits w
ith her fingers. Making soft sounds from deep inside, she began bouncing up and down on his pr
ick, fucking him as he lay there, enjoying himself.

"Hot, Susan," he grunted. "You’re hot. Your pussy is hot, so hot."

"Yes," she murmured, her ass moving up and down, then side to side. "I’'m always hot, y
ou know that. I love to fuck, darling."

"And suck?"
"Oh, yes!"

Susan bit at her bottom lip as she banged her ass up and down, feeling the pleasure of
an approaching orgasm. She squealed loudly and dropped down onto his chest, holding him tight
ly as she pounded her ass up and down wildly. "Ooohhhhh! Ohhhhhh! I'm ... I'm ... coming!"

Susan’s cunt went into powerful spasms as she came, and she pressed her body tightly,
against his, her ass grinding in a frenzy of ecstasy. She continued to come for a long time, h
er body shaking, throaty sounds bubbling from her throat.

Then she became still, her pussy wrapped about his hard cock. Her body slowly relaxed
and she lifted her head up and looked at him. "You’re still hard, darling," she said. "You did
n’t come."

"That’s because I wanted more," he replied.
"Good!" Susan squealed, and began to bang her pussy up and down once again, with as mu
ch energy as before. "I’1ll give you more! I’1ll give you all you can stand! I’1l1l fuck you so mu

ch, your cock will be raw!"

Her ass flew up and down as she braced herself with a hand on each side of him. Her th
ighs gripped his hips hotly, and she panted with her efforts. Her tits bobbled above his chest



, and her eyes gleamed hot with ecstasy. Raymond caressed her thighs as she fucked him, watchi
ng her as her hot, wet cunt slid vigorously up and down his throbbing prick.

Susan felt herself on the brink of coming again, and her eyes closed, her lips tight.
She suddenly slammed down hard onto his cock, and her pussy convulsed with strong spasms. "Ooo
ooh! Oh, God! Oh, God! Again ... I'm coming again!" It was longer and stronger than her first
time, and her body shook violently. She held her body rigid now as she came, her cunt gnawing
at his prick. She squealed and yelped loudly, unable to hold in the sounds.

"You still didn’t come, damn you," she sobbed with pleasure. "Why don’t you come?"

"I want more," he grinned at her, grasping her tits in both hands. "I want more and mo
re and more."

"I’1ll make that cock come, damn you!" Susan shouted as she ripped her pussy free of hi
s prick. "I’"11 suck that cock so hard, so fast, you can’t help but come!"

She slipped her lips over his prick and began to suck greedily. Her tongue flew all ab
out the wet head, lapping furiously against the dripping piss-hole. Her lips held his cock tig
htly as she bobbed her face up and down swiftly, struggling to make him come. She wanted him t
o come into her mouth more than ever, wanted it passionately. Her lips closed about the base o
f his cock, his wiry hairs tickling her nose and chin. She brought her mouth up, creating a st
rong suction on his prick, her tongue a flurry of motion.

Faster, she sucked up and down in this manner, and the thrills his hard, throbbing coc
k gave her sent her shivering with ecstasy. Once again her pussy was twitching with ecstatic h
eat, her clit a hard little ball. She was so aroused, she had the strange sensation that it wo
uld be her mouth that came instead of her cunt. It was a weird feeling, and it gave her so muc
h pleasure, it was almost impossible to take.

Every nerve in her body was alive, tingling with ecstasy. She cooed around his cock as
she sucked him, mouthing him in absolute pleasure.

Susan shifted about on the bed, leaning over his cock with her curvy, naked ass high i
n the air. Her ass wiggled about in pleasure as her mouth rode up and down on his cock. She sl
ipped one hand beneath her husband’s ass, clutching the muscular cheek hard, her other hand sl
iding between her widespread thighs, clawing at her steaming cunt. She began to finger-fuck he
rself frantically as she sucked his prick, mewling happily.

Raymond’s cock felt huge between her lips, filling her mouth fully. There was hardly a
ny room to twirl and lick with her tongue, but she managed. She felt his cock stiffen even mor
e, felt it grow even firmer, longer, thicker.

And the pulsations of it gave her the warning.

"Mmmmmm ! " she cooed, sucking fast and hard, filling her mouth with the full length, dr
awing up until she held only the head between her lips.

The thick cum splashed against the back of her throat warmly, and as she swallowed, he

r finger went deep into her boiling cunt. Her pussy bubbled into her third come just as the se

cond jet of jism splashed into her mouth. Susan gurgled and swallowed, lapped and sucked, her

mind spinning with ecstasy. She pressed the heel of her hand hard against her spasming clit as

she came, sucking swiftly and hungrily on his spurting cock, her throat working to swallow al
1 his cum.

"Ooommmm!" she cooed as his cock shrank in her mouth, her tongue licking gentry now ov
er the still-flaring piss-hole. She lifted her mouth, licking against the smooth head one last
time. She sat back on her heels, knees wide, finger still in her cunt, looking with love at h
er husband.

"Was I good, darling?" she asked.

"You were great, as always," he replied, caressing his thoroughly drained balls tender
ly. "I'm married to the best goddamn cock-sucker in the whole fucking world!"



Susan giggled and flung herself onto him, hugging and kissing him. "You might be surpr
ised one of these days, darling."

"Why is that?"
"You just might find another girl who can suck your cock as well as I can."
"I doubt it."

"We’ll see," Susan replied, snuggling close to him. "Well, maybe not as good, but with
just as much enjoyment."

"What are you talking about?" he asked.

"I mean a girl without much cock-sucking experience, but who loves it enough to compen
sate for that."

"Do you know a girl like that?"

"I might," she said, mysteriously, holding him close as a drowsy feeling came over her
"I just might know of a girl like that."

Chapter 9

The next evening, after they had finished their dinner, Susan fixed Raymond a drink in
the family room. He leaned back in his wide, leather lounge chair.

"Why all this attention?" he asked, amused. "Did I do something right for a change aro
und here?"

"I just feel in a good mood, darling," she said, kissing him. "A good, loving mood."
"You mean after last night?" he teased, patting her shapely ass.

"Especially because of last night," she replied, moving away. "Last night was fantasti
c, and I hope tonight will be even more fantastic for you ... for us.”

About eight o’clock that evening, Raymond was very much mellowed out. He had finished
off three good drinks, and he felt totally at peace with himself and the world in general. In
fact, he couldn’t recall having felt this good for a long time. It was not just the drinks, he

knew, but something else. There seemed to be an air about the house, an air of anticipation,
of expectancy. He could feel the excitement all about, and he tingled with it. He did not unde
rstand the sensation, but he liked it very much.

Susan came in, carrying a drink of her own. He did not recall seeing her fixing the dr
ink at the wet bar, but that didn’t matter. He saw she was wearing her dressing gown, a floor-—
length gown belted at the waist. It was open enough at the top to expose the creamy valley bet
ween her tits.

"Where are the kids?" he asked.

"Upstairs," she said, sitting down on the couch across from him. The robe parted, reve
aling her long, creamy thighs, just high enough for him to see all the way to her cunt.

"Like it?" she asked.

"I love it," he replied with a grin. "You know I love seeing you in revealing clothing

"It could become dangerous. I mean, you might get horny and try to fuck me or somethin

"That is a distinct possibility," he grinned lewdly. "Would that be so horrible?"



"I'd love it!"

Just then Tracy and Paul came down the stairs and joined their parents. Susan noted wi
th pleasure that Tracy was wearing the special baby-doll gown and bikini panties they had rece
ntly purchased. It was a frilly garment, transparent. Tracy’s precious little tits were almost

visible behind some strategically placed designs of lace. The gown hung not far enough to con

ceal the sweetness of her asscheeks, and the bikini panties concealed nothing. They were hardl
y more than a piece of string pulled into her warm, inviting ass-crack, with a tiny piece of c¢
loth in the shape of a triangle to cover her pussy.

Susan watched Raymond’s reaction when their daughter entered the room and sprawled in
the middle of the floor. She lay on her belly, her ass jutting deliciously upwards, her long,
smooth thighs slightly apart. This was one aspect Susan had not discussed with her daughter, b
ut Tracy was a natural tease and knew just what to do. She smiled inwardly as she watched her
daughter adjust her position so that her feet were directly toward her father. Susan had not £
olded her robe over her thigh, and she continued to sit there that way. Raymond shot puzzled 1
ooks at her, his eyes going significantly from her exposed thigh to their son, who quite obvio
usly looked at his mother with lust in his eyes.

Susan pretended to miss the signals Raymond shot at her, examining her finger nails an
d humming happily to herself. She could see Raymond’s cock swelling as he gazed in what he fel
t was secrecy at his daughter’s enticing exposure.

Tracy turned her head and gave her mother a knowing grin, and Susan gave it back. Trac
y twisted her cute little ass, pretending to find some comfortable position. The motion caused
the short hem of her gown to draw halfway past her inviting ass. Tracy’s asscheeks were fully
exposed to not only her brother, but to her father as well. Susan watched when Raymond’s eyes
opened wider, his tongue licking nervously over his lips. Susan licked her own lips as she tu
rned her eyes to Tracy’s lovely little ass, remembering how it felt in her palms, how good her
daughter’s fine, sweet pussy had tasted to her. She remembered how she and Tracy had sucked P
aul’s cock together, and her cunt began to steam and twitch with growing anticipation.

Letting her eyes drift to Paul, she looked at the front of his pants, and was pleased
to note the bulge of his hard cock there. She was also pleased to note he could hardly keep hi
s eyes off her thighs, and the sweetness of Tracy’s ass. She knew how excited he was by all th
is revealed flesh, and she wanted to go to him, to caress that lovely hard-on, to suck it for
him, and fuck him. But she had to take this in planned stages. That is, if she wanted it to wo
rk the way she and her children had discussed it. She was still not certain which way her husb
and would react, whether he would come on with intense pleasure, or anger. She had heard Tracy

and Paul talk of how he looked at her, of course, and she had listened to Tracy as her daught
er explained to her how her father was always peeking at her, trying to see under her dresses.

Susan could see well enough that Raymond was certainly interested in Tracy now. He cou
1d hardly take his eyes off her pretty ass. At first, Susan had been dubious of what Tracy had
said, but she knew without a doubt that Raymond had a definite sexual interest in Tracy.

Conversation was very limited, almost nonexistent. All of them were anxious, and only

Raymond didn’t know what was going on. Susan was anxious because she wanted Raymond to accept,

eagerly and willing, what she and the children had planned. Tracy was anxious because she was

looking forward to being with her father. Paul, because he was waiting for a second fuck his
mother had promised him--and also to fuck Tracy.

Raymond, Susan thought, was wanting to see more of his daughter’s body. His expression
told her that. She was pleased when Tracy allowed her legs to open wider, and then she realiz
ed that Raymond could see the fine, curling hairs of their daughter’s cunt now. She noticed Ra
ymond’ s cock became fully hardened, his eyes gleaming, fixed between her creamy thighs, gazing
directly into her crotch.

Susan was very, very excited. She uncrossed her long legs and deliberately allowed her
knees to part, just far enough and long enough to let her son have a quick peek at her cunt.
She was not wearing panties, of course. She saw him suck in air as he looked at her hairy twat

, and flashed him a quick wink.

Standing up, she said, "Let’s go to bed, Raymond. I'm sort of tired."



Raymond looked up at her, his eyes slightly unfocused and blurry. His mouth was open.
Susan laughed softly.

"Close your mouth, darling," she whispered.

A deep flush came over his face as he quickly got to his feet, turning sideways so his
children would not see the enormous bulge of his hard, throbbing cock. "Come on," Susan said,
taking his hand.

As they climbed the stairs, with Susan slightly ahead of him, she felt his hand caress
ing her ass. She giggled and ran into their room, throwing her gown off quickly. She jumped on
to the bed, standing in the center on her knees.

"You better hurry, darling," she said in a thick wvoice. "That cock looks like it might
go off any moment."

Raymond was out of his clothes quickly. He moved onto the bed, grabbing for his wife e
agerly. She fought with him, playfully, laughing and rolling about as he attempted to get her
on her back. His cock rubbed all over her as they wrestled playfully. And as they wrestled abo
ut, Susan caught sight of Paul and Tracy peering around the open door, both with huge smiles o
n their faces. She stuck her tongue out playfully at them, opening her legs wide to show her p
ussy as she wrestled with Raymond. She saw Paul gripping his cock, jacking on it as he fingere
d his sister’s cunt with his other hand. She knew she would have to get this going soon before

they became too excited.

She sprawled on her back, legs wide, allowing Raymond to pin her there. "Oh, darling,"
she murmured, "let’s stop screwing around. Fuck me, Raymond! Stick your cock in my cunt and £

uck me!"

He laughed as he moved between her widespread thighs, his cock throbbing. "I’11 fuck y
ou," he said. "I’"11 fuck that hot pussy for you-—-good!"

"Mmmmm, " Susan gurgled as she felt his prick slip into her tight, wet, hot snatch. She

lifted her ass for him, sighing with pleasure as his cock filled her cunt. She peered over hi

s shoulder at her children as Raymond began thrusting his cock in and out of her cunt. She fin

gered his balls, making him spread his thighs wide enough so Paul and Tracy could see his cock
fucking her. "I love it, love it, love it!" she squealed.

While Raymond was engrossed in fucking her, Susan said to him: "Did Tracy get you all
hot and hard, Raymond? Did seeing her downstairs turn you on?"

"Goddamn, Susan, don’'t ..."

"She made your cock hard, didn’t she, darling?" Susan urged. "Come on, Raymond, admit
it. Seeing Tracy’s pretty little ass like that almost made you come."

"Yes, goddamn it!" he shouted. "Yes, yes, yes!"

"You’d love to fuck her, wouldn’t you, Raymond?" Susan kept it up. "You’d like to stic
k your big, hard cock into her tight, hot, slippery cunt and fuck her, wouldn’t you?"

"Susan, please ..."

"Admit it, Raymond," she encouraged, tossing her ass up and down to his cock. "Admit y
ou’d like to fuck her. She is so pretty, so beautiful. You’d love to fuck her hot, pretty ass,
wouldn’t you?"

"Yes, damn you! Yes!"

Susan bounced and wiggled her naked ass in a frenzy as he stabbed his prick in and out
of her pussy.

"You’ve wanted to fuck Tracy for a long time, haven’t you, darling?"



"Yes!"

"Would you like to lick her sweet cunt?"”
"Yes, yes, yes! "

"Tongue—fuck her pretty pussy?"

"Yes, goddamn it, Susan!"

"You want lick and kiss her pretty ass, suck at her asshole, right?" Susan urged, her
voice insistent, low, husky.

"Yes!"
Susan winked at her children as they watched. Tracy now had hold of her brother’s cock
and was jacking at it swiftly, her eyes wide and hot as she watched her mother and father. Pa

ul had one hand on Tracy’s shapely tit, the other between her thighs.

Raymond was babbling like an idiot. "I want to fuck her! I want to fuck her! Goddamn i
t, Susan ... yes, I want to fuck my daughter!"

Susan crooked a finger at her children, motioning for them to come into the bedroom. T
hey came in quietly, just as they had discussed it earlier. Tracy and Paul stood at the side o
f the bed, looking at their father’s naked ass banging up and down, their mother’s thighs slid
ing along his.

Susan grinned in pleasure at her children, then with one quick shove, pushed Raymond o
ff her.

"Hey! Damn ..." Raymond yelled in surprise.
Then, seeing his children standing there, both of them naked, with Tracy still clingin
g to Paul’s cock and his hand on one of her lovely tits, he yelled again. "Goddamn it!" and tr

ied to cover his still throbbing hard cock with both hands.

Susan, with her legs wide as possible, began to laugh at his shock and embarrassment.
Tracy and Paul giggled.

"Who ... what ... goddamn it!" Raymond stuttered, trying to conceal himself. "Get out
of here, damn it!"

"Why?" Tracy giggled.
"Because you aren’t supposed to..."

"We heard," Tracy said. "We stood at the door, watching and listening. We heard you, D
addy."

"Oh, God!" he groaned, his face bright red. "Oh, goddamn it to hell!"
Susan continued to laugh, openly fondling her tits, enjoying her husband’s predicament
"Why so shy now, darling? You did say it, and they heard you say it. It’s obvious Tracy and
Paul are more than willing."

"But, Susan, we can’t..."

"The fuck we can’t," Susan said, grabbing for his cock as she shoved his hands away. "
We can, and we will. Don’t be a fucking hypocrite, Raymond!"

"But, Susan..."
"Don’t Susan me," she said, sitting up and reaching for Paul’s cock with her other han

d. "You want to fuck Tracy, and you damn well know it. Tracy wants you to fuck her--she’s told
me that."



"But..."

"Okay," Susan said, releasing his cock. "Don’t fuck Tracy, if you don’t want to. But I
'm going to get Paul’s beautiful, hard cock in my pussy! You can just watch for all I care. Co
me on, Paul ... fuck Mommy."

Susan pulled her son to the bed, spreading her legs wide for him. As soon as Paul was
between her thighs, she took his prick and guided it to her hairy, wet, hot cunt. Paul sighed
in pleasure as his prick entered her, and he began thrusting in and out rapidly. Susan lifted
her long thighs and squeezed his hips between them, her hands clutching at his asscheeks. As s
he fucked her son, Susan reached out with one hand and grasped her husband’s cock, pumping on
it.

She saw Raymond’s eyes widen, but also there was an intense excitement in them, too. H
e watched his son fuck his wife, no longer trying to conceal his hard-on. He shot a glance at
Tracy, and saw that she was standing there with one knee on the bed, thighs wide, and was fing
er—-fucking herself as she stared at his prick.

"Get him, Tracy!" Susan shouted.

With a giggle, Tracy jumped onto the bed, straddling her father’s thighs. Raymond was
too surprised to move, and he could feel the heat of his daughter’s creamy thighs against his.
He could also feel the curly hairs of her hot little pussy tickling his thighs, and it made h
is cock lurch.

"I’d like to know what the fuck is going on here," Raymond said. "I’d like to know jus
t what the fuck you three are up to."

"That’s just it, darling," Susan replied, her ass continuing to move up and down as Pa
ul fucked her. "We’re up to fucking."

Tracy squirmed up her father’s thighs, her little cunt hovering above his upright cock

"That’s right, Daddy," she said. "You’ve been peeking at me for a long time. You always try

to look up my dress, trying to see my pussy. Well, you don’t have to sneak around like that an
y more. You not only can look at my cunt, but you can fuck it, too!"

Susan’s eyes gleamed as she watched her daughter began to lower her pussy. She held Ra
ymond’s cock tight, aiming it. She watched as Tracy’s tender cunt opened against the pressure
of his cock, saw it stretch as the swollen head penetrated.

"Beautiful!" she cooed as she watched her daughter’s pussy accept the thick prick. "Th
at’s so beautiful! Ohhhh, Tracy, take it all! Get all of your father’s lovely hard cock in you
r pretty cunt! Fuck him, Tracy! Fuck his big cock!"”

She squeezed her fingers into her son’s ass as he plunged up and down. As Tracy’s puss
y went down Raymond’s cock, she felt the hairs against her hand, and she pulled it from betwee
n her daughter’s crotch and her husband’s cock, but she kept her eyes fixed on the connection.

"You’ve got it all, baby!" she said in excitement. "You’ve got all your father’s cock
up that wet pussy! Now, fuck him! Fuck him good, Tracy!"

"Ooooo, it’s wonderful!" Tracy gurgled in ecstasy. "It’s so good, Mom! Ohhhh, Daddy, D
addy! Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me ... fuck me! Please, fuck me! I'm so hot ... so fucking hot! My
pussy is boiling! Fuck me, Daddy!"

But Raymond was still in a state of surprise. He looked down his body, saw his daughte
r’s silken cunt-hair mingling with the hair of his cock. He could feel the hot tightness of he
r pussy gripping his prick, then he saw her begin to move up and down, fucking him.

With Paul plunging in and out of her twat, Susan turned her head toward her husband’s
face, offering her lips to him. Raymond pressed his lips to hers, kissing her, and as he did s

o, he reached up and cupped the shapely, firm tits of his daughter.

"Susan, Susan," Raymond murmured.



She smiled at her husband. "Don’t worry about a thing, darling," she whispered. "Fuck
Tracy. Fuck her the way you’ve wanted to for a long time. Enjoy it, Raymond. Just enjoy it 1lik
e you’ve dreamed of enjoying it."

She was pleased when she saw him begin to lift his hips, meeting the lunges of Tracy’s
pussy. She held his hand as she fucked her son, watching him fondle Tracy’s tit.

"Oooohh! Mom!" Paul grunted. "I think ... I think I'm gonna come!"

Susan turned loose of Raymond’s hand and grabbed her son’s ass, holding it tightly as
she squirmed her cunt against him. "Yes, Paul, come! Don’t even try to hold it back! Come in m
e, baby! Come in my pussy!"

Paul gave a loud grunt and slammed hard into his mother’s cunt, holding himself there,
his body rigid. He grunted again, and came.

"Oooohhhh!" Susan gurgled, feeling him shoot deep inside her pussy. "Oh, Paul! I feel
you coming in my pussy! I feel it coming in me! Ohhh, baby, your cock is so nice, so hard, fuc
king me! Come in my cunt, my pussy!" Then she dug her fingers into his naked ass, twisting fur
iously. "Me, too! Ohhh, shit, shit! I’'m coming, too! You’re making me come, Paul! You’re makin
g my cunt come!"

"Daddy, Daddy!" Tracy yelped. "Ohhh, Daddy! Can you feel it? Can you feel my pussy kis
sing your big old cock? My cunt is kissing and sucking your prick, Daddy! Don’t you love my ho
t little cunt, Daddy? Don’t you just love to fuck it?"

"Yes, goddamn it!" Raymond shouted, squeezing her rubbery tits as he arched his cock u
p into her. "And you’re going to get a pussy full of my cum in just a fucking minute!"

"Yes, yes!" Tracy shouted with ecstasy. "I'm gonna come, too, Daddy! Come with me! Com
e with me!"

Raymond felt his daughter’s twat tighten up on his burning prick, then it seemed to cl
ench him like a vise. He grabbed for her little hips with both hands, holding her tightly agai
nst his pelvis.

"Ooooooo0!" Tracy cooed in a thick voice. "I'm coming, Daddy! Oohhhh, feel me coming! Y
ou’ re making me come with your big cock!"

Susan, through with her pleasure, watched as her daughter’s beautiful, naked body shiv
ered, then began to shake. The sounds Tracy made, the way her body rippled with pleasure, fill
ed her with happiness.

As Paul slumped atop her, crushing her tits with his chest, she hugged him, caressing
his back and ass fondly, once more holding her husband’s hand.

When it was over, without a word, she snuggled between her son and husband, with Tracy
pressing tightly against her father on his other side. They didn’t talk about what happened,
but Susan could see Raymond was pleased, that there would be no anger, no remorse, no regrets.
He was happy, she could tell. He had managed to fuck his daughter, after all this time of des
iring her. And--she shivered with pleasure--she had fucked her son. She did not have to hide i
t from Raymond--she could be open with it, be honest about it. And best of all, she thought dr
owsily, Raymond would no longer need other women, or she other boys. They both had exactly wha

t they wanted at home, what they had been looking for all their lives—--their children.

Chapter 10
Raymond took the day off on the following day. He was simply too exhilarated to work.
Susan was happier than at any time in her life. Even Tracy and Paul went around with big smile

s on their bright faces.

Suddenly, after breakfast, Paul laughed.



"What’s so funny?" Susan asked.

"I just thought," he said, still laughing. "After last night, here we are, all dressed
and so proper."

"Convention," Raymond replied. "We have to remember convention."

"Fuck convention!" Tracy yelped, and, standing next to her mother, she suddenly lifted
Susan’s dress. The dress was at Susan’s waist, and Raymond, Paul and Tracy all looked at Susa
n’s beautiful, swelling ass.

"No panties!" Paul yelped gleefully.
"Neither do I," Tracy said, lifting her dress and exposing her wet cunt.
"Pussy and ass!" Raymond laughed. "The best of both worlds!"

Susan, standing at the sink as she and Tracy finished up the dishes, her skirt still a
t her waist, naked ass revealed, said nonchalantly: "Another warm day. I think I’11 take a swi
m later on."

She flexed her ass, making it clench, bringing appreciative whistles from Paul and Ray
mond. Quite deliberately, Susan arched her exposed ass in a tantalizing manner, looking over h
er shoulder and sticking her tongue out at them.

Raymond, in turn, deliberately unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out, waving it a
t his wife. Tracy went into peals of laughter, skipping quickly to her father and taking hold
of his cock. She pulled on it a few times, kissing his cheek.

"I like that, Daddy!" she said, dropping to her knees before him and kissing his cock.

Paul moved behind his mother and dropped to his knees, shoving his face into her cream
y ass, kissing it as his tongue made wet circles on the cheeks.

"Enough!" Susan laughed, shoving her ass into her son’s face then pulling away. "If we
keep this up, there won’t be any swimming, just wild, fantastic, loving fucking!"

Tracy and Paul jumped to their feet and began peeling their clothing off. "Last one in
is a cock-sucker!" Tracy yelled, racing outside, her naked ass beautiful in the sunlight.

"Or a pussy-eater!" Raymond yelled, racing after his daughter, his cock swinging from
side to side.

Susan saw them both dive into the pool almost at the same time. She then turned to her
son. She cupped his cock and balls, kissing his lips warmly. "We might as well go out, too, d
arling," she said.

They undressed, both watching and laughing with merriment. Paul’s cock was hard, and h
e pressed it to his mother’s body as he hugged her. Susan pulled his hard cock between her thi
ghs, working on it as she kissed him.

"Oooo, I love that hard cock, baby!" she murmured softly. "I love the hard, throbbing
feel of it against my cunt."

Hand in hand, they went outside and jumped into the pool. After a few minutes of swimm
ing and playing, Susan and Tracy sat on the edge of the pool, their feet dangling in the spark
ling water, watching Raymond and Paul trying to dunk one another. A few moments later, Raymond

and Paul came to the deck where Susan and Tracy were. Paul went to his mother, and Raymond we
nt to his daughter. They held the knees of each girl.

"Looks good, don’t it, Paul?" Raymond said, looking between his daughter’s thighs, gaz
ing at her sweet, tender cunt. "Good enough to eat."

"It sure does!" Paul agreed with enthusiasm.



"You two are full of talk," Susan said, squirming her naked ass on the deck. "No actio
n ... Jjust talk."

Raymond and Paul looked at one another, grinning. Then, suddenly and quickly, Raymond
shoved his face into his daughter’s pussy and began licking and sucking. Paul pressed his face
into his mother’s cunt and began eating her.

"Well, Mom," Tracy said, pretending boredom, "should we stop them or let them enjoy th
emselves?"

"I think we better let them eat our cunts, baby," Susan said. "They might become irrit
able if we stop them."

Raymond slipped his hands along his daughter’s thighs until he gripped her hips, tongu
e-fucking her with alternate licks and sucks on her distended clit.

"Mmmmm, Daddy!" Tracy mewled, shoving her pussy into his face, twisting her ass. "I lo
ve that! Ohhhh, golly! You really know how to fuck a girl with your tongue! Eat me, Daddy! Ohh
hh, yes, eat me!"

Susan glanced at her daughter’s face and saw sheer ecstasy there. She looked down at R
aymond, seeing his face buried into Tracy’s cunt, smiling. Lifting her thighs, she draped her
legs on her son’s shoulders, pressing her thighs tightly against his face as she felt his tong
ue stab deep into her boiling snatch. "Oh, God, Paul! That’s so good! Tongue-fuck my cunt, dar
ling! Tongue-fuck my pussy and make me come!"

Susan leaned back on her elbows, grinding her pussy into Paul’s face, murmuring and si
ghing with pleasure. She could already feel herself ready to come. She came easily most of the
time, and she loved it. She watched her daughter wrap her hands into her father’s hair and pu
11 his face tighter into her crotch, her face twisted in an expression of intense ecstasy. Gur
gling sounds came from Tracy, her tongue licking at her tight lips.

She watched as Tracy’s body shivered, saw her sweet nipples rubbery hard. Tracy squeal
ed in a tight-sounding voice, coming wildly against her father’s sucking lips and thrusting to
ngue. Seeing this triggered Susan into coming. She gave a yelp of delight and twisted her puss
y hard into her son’s face, coming powerfully.

Tracy lay back on the decking, breathing heavily, her pretty tits heaving in the sunli
ght. Susan sprawled back, too, leaning over to kiss Tracy’s cheek.

"Should we repay this favor, baby?" Susan asked her daughter. "Or should we ignore the
m and hope they’1ll go away."

"I feel sorry for them, Mom," Tracy said, fondling her mother’s naked tit. "They need
a little comfort, I think!"

"We could give them a pat on the head and tell them what good boys they are," Susan su
ggested.

"That might be enough," Tracy replied, "but somehow I get the impression they wouldn’t
be satisfied with that."”

"Listen to that shit, Daddy," Paul said. "Talking about us as if we were little puppie
s or something."

"We don’t have to take that, do we, Paul?"

"We sure don’t."

As if on a signal, Raymond and Paul grabbed Susan and Tracy by the legs, Jjerking them
into the water. Tracy and Susan went into the pool with a splash, squealing loudly. When they
surfaced, Raymond and Paul were sitting on the decking now, kicking their legs in the water. B

oth their cocks were standing up hard-throbbing and dripping.

Susan and Tracy took the same stand Paul and Raymond had before--they stood in the wat



er, between the knees of the men. Susan pumped on her son’s cock, and Tracy did the same with
her father’s prick. "Think we should give them a lovely blow-job, Tracy?" Susan asked.

"Well," Tracy pretended reluctance. "I really don’t know how to give blow-jobs, Mom. I
"ve only sucked off a cock once before, remember?"

"Practice makes perfect, they say," Susan said, jerking Paul’s hard cock in her hot, t
ight fist.

"I think you’re right," Tracy replied, squeezing her father’s prick hard. "And I do wa
nt to be a perfect cock-sucker."

"Shall we practice?" Susan asked.
"Oh, by all means."

"Will you two quit fucking around and suck us off!" Raymond growled, trying to pull Tr
acy’s head against his prick. "If you don’t, I think I’11 come off right in your fucking face!

"I’d rather have you come off in my mouth, Daddy," Tracy giggled, licking delicately a
t his dripping piss-hole.

"Then you better hurry!"

"Ohhh, I will!" Tracy opened her lips and took her father’s cock into her hot, wet, ea
ger mouth for the first time. Her eyes, wide open, unfocused with the pleasure this gave her.
She gave a soft squeal and began to suck up and down his prick, her tongue licking swiftly. Sh
e gripped his hips, her fingers digging into his flesh.

Susan watched for a moment, then leaned her face into Paul’s crotch. She lifted his ha
iry balls, kissing them, running her tongue over the soft, wrinkled flesh. She ran her tongue
up his cock, twirled it about the soft, swollen head, then closed her lips over it.

She sucked vigorously on her son’s cock, twisting her face about so she could watch he
r daughter sucking Raymond. Tracy and Susan’s eyes met, and they sparkled with ecstatic happin
ess. Soft, moist sounds came from them as they sucked, and occasionally, they would exchange c
ocks. It was as thrilling as always, but there was more love in their efforts than pure lust.

Susan mouthed her son’s prick tenderly, affectionately, and she watched Tracy do the s
ame. with Raymond’s cock. As she sucked her son’s cock, Susan’s mind began working on tantaliz
ing, very erotic things they could all do together now. No more picking up young hitchhikers,
no more strange boys. She understood, finally, all she was after was her son. It was him she w
anted to fuck and suck-—-no other teenage boy. She had come to terms with that, and now she was

enjoying it.

She sincerely hoped that Raymond would not feel the need for other women. He had her,
and now he had Tracy, too. Between the two of them, Susan was certain she could keep her husba
nd happy, and very well satisfied in sex. She would do anything for him, just as she was sure
her daughter would. As for Paul, there was no doubt about him.

She and Raymond’s erotic natures could now be fulfilled to the total extent they desir
ed. Tracy and Paul had the same nature, if what she had learned of them meant anything.

Susan and her daughter filled their eager, hot mouths with hard, throbbing cock. They
sucked hungrily and lovingly, watching each other. Susan was aware when Raymond’s prick squirt
ed into Tracy’s mouth. She saw it jerk, watched her daughter’s eyes become unfocused in ecstas
y, and watched her smooth throat work as she swallowed. A pearl-white drop of cum slipped past

Tracy’s tight lips and ran down the side of Raymond’s cock. But as she thought to reach over
there and lick it up, her son gave a grunt, arching his cock deep into her mouth--and he began
to spurt furiously.

Susan gurgled with happiness.

Tracy and Susan crawled up onto the deck, snuggling between the two men, caressing the



m and holding them. Before they knew it, all four began sleeping--peacefully and happily.

The End



