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CHAPTER ONE

The movie was almost over, but Peg still didn't know what was going on. And she was the one who wanted to see this film Jim wanted to see the western playing next door.
But Peg hadn't particularly wanted to see a movie anyhow. She just wanted to get fucked.
Jim wasn't as interested in fucking as she was. And she'd been especially eager for sex lately. If only they could have fucked before the movie, Peg might be able to relax and enjoy it.
Peg looked over at the man sitting next to her. In the light reflected from the screen Jim looked as handsome as ever. And looking at him made Peg's cunt run with hot, sweet juice.
Jim saw Peg looking at him. He turned and smiled at her. Then he put one hand on her bare knee. Peg gasped when she felt his hand. She grabbed it and slid it further up her thigh. Her short skirt moved up as she pulled Jim's hand almost to her cunt. But his elbow hit the back of the seat and his hand stopped before reaching the plump mound of her cunt.
Jim looked at Peg with puzzlement on his face. It wasn't usual for her to try to get his hand on her cunt in a crowded movie theater.
"What's up?" he whispered.
"I'm horny as hell!" Peg said.
Jim looked at Peg as though she were nuts. Why couldn't he understand, she wondered?
"Are you really interested in this movie?" Peg asked him.
"Well, I do want to see the rest of it, if that's what you mean," Jim said.
"Sh-h-h-h-h-h," someone behind them hissed.
Peg sat back in her seat and faced the screen. Just her luck to be dying of horniness and being shut in a movie theater with a guy who wanted to stay to see the end of a dull film.
As she stewed in the heat of her lust, Peg began moving her hand up one of her thighs. She didn't want Jim to see what she was up to, so she moved her hand very slowly.
Finally, her fingers reached the wet crotch of her panties. She wasn't surprised to find the nylon between her legs soaked with her juice. She'd been dying for a fucking ever since Jim picked her up that evening.
Peg fucked her fingers into the leg-hole of her panties and slid them through the tangled hair. A gasp escaped from her lips even though she was trying to keep her actions a secret.
Then, biting on her lip to keep quiet, she dipped a few fingertips into the drooling slot of her cunt.
The seat to her right was empty, and Jim was engrossed in the movie. Peg thought she could get away with jerking off right there in her seat.
Her middle finger inserted itself in the entrance to her flowing tunnel. Her index finger found the hard kernel of her clit. Then she began wiggling the fingers like she did when she jerked off at home. But she did it more slowly and gently now. After all, if she jerked off just like she did at home the whole audience would immediately know what was going on.
Peg drew in a deep breath through her nostrils as she began to feel the exquisite sensations of masturbation. She lifted her other hand to her mouth to muffle any sounds that she might make.
"M-mf," she grunted quietly into her hand as she pressed a little harder on her clit.
Peg looked out of the corner of her eye to see if she had attracted Jim's attention. But he was still staring intently at the screen.
Now Peg was getting braver. She pressed her hand farther up into her crotch. She added her middle finger to the finger she already had up her cunt. And she put her thumb on her clit to take over where the index finger had left off.
With two fingers up her snatch, Peg could pretend that it was a stiff prick in there. And she began to slide them in and out with as much speed as she dared under the circumstances.
"Ah-h-h-h-h," she sighed as quietly as she could.
But this time Jim's attention was attracted. Peg saw him look over at her. Then his eyes were drawn to her lap. He stared down there for several seconds. After all, it wasn't a sight he expected to see, and at first he couldn't believe what he saw.
"For Christ's sake!" he whispered. "What the fuck do you think you're doing?"
"I told you I was horny!" Peg whispered back at him. "I can't help it."
Then Peg saw Jim's head swivel around to see if anyone else had noticed what was going on. Peg smiled at Jim's concern for her modesty. And Peg was glad to find that she didn't care at all if anyone else knew what she was doing. She didn't care if the whole audience knew.
"Oooooo," she moaned. It was louder than any other sound she'd made so far.
"Goddamn it!" Jim hissed. "At least you can try to be quiet."
By this time Peg was shaking in her seat. Jim could feel his seat rocking with her motion. He knew that the whole row of seats would be moving with her lustful shaking.
Peg sank deeper into her seat and slid her fingers higher up her cunt. Now she was really enjoying Jim's embarrassment. But the pleasure of her fingers in her cunt was the main thing on her mind.
Then Peg saw a man sitting a few seats away on her right look in her direction. She knew that it was getting pretty obvious what she was doing. But that only added to her pleasure.
"Will you stop it!" Jim whispered angrily.
"Only if you'll take me out of here right now and fuck me."
"You're crazy!" Jim said. "All right. Let's go."
It wasn't easy for Peg to take her fingers from her cunt. She was at least halfway to an orgasm. But the promise of Jim's fat prick was enough to make her stop her cunt diddling.
They were in the middle of their row, and to get out they had to squeeze past a lot of people. Peg could smell the slippery juice of her cunt as it evaporated from her fingers. And she imagined that everyone they passed could smell it too.
Peg walked out of the theater with her legs scraping each other. She was trying to give her hungry pussy some stimulation by squeezing it between her thighs. But she couldn't do much for her cunt now. She was tempted to stick her fingers back into it even though they were passing through the well-lighted lobby.
"Jesus Christ, Peg!" Jim said. "Sometimes I think you're out of your mind."
"Let's not fight now," she said. "You promised to fuck me. Remember?"
"And I will. But I just want you to know what I think of your behavior," Jim said.
As they walked into the parking lot Peg slipped her hand back under her skirt. Jim grabbed her wrist and pulled her hand out from there.
"Let's get into the back," Peg said when they got to the car.
"What are you talking about?" Jim asked.
"You said you'd fuck me," Peg said.
"But not in the Goddamn car," Jim said. "Can't you wait until we get to my place?"
"No! I couldn't even wait until I was out of the theater."
"Well, you're going to have to wait," Jim said as he got into the front seat.
Peg hopped into the front seat too. But she still didn't intend to wait until they got to Jim's place.
As soon as Peg closed the car door, she lifted her skirt around her waist. Then she slipped her panties off. She saw Jim glance down at her naked cunt.
Jim might not be as eager as she, but Peg knew that she could heat him up.
She leaned back against the car door, facing Jim. She spread her thighs, opening her cunt. Her simmering juice began to sweeten the air in the car.
Reaching around her thighs, Peg spread the lips of her cunt. Jim looked down again. The light of electric signs and street lamps flashed over the pink slot of her pussy as they sped toward Jim's place.
Then, with one hand still at her crotch, Peg fished out one of her huge tits. Jim looked at her again.
Peg could see that Jim's expression was changing. He didn't look angry any longer. Now he was beginning to look as he usually did when he was hot.
Peg pushed her tit up to her face and stuck out her tongue. She remembered the last time she had showed Jim that trick of hers. And it was having the same effect on him this time.
"Jesus," Jim sighed as he turned the wheel.
The car turned up a driveway. Peg saw that they were headed for the parking lot of a closed shop. She smiled as Jim drove around to the back of the building. She had won.
The car stopped. The motor died. Then Jim was in Peg's arms.
After her self-manipulation, Jim's caress was especially exciting. His mouth covered hers and their tongues intertwined. Jim's strong fingers took Peg's freed tit into a tight grip.
Peg couldn't resist reaching for Jim's fly. As she fumbled with it, trying to unzip it, she could feel his stiff prick throbbing in his pants.
Jim reached into his lap, too, and helped Peg get his cock loose. And as soon as his monster was free, Peg's fingers began traveling up and down its impressive length. She squeezed the bulbous head and moved the loose skin gently up and down.
But it was her cunt that was starving for that cock, not her fingers. If Jim hadn't reached into her crotch at that second, Peg would have jumped on him, impaling herself on that hard cock.
Peg liked having her cunt stirred by a strong finger for a while before getting a prick in there. And Jim could finger-fuck like a champ.
"Ohhhhhhh, baby," she gasped as Jim's finger slid up her pussy.
"You're really something," Jim said, admitting defeat. "You knew I couldn't wait until we got to my place."
"Of course not! When I need it, I need it."
Peg lifted her feet up to the dashboard. Her legs were spread and her crotch was vulnerable. While reaching high up her snatch with his middle finger, Jim tickled her asshole with his pinky.
Peg sucked Jim's tongue deep into her mouth. She had to have as much of him inside her as she could get. And she held on to his prick all the while.
Peg would have liked to suck his prick. But under the circumstances she had to forego that pleasure. She was too anxious to feel his prick sliding in her pussy to take the time to suck him. And now she knew that the time had come � she couldn't wait another second.
"Fuck me, honey," she gasped. "I've got to get you inside me!"
Peg began wiggling around, trying to get into fucking position. She'd had a lot of experience fucking in cars, although she hadn't done it in years. And her favorite position was doggy style.
She knelt on the seat with her head resting on the window sill. Her ass was poised with her hairy muff waiting. Jim got to his knees, leaning over Peg's back. Getting into this position caused Jim to bump his head on the car's roof, and his ass and one foot had some difficulty with the steering wheel. But he was soon ready.
Feeling for his target, Jim found Peg's soaking pussy waiting. He guided his prick to it, then slid it in.
"Ohhhh!" Peg cried as she felt her pussy stretched over the invading boner. "God, that feels good! I really need it!"
Jim reached into her cunt as far as he could with his long, thick cock. When his pelvis pressed firmly against Peg's ass, his cock was touching the end of her tunnel.
"Mmmmm," Peg hummed desperately.
Slowly, Jim withdrew his prick until his bloated cock-head was almost slipping out. Then he rammed it back to the depths of Peg's wet and elastic cuntal tube.
Back and forth Jim's hips pumped, dragging his prick in and out of her tight cunt. Each lunge was faster, harder.
Before long, the sound of Jim's hips slapping against Peg's ass was added to the sounds of the fuckers' gasps and moans. The car was rocking from side to side.
Peg's fingers, had brought her close to an orgasm long before Jim entered her. So it didn't take many thrusts of his prick to bring Peg to the heights of ecstasy. She began meeting Jim's lunges with thrusts of her ass. Her free tit swung back and forth, hitting the car door.
"Owwwwwwww!" Peg howled in bliss.
Now every time Jim's prick filled her, a wave of pure pleasure shot through her body. This is what Peg lived for. And fucking was getting more and more important to her.
Peg was coming down from her climax when she felt a charge of heat in her twat. She knew that Jim's prick was spewing gism into her. The sound of his groans confirmed it. And before his gism had stopped flowing, Peg was on her way to a second orgasm.
But before she reached that second glory, Jim stopped pumping.
"Keep going," Peg cried. "I'm going to come again."
"I-I don't know if I can," Jim gasped.
With her heart sinking, Peg felt the prick pumping in and out of her pussy begin to collapse. Now, rather than reaching deep inside her, it was folding and sliding around her mound.
Peg had to take matters into her own hands. She reached between her thighs and stuffed Jim's deflating prick into her again. Then she began rubbing her clit.
But now she rubbed it with all her might, unlike the gentle tickling she gave it in the movie theater.
She was going to make it, she realized. She was going to hit a crashing climax. Although her finger was giving her this orgasm, having Jim's prick in her was nice.
With her head banging out the opened window. Peg shook in ecstasy for the second time in ten minutes. Her desperate wails of lust echoed through the night. The coal night air felt nice on her feverish face.
"Oh, that was so fine," she said. "Thanks for not making me wait, Jim."
"It was fun fucking in the car," Jim said. "And you sure did need it. I've never seen you like that."
As he spoke, Jim pulled his prick from Peg's cunt and pulled up his pants.
"Yeah, I don't know what came over me," Peg said. "I've never been so horny in my life."
"Still want to come over to my place?" Jim asked.
"No, I think I'll go home," she said. "Suddenly I'm very tired."
But Peg wasn't really tired. She was puzzled, though. When she thought about what she had done in the movie theater she was amazed. She wasn't that sort of woman.
At thirty-six, Peg was an attractive widow with a teenaged son. She had plenty of men and she had always loved fucking. But she had never gotten so hot that she had to jerk off in a public place. And when she thought how she hadn't cared if everyone around knew what she was doing, she felt her face flush red.
When Peg got home she lay in bed thinking about the evening. But she was soon rubbing her clit in another frenzy of horny greed.

CHAPTER TWO

Whenever Barb, the headmaster's daughter, walked across the campus, all the guys stared with lust. Not that she was so beautiful, but she did have a nice body, and she didn't try to hide it.
"Oh, I'd give anything to grab one of those tits," Ben said to Ralph.
"John said he fingered her once," Ralph said.
"Yeah, he also said he fucked that chick who sells tickets at the Strand," Ben said. "Can you imagine a chick like that fucking John? He's full of shit!"
"Yeah, I suppose you're right," Ralph said. "Besides, she goes to public school. She has a lot of guys chasing her."
For the boys at Oceanside School, Barb was the only girl they saw for days at a time.
That night, when Ben was jerking off as usual, he made himself a promise. He would talk to Barb and try to neck with her. After all, there had been a lot of stories about her necking with guys at the school. And if there was any truth to it at all, Ben might have a chance. He had nothing to lose, in any case.
Now that Ben had a promise to keep to himself, life seemed to have taken an upturn. He was as horny as ever, but now there was hope.
The next day on his way to dinner Ben spotted the girl. She was walking away from campus. And although Ben knew he would get into trouble for missing dinner, he had a promise to keep.
"Barb," he yelled as he took off after her.
She turned, saw the boy running toward her, and stopped. She knew Ben as she knew the other boys � casually, by sight only.
"Hi," Ben said when he caught up with her. "Can I walk along with you?"
"Sure, but aren't you supposed to be at dinner?" she said.
"It I eat another of those rotten meals I'll barf," Ben said. "I'm going to Jack's for a hamburger. Want to come with me?"
"Okay," Barb said. "But don't mention my name when you get into trouble."
Ben knew he would get into trouble. But it would be worth it. If he didn't at least try to get something from Barb, after promising himself that he would, he would be even more frustrated than he already was.
As they walked along, Ben let his eyes rove over the girl's chest. Her tits hopped with every step. Ben's prick became hard, making it difficult for him to walk.
Barb was probably about a year older than Ben. The boy wondered what experience she'd had and what she would be willing to do for him.
This was one of the first warm days of spring, and Ben was enjoying the sight of Barb dressed in a tight sweater. He hadn't remembered her tits being so big.
With his heart beating and his prick throbbing, Ben reached over and took Barb's hand in his.
She looked over at him with a smile. That was encouraging. Ben could almost feel her tits in his imagination.
Holding Barb's hand was making Ben very eager to hold other parts of her body. So by the time they got to the burger joint, he had forgotten everything in the world except her body.
They sat in a booth facing each other. And Ben was having trouble keeping his eyes from the tits that seemed to be reaching across the table at him. When Barb's nipples hardened, forming little bumps on her sweater, Ben felt his face flush.
"Are you a senior?" Barb asked.
"Uh, yes," Ben said absently. "Ben knew that Barb was aware of his interest in her tits. But she didn't seem to mind, and that encouraged the boy."
"You Oceanside School guys are all alike." Barb giggled.
Ben looked up from her tits.
"What do you mean?" he asked. "You're all so horny, it's funny," Barb said. Ben didn't expect that. But her frankness made him ever more excited.
"Well, don't you ever get horny?" he asked. Ben was finding it almost as much fun talking about his horniness with this chick as it had been holding her hand. If he didn't get a chance to neck with her, he was at least assured of an extra-special masturbation session that evening.
Barb hadn't answered his question so he repeated it.
"Sometimes," Barb admitted.
"And what do you do when you're horny?" Ben asked.
"That is none of your business," Barb said with a twinkle in her eye.
They ate their hamburgers in silence. But Ben thought that he'd heard enough to have hopes of at least getting a feel from this girl.
When they left the restaurant, Ben took Barb's hand again.
"Where are you going?" he asked her.
"Over to a girl friend's," Barb said. "But I'm late already. Maybe I'll just go back home now."
"How about taking a walk through the park with me?" Ben asked.
Ben knew that a walk through the park with a girl meant a necking session. That's where all the kids went who didn't have any place else to take a girl.
"We could go to my house," Barb said. "My father goes to a meeting on Tuesday nights, and my mother's out of town."
This was too good to be true. Ben felt a rush of happy excitement. The chick was practically handing herself to him on a silver platter.
"Sure," Ben said.
When they neared the campus Barb took her hand from Ben's. But he understood that she didn't want any of the other boys to see them holding hands.
Ben had never been in the headmaster's house. But then he'd never necked with his daughter, either.
As soon as they got to the living room, Ben grabbed Barb and kissed her. Although he was a shy boy, his horniness drove him on. And the way Barb kissed him back, Ben's hopes began to rise. He might even get fucked. But that would really be too good to be true.
As they stood in the middle of the room kissing, Barb mashed her big tits on Ben's chest. He could feel their heat and their firm shape. His hands were eager to hold those treasures. But he knew he had to take his time.
"Shouldn't we sit down?" Barb asked.
Ben felt foolish. He had a lot to learn, he realized. But he was so excited he really couldn't think straight.
They sat on the couch. Ben put his arm around Barb's shoulders and kissed her again. Their tongues met and theft saliva mingled. The girl's tits pressed against Ben's chest again. His hand on her side seemed to slide up toward one tit automatically.
"I love to French kiss," Barb said.
This girl was definitely different from any other that Ben had ever necked with. And since all the others had stopped him after a few feels, Ben thought his luck was about to change. He'd never been fucked, but fucking had obsessed him for the last few years.
Their lips came together again. Now Ben's hand was just below a firm jug. Then his fingers felt the bottom of her tit. Ben's heart skipped a beat as he waited for Barb to grab his wrist � as so many other chicks had. But she didn't.
Ben moved his hand slowly up over the huge tit. Then he squeezed. There was something about holding a tit that Ben couldn't figure out � how could anything be so exciting? All he knew was that he would rather squeeze a tit than do anything else, except stick his finger in a cunt, of course. And he might even get a chance to do that!
As he held Barb's knocker, Ben felt the stiff nipple pressing into his palm. He took the nipple between his fingers and rolled it around.
"Mimmmn." Barb hummed into Ben's mouth.
She likes it, Ben said to himself.
Ben moved his hand around her tit, lifting, squeezing, pressing and massaging it. He had never given a tit such a thorough examination. But now he felt that he just had to see it.
"Will you take your sweater off?" he asked.
Barb smiled. Then she crossed her arms in front of her, grabbed the bottom of the sweater, and lifted it over her head.
Ben was confronted with the sight of two creamy mounds of firm softness. He stared at their perfect shape � round and smooth. Her nipples were pink and as big as silver dollars.
"You're beautiful," Ben sighed.
As he lifted his hand to her now-naked tits. Ben began to think that the stories he'd heard about Barb were true. And now he'd have a story to tell, too.
He watched as his fingers circled one giant tit. He saw his fingertips sink into that softness.
Then Ben raised his other hand and embraced her other tit. He watched with his mouth hanging open as he pressed the jugs together, then pushed them to the sides of her chest.
Suddenly, Ben dropped his face to those gorgeous tits. He filled his mouth with one nipple, then the other. He buried his face between her tits, and kissed and licked them hungrily. Then he stuffed his mouth with one nipple and as much of the surrounding tit as he could hold.
"Ohhhh." Barb sighed. "I love having my tits sucked!"
Her words fueled Ben's passion. If she stopped him now, he would be heartbroken, he knew.
Barb pulled Ben's face up to hers and kissed him. Now she thrust her tongue into his mouth as eagerly as he had thrust his into hers earlier.
But when Ben felt her fingers unbuttoning his shirt he really went wild.
He helped her get his shirt unbuttoned and pulled off his shoulders. Then Ben pulled the girl to him so her naked tits flattened against his naked chest. He had never felt such lust as he was feeling now.
"Oh, Barb," he whispered. "You're terrific!"
Now Ben knew what he had to do. With her tits conquered, her pussy was next.
Kissing her with his tongue deep in her mouth, he reached for her crotch. The heat down there was amazing! And although Ben couldn't feel much through the material of her pants, just having his fingers within a fraction of an inch of a real pussy was fabulously thrilling.
Ben began to press his fingers into the region of her cunt. He could feel something soft in her pants, and he pictured her hairy mound in his imagination.
By that time, Ben was ready to take the big step. He reached for the button that held her pants closed. He found that button at her side. But opening it was proving difficult, especially since he was trembling with passion.
But when Ben felt Barb's fingers at the button, he knew that she had come to his rescue. The button popped open. The path to her cunt was clear.
Ben stuck his tongue even deeper into her mouth as though he needed to gag her so she couldn't tell him to stop. But, amazing as it was to that horny kid, Barb seemed to want him to stick his hand into her pants. And that's what he did.
At the opened side of her slacks, Ben felt the material of her underpants stretched over her hips. His fingers crawled under the elastic waistband of that garment. Then his fingers were an their way to Barb's cunt.
Barb shifted her hips around so Ben could slide his fingers around to her belly. He felt her pubic curls suddenly. Then, with a shove, he crammed his fingers down over her plump mound.
"Ow!" Barb cried. "You pulled my hair."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Ben said breathlessly.
But with his fingers attacking her pussy, he couldn't be too worried about her losing a few hairs. This is what Ben had been dreaming about. Now that he was feeling the hair and soft mound of her twat, he was losing control. He had to get a finger into the cunt that he couldn't quite reach.
"Should I take my pants off?" Barb asked him. "That might make it easier."
Again, Ben felt foolish. But he simply wasn't used to chicks like Barb. He had had to fight every inch of the way with other girls. Now that he had a girl offering to help him explore her body, Ben didn't know what to do.
"Yeah," he finally answered. He knew he sounded ridiculously eager.
"Will you take off yours?" Barb asked.
The question hit him like a ton of bricks. He had never shown his stiff prick to a girl before. And although he was shy, he knew that if he were going to get fucked, he would have to bare his cock. Besides, letting Barb see his prick would be exciting.
"Sure," Ben said.
Ben felt as though he were in a dream. He'd spent a lot of time and energy trying to get this far with a girl, and now that something was finally happening he couldn't believe it.
But when he saw Barb grab her slacks and lift her ass off the couch, he had to believe it. She tugged at her slacks and they began to come down. She pulled them down until the top of her hairy triangle showed. Then she rested her ass on the couch again.
"Well, are you going to pull your pants down too?" she asked.
"Yeah, sure," Ben gasped.
He unfastened his belt quickly. Then unbuttoned his pants and pulled down his zipper. But his hands were shaking so much he could hardly control them.
Finally he began, to lower his pants, and Barb resumed tugging her pants down.
Ben's hard cock sprang out just as Barb's cunt came into view. But even when the girl kicked her slacks and undies from her feet, Ben found that he couldn't see much. Sure, he could see her hair as it dipped between her legs. But her slit was completely hidden. And Ben was showing everything he had to Barb.
Still, the sight of the naked girl was the most thrilling thing Ben had ever seen. And having her looking as his prick as it jerked above his balls was really something.
"You have a huge prick, don't you?" Barb said. "And it's twitching like crazy!"
Ben grabbed one of the girl's thighs and pulled it away from its twin. Now he could see more of her twat. Through her fleecy, brown hair he could see how the mound was split. But he had to see more.
"I can't see much," Ben said. "Lean back."
Barb hesitated. But she finally did lean back on the arm of the couch, facing Ben. He spread her legs. And although Barb resisted at first, she soon relaxed and let her thighs open.
"Haven't you ever seen a girl's cunt before?" she asked.
"Yeah," Ben lied. "But, well, not really. Only pictures."
He wanted to tell the truth. Staring into Barb's gaping cunt was so exciting he wanted her to know how he felt about it.
At first Ben didn't know himself how he felt about seeing the deepest secrets of Barb's body. It was such a shock. But then he realized that his heart was pounding and that he felt slightly dizzy.
"Do you think my cunt is pretty?" Barb asked. "I always thought cunts were funny looking."
"Oh, I don't," Ben said. "I think it's beautiful!" It was a beautiful cunt. Ben noticed how her hair thinned out between her thighs so her gash could be clearly seen. And in her gash, the folds of skin that formed her inner-lips could be seen. And below her cunt, the twin cheeks of her ass looked incredibly cute.
"I don't think cunts are nearly as exciting as pricks," Barb observed. "A hard cock looks so strong � like a battering ram."
Ben wanted to ask Barb how many hard cocks she'd seen. But he was afraid to hear that his was one among many. Besides, he didn't feel like talking. He wanted to examine her cunt closer.
Ben moved closer to Barb. She bent her knees to get her feet out of his way. Then, he reached into her crotch and stroked her hairy snatch. He ran a fingertip along the cleft. It was wet and slippery, he found.
From listening to the other guys talk, Ben learned that when a girl gets hot, her cunt gets juicy. He knew that juice would let his prick slide into her cunt easily.
Now Ben truly thought his time had come. He was going to get fucked. But he wanted to learn more of the secrets that the pussy before him held.
With two fingers, Ben spread the lips of Barb's pussy. He saw its pink interior open like a blossom. The entrance to her tunnel could be seen between the wing-like lips that surround it. And Ben saw how those lips came together near the top of her pussy in a puckered fold of flesh. The inside of her cunt shone with the juice that oozed from her fuck-cave.
His eyes already bulging, Ben's nostrils began to flare as the delicious odor of her juice rose to his face. It was a new smell to him, but he already loved it.
Then Ben placed his middle fingertip between the inner-lips and gently pushed it into the depths of Barb's twat.
"Ohhhhh," she gasped suddenly.
Ben looked up from her cunt to see her reaction. It was obvious that she felt a powerful wave of lust as his finger sank into her body.
The look on Barb's face was amazing to the boy. He had never seen a girl make a face like that. In fact, the only other times he'd seen anything like it was when he watched himself jerking off in a mirror. Then his face would take on that expression. But he never dreamed a girl could wear such a look of lust.
But Barb's face didn't distract Ben's attention for long. He quickly looked back at her cunt where his finger was disappearing.
He stirred his finger around in the tight grip of her cunt.
"Ahhhhhhh," Barb moaned as her whole body shook.
This was too much for the boy to take. He had to get his prick buried in that cunt, and right away.
Ben withdrew his finger. Then he began climbing over the girl's reclining body.
"No, wait," Barb said as she pushed Ben off her. Ben backed off. But he still wasn't worried.
After all, how could Barb let him get that far, then turn him off.
"Do you like to jerk off?" Barb asked the boy. Ben couldn't imagine what Barb was getting at.
Why � just as he was about to fuck her � was she talking about jerking off?
"Well, do you?" Barb demanded. "Sure, but�" Ben was speechless.
"Let's jerk off together," Barb said. "We can watch each other."
"But I want to fuck you!"
"No," Barb said, closing her eyes and shaking her head.
Ben's heart sank. But he could see that the girl meant what she said. There wouldn't be much point in arguing with her. Already, her legs were closing, shutting Ben off from her luscious well.
"Will you jerk me off?" Ben asked. "And I'll jerk you off. If you show me how, that is."
Barb seemed to be thinking it over.
"Okay," she said. "That sounds like fun."
Now Ben was feeling better. If he wasn't going to get fucked, having Barb stoke his prick until he came seemed like the next best thing.
Barb sat up and the two naked kids moved close to each other. When Ben saw how Barb grabbed his prick, he knew that she had done this before, or had at least watched other guys jerking off.
"Give me your hand," she said.
Ben gave her his hand and she pulled it into her crotch. Then she spread her legs wider and placed his middle finger in her crack, near the top of the slot.
"Can you feel that little bump?" Barb asked. "Rub it."
Ben did as she said. The girl immediately began writhing.
"OOOOOOO, not so hard!" she cried. "Yeah that's it. Ummmmmmm."
Having Barb's delicate fingers wrapped around his shaft was spectacular. So far, the only person to ever have handled his prick was himself.
Barb held his jerking rod with a tight grip. Then she began to move the loose skin up and down. Ben couldn't have done a better job himself.
And Ben kept his finger moving over the bud of Barb's clit. He could feel that bump wiggling around in the wet flesh under his fingertip. And as he wiggled it, he watched the effect it had on the girl. She began moving her whole body with the same rhythm Ben applied to her clit.
"Ohhhhhh, uhhhhhh," Barb gasped loudly.
Ben would have liked to kiss her, but he didn't want to spoil the view. Although her lips were soft and sweet, he would rather keep watching his finger as it disappeared into the crack of her cunt. And he wouldn't have missed the way her tits shook for anything.
But more than the sight of Barb in heat, the sensations in his prick were making Ben rave with passion.
"Oh, God!" he whispered as his gism came to a boil. "Barb, a little faster. Oh, yeah!"
Now the girl's hand was whipping up and down his shaft with incredible speed. Ben's hips began to jerk. His balls were being bounced on his thighs.
"Ohhhhhh," Barb cried louder than before.
Although Ben had never seen a chick coming before, there was no way he could have mistaken the sight. Barb's face was contorted with ecstasy. She shook crazily, but she managed to keep her hand pumping wildly on Ben's cock.
Now Ben was on the verge of coming, too. He leaned back, stretching his body. His finger lagged a bit in its duties at Barb's clit but she grabbed his finger and started it wiggling again.
"Uh," Ben grunted as a spray of gism leaped from his prick.
He didn't know if Barb had seen that eruption � her head was lolling on the back of the couch as she came. But he knew that she must be feeling the hot cream that was now oozing from his prick and running over the back of her hand.
"Don't stop," Ben gasped when Barb released his prick.
She recaptured his rod and gave it a few more pumps. Another gob or two of gism was squeezed out.
But Barb had to grab Ben's finger and pull it from her gash. Her clit was now too sensitive to touch.
"Gee, Barb," Ben said. "That was great. It never felt so good when I do it myself."
"Yeah, that was terrific!" Barb agreed. "You really know how to rub a chick off."
Ben was swelling with pride. He felt like a super-stud suddenly, even though he was still a virgin. But that feeling wasn't to last.
"Barb?" a voice called from some other room of the house.
The two naked kids sat bolt upright. Could that be the headmaster's voice? Ben wondered. The voice called out again, closer. It was the headmaster!
Ben jumped up as though he'd sat on a tack. He grabbed at his pants lying on the floor.
"Holy shit," Barb whispered in terror. "It's my father."
Ben was frantic. He tried shoving one foot into his pants, but he missed by a mile. Then it was too late. The headmaster was standing in the doorway looking at them.
It was over very quickly. As Ben walked back to the dorm he felt as though he were in a dream � a nightmare. He'd heard the headmaster yelling in anger before, but never like he had yelled then. He had never seen anyone so wild with anger. And Ben remembered being told to be in the headmaster's office first thing in the morning.
When Ben got back to the dorm, his buddies asked him where he'd been. Ben told them everything.
"Wow!" Ralph said. "Too bad you got caught."
"Pete Johnstone got caught just necking with Barb," Don, a senior said. "They had their clothes on and everything. And Pete got expelled."
"Well, I don't care if I get expelled," Ben said.
"At least I got a hand job."
His friends were sympathetic. Ben appreciated that. But he didn't want to wait around until morning. After everyone was asleep, he packed his bag and headed for the highway, where he stuck out his thumb.
By morning, he was almost home.

CHAPTER THREE

Ever since that night when she tried to jerk off in the movie theater, Peg had been particularly horny. And although she'd fucked Jim every night since, she had to jerk off several times in the afternoon to keep from losing her mind.
And it was getting worse.
Now she was jerking off in the morning too. And this morning was no exception.
Peg usually woke early, but she liked to lie in bed for a half-hour or so. She wasn't awake for long, this morning, before her cunt juiced up. Her nipples hardened and made little bumps on the sheet that covered them.
Peg looked down at the shape of her body below the sheet. Her legs were spread, her tummy flat, and her tits looked beautiful and enormous with the sheet draped over them. She was longing to grab her twat and stick a finger into it. But she resisted.
She slowly brought her hands to her stomach. Then, watching them move beneath the sheet, she brought them over her tits.
"Mmmmmmm," she sighed with the pleasure she was giving herself.
She spread her fingers over her wide mounds of tit-flesh. Then she tickled her nipples.
Her cunt was drooling in earnest now. But she still resisted the urge to grab it. Long years of jerking off had taught her that the longer she waited before finger-fucking herself, the better it would feel.
So it wasn't until Peg had given her jugs a good workout that she began to slide her hands down her stomach. But, still, she didn't go right for her snatch.
She moved her hands down her slim thighs. Then her hands moved to the tender skin at the insides of her thighs. Only then, and very slowly, did she let her fingers travel to her waiting pussy. When all her fingers were moving through her curly hair she let out a soft moan of happiness.
"Ooooooo," she sighed.
Hearing her sounds of passion always made masturbation more fun.
Peg lined up her fingers on either side of her cuntal slot. Then she spread it. Holding the lips of her cunt wide, she let one finger enter her aunt. She traced the tender inner-lips around the entrance to her cave, then up to her clit.
By this thin Peg was deep in a tit of passion. Her bed was creaking and rocking with her movements. And as her finger roamed around in her gaping twat, her body became sensitive to the light caress of the sheet that covered her.
"Ohhhhh," she gasped.
Gradually, her finger entered her cunt-tunnel. When it was all the way in, she began to feel around in that familiar territory. And as her finger massaged the soaking walls within that pit, Peg's hips moved in circles.
She began writhing sensuously now, like a lazy snake on a hot day.
She left her curt in the care of only one hand. She brought the other up to her tits again. Soon, she had one tit shoved to her mouth where she began to lick the nipple hungrily.
Peg added another finger to the one already in her pussy. Now she could stretch the satin sheath of her cunt. And she moved her fingers in and out like a short cock.
"Ahhhh, ahhhhh, ahhhhh," she moaned in a crescendo of lust.
And it was those sounds that greeted Ben as he walked up the driveway. Of course, he knew immediately what the sounds were. But he assumed that his mother was getting fucked, rather than jerking off.
But after being caught with his pants off and gism shining on his prick the night before, Ben was saddened rather than excited by his mother's sounds of passion. Since he thought she was getting fucked, Ben felt bad that his mother had sent him off to school and was letting men stay with her. And his mother's fucking made his virginity weigh more heavily on his shoulders.
Ben didn't know what to do. It would be awkward far him to show up unexpectedly early in the morning while his mother had a man in bed.
But he was tired and depressed. He thought it would be a good idea to hide out on the back porch for a while. There was a couch out there, and he might even get some sleep. Then, when his mother sent her lover away, he would go in and tell her what happened.
But Ben wasn't out on the porch long before the continuing cries of passion caused his prick to stiffen. All he had gone through the night before, and staying up all night hitchhiking, wasn't enough to make him immune to the sexy sounds of his mother's moans.
The porch he was in was enclosed, with windows on three sides. As Ben looked in the directions of the sounds of sex, he realized that he might be able to see out of the porch window and into his mother's bedroom window.
That was enough to get the boy onto his feet. Keeping in the shadows, he peered through the porch window, and into his mother's room.
At first he couldn't see a thing. There was a screen on each window, and there was only the morning sunlight lighting his mother's room.
But before long, Ben's eyes adjusted. He began to be able to make out the shape of his mother's bed. The bed was situated so he could see most of it. Only the very top was hidden, so he couldn't see the faces of the people in it.
But although Ben had a fairly good view now, he couldn't see two people fucking. Yet the sounds were still coming, and they were getting louder.
"Ohhhhhhh, owwwwwww, ahhhhhhh," his mother moaned desperately.
Ben's prick was throbbing in his pants. But the more he stared, the more it looked as though there was only one person in that bed.
He could make out the shape of spread legs beneath her sheet. And where his mother's crotch should be, the sheet was happing and shaking. Suddenly, Ben's face went white. He realized what he was seeing.
His mother was jerking off, Ben realized. And after the fun with Barb the night before, he could clearly visualize what was going on under that sheet. He could imagine his mother's finger in her cunt, wiggling her clit.
Ben felt good that his mother was resorting to the same sort of sexual release that he depended on. He wasn't the only one who jerked off in bed. And the thought that his mother shared that vice was exciting.
But now Ben was eager to get a better look.
There was a tall bush reaching up to his mother's window, and Ben thought it would give him enough cover so he could peer right into the window. He left the porch and crept to the bush. When he was in its dense leaves, he could hear his mother's cries louder than ever.
This was almost as exciting as fingering Barb the night before. And this also had an element of risk. After being caught with his pants down the night before, Ben hated to think of his mother seeing him peeking through the window.
But he couldn't help himself.
Raising his head among the branches of the thick bush, Ben looked into his mother's room.
The sight that met his eyes made the risk worthwhile. He didn't even notice the scratches he was getting on his face from the bush. Although the bush rustled with his movements, the sexy moans coming from the window hid all other sounds.
Ben's eyes bulged as he saw his mother writhing in self-induced ecstasy. He never would have dreamed of a woman sucking on her own tit. He knew his mother had huge jugs, but he never thought that she could reach her mouth with them.
"Eeeeeaaaaa," Peg cried.
Her hips were leaping from the bed now. The tit that she wasn't sucking on had emerged from beneath the sheet and was doing a lively dance as she shook.
Ben knew that he was witnessing his mother in the grip of an orgasm. It was a sight he would never forget.
But Ben wasn't going to be a mere spectator. He was going to take advantage of this incredibly lucky opportunity to jerk off, too.
He pulled his hard prick from his pants and began stroking it. With the sight of his mother's wild masturbation, Ben's passion flowed. He could already feel his gism gathering at the base of his cock.
"Ahhhhhhhh," Peg screamed.
Ben knew that this was it. His mother had hit her climax. Her body gave a few more heaves, then became still.
But the show wasn't over. In fact, the best was yet to come. For what boy had ever seen his mother pull her hand from her cunt after jerking off and lick the cunt-juice from her fingers? But that's what Peg did while her son looked on.
As Peg licked the last of her cum from her fingers, Ben began to fire spurts of gism at the side of the house. This orgasm was almost as good as the one Barb had given him the night before.
Even when his gism was spent, Ben remained at the window. He knew there would be a first act to this performance. His mother would have to get out of bed eventually. And he wasn't going to miss a chance to see her naked body. He'd often wondered how she would look without her clothes on.
But Peg didn't get up right away. She stretched. She smoothed the sheet over her body. It was obvious that she was in no hurry.
But neither was Ben. He was finally rewarded for his patience. Without warning, Peg flung the sheet off her. Ben saw her big tits on her chest, sagging to the sides slightly. He could see her cunt, too, but he was too far away to discern the crack through her thick, black hair. But he could see that her mound was plump and he knew how soft it would feel against his hand.
Then Peg swung her feet to the floor and stood up. Her tits quivered as they fell into place. Ben lowered himself in the bushes so his mother wouldn't see him as she walked across the room.
Ben hoped she wouldn't cover herself, she didn't. She strolled back and forth, putting away the clothes she had left lying around the night before. And Ben saw every angle of her body � her quivering ass, the bouncing tits hanging from her chest, and, his favorite, the nest of cuntal hair as it peeked out from under her ass as she bent down to pick up a pair of underpants from the floor.
By the time Peg left the room and her son's sight, Ben was ready to jerk off again, but he decided to save it. He wanted to tell his mother what had happened. It wouldn't be easy, and he wanted to get it over with.
Ben went into the house. His mother was in the bathroom, and the shower could be heard.
Ben paced back and forth. He was trapped between horny excitement and the fear of what his mother would say about his being expelled. But he couldn't stop thinking of what he had just seen through her window.
Ben waited at the kitchen table. When he heard the bathroom door open, he called to his mother.
"Ben? What are you doing home?" she called back to him.
He heard her scurrying to get a robe. Then she came into the kitchen.
Ben wasn't prepared for the surge of lust that he felt when he saw his mother. He didn't know that once he had seen her in the throes of jerking oft the sight of her would be very arousing. His prick pressed against the material of his pants and his heart pounded.
"I got expelled," he said.
"What? How?"
Ben told his mother about visiting the headmaster's daughter, and how her father had caught them.
"What did he catch you doing?" Peg asked.
"Nothing really," Ben said. "We were finished."
"I see," his mother said. "You had sex with her right in her own living room?"
"We didn't exactly have � uh � sex," Ben said. "We � uh � just used our hands on each other."
"Oh, Ben, what am I going to do with you? Maybe if I talk to the headmaster on the phone, he might reconsider."
"I don't think so," Ben said. "He was pretty mad."
"I guess he would be," Peg said.
Ben could see that his mother wasn't mad at him. He began to feel proud of himself. He could see himself telling all his friends what had happened and getting a reputation as a stud.
But, meanwhile, his prick was going wild in his pants. After watching his mother jerk off and telling her of his exploits with Barb, Ben was hornier than ever.
"I think I'd better go to bed," he said. "I've been up all night hitchhiking."
"Yeah, you'd better get some sleep," Peg agreed. Ben had hoped that she would leave the room first. He knew he wouldn't be able to hide the lump in his pants that his prick was forming. But she stood her ground.
Ben had to get up and slip his hands into his pockets. But he was pretty sure he noticed his mother's eyes sink to his crotch. And he thought he saw a smile flash across her face for a split-second.

CHAPTER FOUR

Peg was glad her son was home, even if he had to get expelled from school. And although she felt her cunt moisten, she didn't admit that it had anything to do with her son.
But her horniness was still getting worse. Even after jerking off in bed that morning, she was still dying to get something big and hard into her cunt.
Peg called Jim at his office. Although she'd been making heavy demands an his prick lately, she just had to try for a lunchtime fuck. And just as she expected, Jim wasn't too keen on the idea. But Peg didn't give up, and he finally agreed to meet her at his place at twelve-thirty.
Peg left a note for Ben, who hadn't been seen since early morning. Then she left far her meeting with Jim.
"I don't know how long I'm going to be able to keep this up," Jim said when Peg rushed into his arms. "We've fucked every day for almost a week, and we did it twice on Saturday."
Peg hated to hear Jim talk like that. Her lust was growing every day, and Jim seemed less and less willing to satisfy her.
"Don't worry," she told him. "It's probably just a phase I'm going through."
"Well, you're not over the hill yet," Peg said as she reached for Jim's crotch.
She held his crotch for several seconds before feeling any signs of life. Sticking her tongue into his mouth helped.
"You just take your clothes off and get into bed," she told him. "Leave the rest to me."
Peg knew that she would have to be the aggressive one if she expected to get fucked every day. But that was fine with her, for along with her increased need came a desire to get kinky.
Jim stripped quickly. When he was lying in bed with his prick pointing at the ceiling, Peg began a sexy strip tease. Watching Jim's prick bucking, she knew she was doing a good job. When she was naked, she climbed up on the foot of the bed, standing high over Jim's prone body.
Looking up at Peg was a treat for Jim. He had a new view of her cunt. And her tits looked bigger and heavier as he saw them sagging from, such a height.
Peg walked along Jim's body, then straddled him. She saw by the way he was looking up into her cunt that he liked the view.
Peg spread her aunt lips, showing Jim the view within. Her deep tunnel could be seen stretched and dark, waiting for a stiff prick. Jim's cock jerked with more power, indicating that it was ready.
But Peg wasn't ready. Before getting that hard cock into her, she was going to have some fun.
She lowered her body until her damp snatch was hovering just inches over the fat knob of Jim's prick. She didn't lower herself enough for his swaying cock to touch her.
"Came on, honey," Jim said. "Get on it."
"Oh, so now you're in a hurry," Peg teased.
"Well, I have to admit that looking up at your cunt is making me eager to get my prick into it," Jim said.
Peg lowered her body a bit more. Now the twitching head of Jim's prick was passing through the wiry hairs of Peg's aunt. But when Jim tried to pull Peg down on his cock, she slipped out of his grasp.
Peg moved her body over Jim's legs. Then she lowered her hanging tits to his cock. Swaying her body back and forth, she set her tits in motion like two pendulums. They bumped and bounced off Jim's prick. But when Jim tried to squeeze her hanging tits around his prick, Peg pulled away again.
Jim laughed. "So you're going to tease me, huh?"
"I want you so hot you singe the sheets." Peg replied.
"Keep it up. It won't be long now," Jim said. "In fact, I think I smell smoke."
"That's just my cunt simmering," Peg said. Then she lowered her face to Jim's prick. Placing her lips near his cock-head, she let it tap against her mouth as it jerked. Then she stuck her tongue out and let his prick smack against it.
Jim watched what Peg was doing. He knew he was about to get one of hr skillful blowjobs.
"Suck me," Jim said as his desire to feel her mouth around his prick got the best of him.
Peg didn't answer. She merely moved forward and opened her mouth. Then her head descended. Jim's jerking prick disappeared into her mouth.
Peg looked up at Jim as she began to suck his prick. She liked to see the happy expression on his face. And Jim loved seeing Peg's face with his shaft stuck deep into her mouth.
"Oh, I love the way you suck me," he whispered.
Any man who had experienced one of Peg's blowjobs could never be happy with any other woman's mouth. Peg knew how men liked to be sucked, and she gave them everything they wanted and more.
Now she was moving her tongue around the tender area below Jim's cock-head. She was in no hurry to bring him off. She wanted to get him wild with lust. Then she would fill her cunt with his cock.
As she began moving her head back and forth, sliding Jim's cock over the soft, wet pad of her tongue, Peg grabbed his balls.
"Ahhhhhh, I love it!" Jim said.
Peg jostled Jim's big nuts around in her hand. Her fingers beneath his balls tickled him near his asshole � a move that Jim really appreciated.
As she sucked him, Jim noticed how her tits rested on his thighs. Her heavy and warm tits felt great lying there. Jim knew that Peg had dropped her tits there so he could have the pleasure of them sifting on him while she sucked his prick.
"You're wonderful," Jim told her. "You're a genius at sucking."
Peg smiled at Jim. At least he thought she smiled � it was hard to tell with his prick holding her lips opened wide.
Peg began moving her head a little faster and a little further, Jim's prick began sliding to the back of her throat. But she still took it easy on him. She knew she could have his gism flooding her mouth in a few seconds, but she was going to make this last. Besides, she was saving his cream for her pussy.
Jim reached down and put his hands on Peg's shoulder. As she continued sliding his prick in and out of her face, he gave her a massage.
"Ahhhhh, baby," Jim moaned in ecstasy.
Peg could tell by the way he was rolling his head around that he was on his way. So she took her mouth from his throbbing joint.
"What's the matter?" he asked.
"Nothing," Peg said. "I just thought it would be nice if you ate my cunt now."
Jim looked at his wet prick. It was huge and harder than usual. He would have liked to slide it into Peg's twat at that moment.
But if Peg wanted him to lap her snatch, he would do it.
Peg lay down with her head, at the foot of the bed. Her crotch was facing Jim, and when she spread her legs, he could, see how her juice had oozed down over her thigh where it made her flesh shine.
Jim crawled between Peg's legs like a puppy. Kissing her thighs, he worked his way up to the junction of her legs where her cunt waited for his tongue.
Jim knew how to tease, too. He spent a lot of time moving his tongue around her thighs.
"Suck me, damn it!" Peg said as she wiggled her hips impatiently.
But Jim fooled around a few seconds longer before bringing his lapping tongue to her soaking gash.
"Oooooooo," Peg groaned when she felt the strong tip of Jim's tongue enter her pussy.
Peg changed the motion of her hips from a wiggle to a gentle rocking. That way she could move the slot of her cunt in opposition to Jim's licking tongue. His tongue seemed to be moving faster with Peg's rocking.
She moved down the bed slightly in an attempt to get his tongue deeper into her.
Jim realized what she was doing, so he pushed his tongue between her inner lips, tasting the strong flavor of her hot juice.
By that time, Jim was lapping her cunt with passion. He had his arms wrapped around her thighs, his hands grabbing at her tits. His tongue was reaching into every fold and crevice of her sweet cunt.
Peg was writhing with the pleasure that Jim's tongue was giving her. Jim could look up over her stomach and enjoy the sight of her body wiggling.
Her tits rolled heavily in his hands.
Jim reached up Peg's flowing tunnel with his tongue. That elicited a lustful cry from her. Then he wiggled his tongue, and Peg went wild.
"Oooooooo, God!" she screamed.
Jim was glad that she had talked him into this lunchtime tryst.
"Make me come!" Peg squealed. "Suck my clit!"
Jim gave that little kernel a lick, and Peg yelled in ecstasy. But he didn't lick it a second time right away. He was still enjoying teasing her.
"Suck my clit!" Peg repeated in a desperate voice. "Please, Jim!"
Jim couldn't deny her any longer. But he started slowly, gently. He flicked his tongue over her love-bud. Peg lifted her hips, shoving her cunt hard against his mouth. Jim sucked her clit and its surrounding flesh between his teeth. He began sucking it as hard as he could. And all the while, he was watching Peg's face beyond her flailing tits.
"Yeeeeeaaaaaa!" she screamed.
Her body was trembling � vibrating actually. Even though Jim had lapped Peg's cunt many a time, he had never seen her so crazy with passion.
When he saw Peg reach behind her head, placing her hands on the bed and lifting her body right off the mattress, he was flabbergasted. He had to raise himself to keep his face in her cunt.
Then Peg let herself drop back onto the bed. But she hadn't stopped her wild gyrations.
"Come on! Suck me!" she hollered.
Jim didn't know what more he could do. He was already chomping on her clit and squeezing her tits.
"Okay, I'm coming!" Peg said breathlessly. "Ahhhhh!"
Jim had never seen any woman acting so crazed. He couldn't imagine the intensity of her orgasm, but it must be a great one, he thought. He kept chewing her cunt and massaging her tits.
Jim thought Peg's climax was over, but when he lifted his head he found he was wrong.
"Nooooo, don't stop!" she wailed.
Peg grabbed Jim by the hair and pulled his face back into her crotch.
"I can come again!" she gasped. "Keep sucking my cunt!"
Jim did what he could. But his jaw and tongue were aching.
Peg was shining with sweat. Her long brown hair was stuck to her wet forehead and neck. She was still bucking her hips and howling like a banshee.
Jim heard Peg's wailing rise and fall as she hit one orgasm after another. He was amazed at her sexual hunger. He kept wiggling her cunt between his tongue and the roof of his mouth.
"T-that's all," Peg gasped and pushed his face from her twat.
When he lifted his face, he realized that he had never seen Peg looking so devastated.
So Jim was surprised when she lifted her knees to her chest, and held out her arms to him.
"Fuck me, quick!" she croaked.
Now Jim came alive again. This is what he'd been waiting for. Since she had sucked his prick, his gism had been under explosive pressure.
Jim covered Peg's sweaty body with his. He brought his twitching cock td her cunt and was about to guide it in when he felt her hand grab it. Then she crammed it up her cunt so furiously that Jim let out a cry of pain.
"Gee, honey," he said. "I've never seen you like this."
"Fuck me!" Peg said in reply.
Jim began sliding his cock in and out of her spasming twat. Peg met his thrusts with mighty lunges of her hips. She was soon wailing in the grip of yet another orgasm.
Being lapped to a climax was great, but Peg liked having a prick ramming into her even more. And with Jim's big cock plowing into her gash, Peg was coming with even greater force now.
It didn't take Jim long to start spewing his load. And then he began to go soft. Even after her countless orgasms, Peg felt her heart sink as Jim's prick lost its starch.
"Uh! Oh, Peg!" he gasped. "Was that all right?"
"Yeah, great," she said.
Jim rolled off her. Peg remained staring up at the ceiling.
"God, I've never seen you go so wild, baby," he said. "You really needed it, huh?"
"Yeah, and you really gave it to me," Peg said.
She smiled and stroked Jim's face. But inside, Peg was feeling differently. She didn't know why, but she wasn't satisfied. All those orgasms delivered by Jim's mouth and cock had only left her eager for more.
"I've got to get ready to head back to the office," Jim said as he hopped out of bed.
Peg lay there, listening to him taking a shower and getting dressed. She was waiting for him to leave. She would stay. Before she got dressed she would have to rub herself off. But she knew that even more orgasms wouldn't ease her passion � and she didn't know what would.

CHAPTER FIVE

"Where did you get those scratches on your face?" Peg asked her son. "I noticed them this morning."
Ben had noticed them when he looked in the mirror. It had taken him a few seconds to figure out where they had come from. Then, when he remembered he'd gotten them in the bushes outside his mother's bedroom, his prick had stiffened with the memory of what he'd seen.
Now with his mother asking him about those scratches, Ben's cock began to grow again. Although his mother was dressed now, he seemed to be able to see right though her clothes. He remembered vividly how her tits had looked sagging from her chest, and how her cunt was covered with those tight, black curls.
Peg could see her son's face reddening. What could those scratches mean, she wondered? Then she noticed the swelling in his pants.
She was puzzled. When she saw that her son's cock was getting stiff, she got very excited too. For several seconds, mother and son stood looking at each other. They were both horny and blushing at the hunger they felt for each other.
To break the awkward silence and answer his mother's question, Ben touched his face.
"I don't know where I got the scratches," he lied. "I just noticed them in the mirror."
"Well, I'm going to make dinner," Peg said. "Why don't you find something to do. And tomorrow we'll go over to the high school and get you enrolled. Try not to get expelled this time."
But Peg wanted to get Ben out of the house for a reason other than the fact that she wanted to make dinner. Actually, her horniness was getting the best of her again.
When she saw Ben's crotch bulging with his prick, she knew that she needed to ease her suffering again with self-induced ecstasy.
But Peg didn't know what to do. After all, she'd rubbed her clit until it was sore, and she'd fucked until she could hardly walk. And still her body cried out for release from her outrageous need.
Peg knew that she needed something different. And the idea of what she needed was suddenly sprouting in her mind.
She paced back and forth as the picture of her son burned in her mind. She was mentally undressing him just as he had imagined her naked when she asked him about the scratches on his face.
Peg had seen that the lump in his pants was huge. In her fevered imagination she saw her son with his huge prick sticking out hum his crotch. She pictured its fat head pointing up at her and nodding powerfully.
She couldn't help wondering why her own son should turn her on. Was it just her recent period of exaggerated horniness? Or did the boy hold the key to her satisfaction?
Peg didn't know, but she knew what she had to do.
Hardly believing what she was going to do, she went into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. There, on the bottom shelf was a fat cucumber. Peg's heart pounded when she looked at it.
It was strange that she had bought that cucumber in the first place. She didn't particularly like them, but the last time she had been in the supermarket she put it in her shopping basket. And now it was going to come in handy.
Of course, she didn't admit to herself the possibility that this is what she had in mind all along without admitting it to herself.
When Peg took that vegetable in her hand, her pussy began to tingle. Measuring the fatness of the cuke, she knew that it was bigger than any prick that had entered her.
Unfortunately the cucumber was cold. But she knew that she could warm it up quickly. She held it to her tits to take some of the chill off it.
By the time she got to her bedroom with the vegetable hugged to her tits, Peg was panting and her cunt was soaked.
She looked at herself in the mirror. It was a shocking sight. She was amazed at the way her sexual greed showed on her face, and the way she clung to that organic dildo made her look psychotic.
But that didn't keep her from bringing the cucumber to her mouth. She licked it just as she had licked Jim's prick. Then she tried to shove the green dildo into her mouth, but it was too fat. Its size made her tremble as she thought of her cunt stretching enough to accommodate it.
Peg held the cucumber to the side of her face as she unbuttoned her blouse with one hand. When her tits were visible in her mirror, she brought the cucumber to those sagging mounds of soft flesh. She held the vegetable between her tits just as she'd held Jim's prick during her, kinkier moments. Then she poked her stiff nipples with the cucumber. The vegetable was getting warm already. Peg had to lay the mike on her dresser to get her slacks peeled off. As she stripped, she watched herself in the mirror. When she saw her dark pubic hair showing through the sheer fabric of her underpants she felt a thrill rush through her.
Then she pulled down her underpants. The sight of her cunt was as exciting to her as it had been to her son when he peeked into her window that morning. When she combed her fingers through her cunt's curls, she shivered all over.
Turning around, Peg looked over her shoulder and admired her ass. Then she ran her hand along the round cheeks. Finally, she pulled one cheek aside and peeked at the puckered entrance to her ass.
There was a full-length mirror on the door to her closet. Since the closet was near her bed, Peg could sit on the edge of the bed and study her reflection in the mirror. And that's what, she did now with the cucumber in her hand.
Slowly, Peg spread her legs. She watched her cunt came into view. Then, spreading her legs still farther apart, she saw a slot of pink flesh shining through her hair.
Holding a tit in one hand, she brought the cucumber to her crotch with her other hand. She moved her ass closer to the edge of the bed so her cunt was hanging over the side. Then she began probing her wet cunt with the blunt end of the cucumber.
She didn't try to fuck herself with the vegetable yet. For now she was content to tickle her cunt with the green dildo. She pressed it to her clit, feeling slippery juice seeping down over the bottom of her ass.
When the end of the cuke was wet with her juice, she brought it to her face and licked it clean. Then she put it back to work at her cunt.
Before long Peg was so shaken with her lust that she had to let her body fall back onto the bed. She folded a pillow in half and stuffed it under her head so she could still look into the mirror. She lifted one foot and put it on the end table at the side of her bed. That gave her a better view of her crotch. In her excitement, her cuntal lips had spread so she could look right up her hungry tunnel.
Now it seemed that her pussy could suck that cucumber deep into it. So she brought the cuke to her snatch again. And this time she began pressing it between her inner-lips.
"Huhhhh!" she gasped when she realized just how fat that vegetable was.
She managed to get about an inch of it into her cunt. But the lips were now stretched to their painful limit. Still, though, Peg was dying to get that cucumber up her cunt.
In a few seconds, though, her lips were more comfortable, as they were stretched around the tip of the dildo. So Peg pressed it a bit further into her body. Again she felt a stab of pain. And again it subsided in a few seconds.
Peg kept cramming the cucumber into her twat � a half-inch at a time. By the time she had the fattest part of it through her cuntal entrance, she was feeling waves of weird passion. Having her cunt so stuffed was even better than she'd thought it would be.
This was like being fucked with a super prick, she thought. Watching the fat prick-replacement disappearing in her twat was a real treat.
Peg rolled over onto her side. Bringing her knees up to her chest, she looked over her hips into the mirror. She could see the end of the cucumber sticking out of her cunt. Then she stood up with her legs spread. The dildo began to slip out. She caught it, crammed it back in, and fell back on the bed.
"Ohhhhhhhh," Peg sighed at the delicious sensations her cunt was giving her.
She was trembling now, but she was far from finished.
Grabbing the protruding end of the cuke, she pulled it, then pushed it.
"Ahhhh, ahhhh, ahhhh," she sighed as her cunt lips slid over the big intruder.
As the cucumber moved back and forth in her twat, it would drag her cunt down against its hard skin. So each thrust of the thing not only filled her twat with glorious hard bulk, but it gave her love-nut a jolt.
"Huhhhhh, huhhhhh!" Peg was gasping desperately.
She moved the cucumber faster. Her cunt was keeping it well lubricated with slippery juice, and her lips were now sufficiently stretched. So the vegetable slid easily now. Every time it entered her body, Peg felt a tremendous shock of sexual thrill.
With the joy of the fucking she was giving herself, she had long since let go of her tit. She grabbed the cuke with both hands. Lifting her legs high in the air, she began pumping the cucumber in and out with all her might.
"Ahhhhhh!" she wailed as she twisted her face in a grimace of ecstasy.
An orgasm of impressive magnitude was about to explode inside her. Peg was kicking her legs wildly and her tits were wobbling crazily on her chest. She was completely out of her mind with the powerful currents of lust that coursed through her.
Then her orgasm burst, filling her with overpowering bliss.
Her body convulsed. Sliding off the bed, Peg landed in a sprawl on the floor. Her hands kept pumping the cucumber in and out of her cunt. Peg writhed and squirmed as long as the tremendous climax lived.
When the pleasure began to subside, Peg began to relax. Her arms were turning to jelly.
Finally, she was still. Except for her chest, which heaved as she tried to catch her breath, she looked as though she might be dead.
The cucumber slipped out of her cunt and fell on the rug, but Peg didn't even realize it. Her cunt was a tingling ruin.
The cucumber had given her some relief, Peg realized as she began to conic to her senses. She couldn't keep escalating her kinkiness, though. Where would it lead?
She lay there on the floor until she heard the back door open and close. Ben was home.
Peg jumped up, his her cucumber under her mattress, and threw a robe over her nakedness. She would have to be careful now that Ben was home from school. And she would have to start acting like a mother again.
Peg suddenly remembered that she had completely forgotten about dinner.
She met her son in the kitchen. Ben looked at the stove and noticed that no food was being cooked.
"How would you like to go out for dinner?" Peg asked.
"Sure," Ben said.
As his mother ran from the room, saying she'd be ready in a few minutes, Ben caught the unmistakable aroma of hot cunt juice. His mother must have been jerking off again, he guessed. Knowing that his mother was as horny as he made Ben even hornier.
The boy couldn't help wondering if his mother might be interested in fucking him. Seeing her gorgeous body when he peeked into her window made the kid anxious to know that body more intimately.
But Ben forced those thoughts out of his mind. After all, a mother couldn't fuck her own son.

CHAPTER SIX

Ben was as excited as he could be about going to a public high school. The thought of having girls in his classes was wonderful, and he'd be able to hang around after school with the chicks and guys without having teachers around.
He didn't see how he could help but get laid.
His first day in public school consisted of him sizing up every chick in every one of his classes. There were a lot of nice ones, and before the day ended Ben had picked about a half-dozen possible candidates for his first fuck.
He knew a few of the kids from his neighborhood. After school he went with them to the soda shop where they hung out.
"Who've you got for math?" Chuck, an old friend who lived down the street, asked Ben.
"Math? I don't remember," he said. "But there's a chick in my class with the biggest tits I've ever seen."
"Sounds like Mary Ann," Steve said. "What color is her hair?"
"Blond, almost white," Ben said.
"Yeah, that's Mary Ann all right," Steve said.
"I'd love to get my hands on her tits," Ben said.
"Who wouldn't?" Chuck said. "But I wouldn't try it if I were you. She goes with a guy in college. A football player."
Ben was sorry to hear that. But there were so many other good-looking girls. At that moment, one of them passed the window of the soda shop.
"She's in one of my classes," Ben said, pointing to the girl. "She looks great. Nice ass."
"Forget it," Steve said. "She's protecting her virginity as though it were gold."
"Yeah, all the sharp chicks either have boy friends or they don't put out anyhow." Chuck said.
"You mean none of the girls in the school fuck?" Ben asked.
"Yeah, some of them," Steve said. "All you have to do is go steady with them for a couple of months. Then you might get fucked, if you're lucky."
"Gee, I thought with all the girls around it would easy to get laid," Ben said.
"Hah!" Steve laughed.
Ben was crushed. It seemed that public school was as bad as Oceanside School ever was.
Then Steve asked Ben why he came to public school. That gives him his first chance to tell the story of him and the headmaster's daughter. Ben embellished the story a bit. He said he fucked the daughter rather than merely getting a hand job.
Ben loved telling the tale. When he finished, all the guys had stiff pricks.
"Gee, too bad you got caught," Chuck said. "You really had it made."
"You probably won't get fucked again until you go back to that school," Steve said.
"Hey, what about old Bessy!" Pete asked.
"Oh, she's a woman who lives near here." Chuck said. "She's a whore. It costs ten bucks to fuck her."
"Yeah, but it's worth it," Steve said. "If you've got that much money."
"Sometimes she gives us a cut-rate," Pete said. "And I'll bet if we bring her a new customer she'll fuck us for less."
"Yeah, she might," Chuck said. "But I'm broke."
"Why don't we raise as much money as we can, and meet here after dinner," Pete suggested. "Then we can go see her."
All the boys agreed.
Ben knew he had at least ten dollars in his drawer at home, and he was more than willing to spend it to get fucked. But it was still disappointing to find that he had to rely on a whore when there were sexy, young chicks all over the place.
That evening at dinner, Ben's eyes followed his mother around as she served dinner. She kept asking him about school, and he would answer perfunctorily. Rut his mind was on the coming adventure. And watching his mother's tits bouncing in her blouse was making him eager for it.
"Any nice girls in your classes?" Peg asked.
"Yeah, lots," Ben said.
But when he didn't elaborate, Peg let the subject drop.
After dinner, Ben took off for the soda shop. He had ten dollars in his pocket, and another five in his sock just in case the other guys didn't come up with enough.
Now that it looked like he might actually get fucked, he didn't want anything to go wrong.
He met his fiends at the soda shop, and they were immediately on their way.
It didn't take long to get there. Ben thought it strange that a whore would live in a regular looking house. But when the woman opened the door, he knew they were in the right place.
"Hello, boys," Bessy said as she stood aside so they could enter.
Ben soon realized that this whore wasn't exactly the girl of his dreams. She was considerably older than his mother. Her body was big under the loose robe she wore.
But Ben's prick was stiff.
On the way they had counted out thirty dollars. They hoped the whore would fuck the four of them for that amount.
"Hi," Steve said to the whore. "This is our friend, Ben."
The whore said hello to Ben. Ben felt a twinge of lust go through him when he thought that this chick was to be his first fuck.
Ben was looking at the whore carefully. She had a pink face � slightly chubby. Her tits seemed mammoth. But then, everything about her was mammoth.
Still, she was a real woman with a real cunt, and Ben couldn't afford to be choosy.
"The thing is, though," Chuck explained. "We only have thirty bucks between us."
Bessy frowned. "You boys know my price."
"Aw come on, Bessy," Chuck said. "Be a sport. We're real horny."
Ben was trembling, as he watched the whore's face melt into a warm smile.
"Well, I guess I can't turn out a bunch of horny boys for the lack of ten bucks," she said. "Okay, I'll fuck you all for thirty."
Now that the deal was settled the boys followed Bessy into her living room. The television was on, and it looked like an ordinary living room.
"Who's first?" Bessy asked.
The boys looked at one another. Ben and Pete were the only ones who had kicked in ten bucks. The others had contributed less. They discussed the situation, and it was decided that Pete would go first. Then it would be Ben's turn. Steve had come up with seven of the thirty dollars, so he was next. And Chuck was last since he had only contributed three bucks.
Ben watched Pete disappear with Bessy. He was soft of glad he didn't have to go first, even though he was dying from eagerness to get fucked. He would have preferred to have a girl to himself, but since there didn't seem to be any possibility of that happening any time soon, he was glad for this chance.
As they waited their turn, the boys giggled and joked. Then sounds of feminine ecstasy came from the direction of the bedroom.
"She's a real actress," Chuck said.
"She's not acting," Steve said. "Just because she doesn't moan when you fuck her doesn't mean she's only pretending."
Now Ben began to worry that the whore wouldn't moan when he fucked her. Again he wished that he had a girl of his own whom he could fuck and take his time doing it.
"Ahhhhh!" Bessy's voice was howling. "Oh, it's good! It's so good!"
Acting or not, the sounds were making Ben's prick press against the front of his pants so hard he thought his jeans might rip. And he would be the next one to fuck her.
"Eeeeeaaaahhhh!"
"I hope there's something left for me," Chuck said.
"What do you expect for three bucks?" Steve asked, kidding him.
Ben remained silent. He was too excited to say anything. He wished that he hadn't told the guys that he fucked the headmaster's daughter. But now that he had said it, he had to act as though he was an experienced fucker and that this was just another fuck.
"Uh, uh, uh," Pete could be heard gasping.
"I think Pete's coming," Steve said. "He always makes a racket when he comes."
Now Ben knew it would only be a matter of minutes before he was sinking his prick into a genuine pussy. And he couldn't wait.
A few minutes later Pete came into the living room fastening his belt.
"She's all yours, Ben," Pete said.
"You look like you're about to face a firing squad," Chuck said to Ben. "Cheer up. You're only going to get fucked."
Ben tried to smile at the joke, but he was trembling. As he walked to the bedroom, he tried not to show his incredible lust and excitement. He could hardly believe there really was a woman waiting to fuck him.
But as soon as he got to Bessy's bedroom door, Ben knew that this was it.
In the dim light of the bedroom, he could see the whore's huge body lying naked on the bed. She was looking at him with a smile on her scarlet lips.
Ben entered the room timidly. His eyes played over the massive tits that rested on the whore's chest. Her nipples were enormous too. Her belly was like a low mountain, and her legs were thick. Her cunt showed clearly under a carpet of thick curls.
Ben stood staring. This woman didn't look much like his mother when he had seen her naked body, she would do. There was no way a horny kid like Ben could turn down this fat whore, just because she didn't look like Miss America.
"Well, are you just going to stand there staring?" Bessy asked kindly.
She began running the fingers of one hand through her pubic hair. She grabbed one huge tit with her other hand.
Ben's hands shook so violently that he could hardly undress. But he managed somehow. Standing naked in front of Bessy was exciting, and Ben was getting his nerve up to go to her.
"My, what a big, beautiful prick!" she said.
Walking to the bed, Ben felt his cock jerking in front of him. He slid onto the bed and grabbed one of Bessy's tits.
"What'll it be?" Bessy asked. "A blowjob? Or do you want to fuck me?"
Ben hadn't thought of getting sucked off by Bessy. But it did seem like a good idea. He's never had a blowjob. But getting a blowjob would leave him technically a virgin, and he did want to get his first fuck over with. So even though Bessy's mouth was probably at least as good as her old cunt, Ben told her that he wanted to fuck her.
"Good," she said. "It'll be a real treat to feel that huge schlong of yours in this old box."
She spread her legs. He reached between them and took her fat cunt in his hand.
He was about to send his middle finger up her cave when he realized that the wetness he felt there wasn't merely her juice. After all, Pete had gone first.
There seemed to be nothing else to do but get on with the fucking.
Arranging his body over Bessy's, Ben brought his throbbing cock to her crotch. He lunged, but missed the lips of her wet twat. Instead, his prick slipped up over her mound.
The next stab missed, too. By now, Ben was panting in frustrated passion. Having his prick sliding around in the tight curls that covered her cunt was getting him so excited he was afraid he was going to spill his load over her belly. He was dying to feel the grip of her pussy on his taut prick.
"Hey, take it easy," Bessy said. "Here, let me give you a hand."
Ben felt her reach into her crotch and grab his prick. Forcing himself to stop his wild lunges, he let her guide him into her cunt.
The sensation filled Ben with bliss. His prick had never experienced such a wonderful feeling. It was hot and amazingly soft in the whore's cunt. Ben's prick was being stroked and bathed in satin luxury.
But he had been too excited, and it had taken him too long to get his prick buried in Bessy's pussy. So by the time Ben was ready to begin pumping, his gism was already flowing. And by the time he had slid his cock back and forth a few times, his orgasm had run its course.
"Ohhhhhh," Bessy had begun moaning. "Ahhhh."
But then she stopped and looked up at the boy.
"Finished already?" she asked.
"Yeah, I guess," Ben said sheepishly.
He wanted to leave his prick in the depths of Bessy's cunt to enjoy the sensation of his prick reclining in that narrow channel. But she was already turning her body, dumping him off her.
Ben's prick popped out of her snatch and he rolled off the big body. It was all over. Ben hardly knew what had happened. He dressed as slowly as he could so the other guys wouldn't know that he had come so fast. He was relieved that none of the guys mentioned how soon he had finished when he got back into the living room.
Steve ran into the bedroom, almost knocking Ben down.
"Well, what did you think of her?" Pete asked.
"Not bad," Ben said as coolly as he could. "Not bad at all."
"Of course she's not a headmaster's daughter," Chuck chided.
Ben smiled and sat down. He wanted to bring back every second of his first fuck. But he couldn't even remember what it had felt like to have his prick in Bessy's snatch. It hadn't been in long enough to make much more of an impression on him.
But, at least he was no longer a virgin. He did have a long way to go, though, before he could consider himself a real stud.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Peg was keeping up her masturbation � in fact, she was doing it more than ever and with kinkier overtones.
Added to the cucumber she had already used as a dildo were several perfume bottles that were shaped, however approximately, like a stiff prick. And she'd sent away for a battery powered vibrating dildo.
Peg had also used her douche kit for masturbatory purposes. She would fill her cunt with water and hold it in by clamping her hand over her gash. Then, with the water stretching the lining of her cuntal chamber, she would rub her clit until she came.
One day, about a week after Ben had come home, Peg was lying in bed jerking off. She had a finger up her cunt, another up her ass, and with a finger of her other hand she was tickling her clit.
Just as she began to feel the first stirring of an orgasm the phone rang.
Peg tried to ignore the ringing. But there was something about a ringing telephone that demanded an answer. Besides, it might be someone offering to relieve her sexual desperation.
"Hi, Peg," the voice on the phone said. "It's Joan."
Still shaking with barely contained lust, Peg was glad she had answered the phone. Joan was her younger sister who lived out of town.
"Where are you?" Peg asked.
"About five minutes away," Joan said. "I'm an my way to San Francisco and I'm passing through town."
"Well, come on over," Peg said.
Joan said she would be there in a few minutes. Peg ran to her room and finished jerking off. She stood in front of her mirror and watched herself rubbing her clit. As soon as she stopped shaking with her climax, Peg got dressed and began looking out the window for her sister.
Soon, a red sports car came cruising up the street. It stopped in front of the house and Joan climbed out.
Peg was glad to see her sister. They hadn't been together for over a year. But Peg knew what her sister would be the same as ever.
Since they were little girls, Joan has been the wilder one. She had been a torn boy until she got old enough to interest the young boys in the neighborhood. Then she had become the hottest chick in town.
Even though Peg was two years older, John had been fucking before Peg even considered it. It had been Joan who convinced Peg to finally give up her virginity.
And now, even though Peg didn't admit it to herself, she hoped that Joan would be able to give her some advice on her present sexual appetite.
The sisters met in the doorway with hugs and kisses.
"You look great," Joan said.
"So do you, Joan," Peg said. "You look better than ever."
Although Peg was gorgeous, Joan was even more beautiful. Joan liked to show off her beauty. She was wearing a transparent blouse. Her nipples showed darkly, but unmistakably, through it. Her ass was tightly wrapped in her skirt. Its crack could be seen where the fabric was, stretched taut between her firm asscheeks.
The women went into the house. Joan told her sister about her new job and how it required her to travel a lot.
When it was Peg's turn to talk, she told about Jim and Ben. She told her sister how Ben had been expelled from boarding school.
"Sounds like he's off to a good start," Joan said. "And Jim sounds like a real dream."
"Oh, he's nice enough," Peg said. "But � well � I don't know. Somehow he doesn't satisfy me."
"You mean in bed?" Joan asked.
"Exactly," Peg said. She paused, then added, "But nothing seems to satisfy me lately. Gee, Joan, I've been hornier than I've been since I was a teenager."
"I know what you mean," Joan said. "The same thing happened to me a few years ago."
"Really? What did you do about it?"
"I fucked myself silly," Joan said. "It didn't help, but it kept my mind off my horniness. I even fucked a whole troop of boy scouts."
"Yeah, I could use a troop of boy scouts myself," Peg said. "But where do you find them when you need them?"
Joan laughed. "Don't worry," she said. "It'll pass. It's just something that us women have to put up with every now and then."
Peg felt better.
Joan said she could stay for a few days, so they carried in her luggage and made up the guestroom.
"I know Ben will be glad to see you," Peg said.
"Gee, I haven't seen Ben in years," Joan said. "He was always away at school when I came here. I'll bet he's a big boy now."
"He's a man," Peg said. "And a handsome man at that. Oh, Joan, I've even been fantasizing about seducing him."
"Why don't you?" Joan said. "You wouldn't be the first mother to fuck her son."
"Joan, you don't mean that!" Peg said.
As they talked, Joan was changing her clothes. Peg had been so horny lately that she didn't even find it strange that the sight of her sister's naked body was turning her on. And with the conversation about fucking Ben, Peg was beginning to feel that familiar hunger welling up in her.
"Remember Tommy Clark?" Joan asked as she stripped off her panty hose.
Peg said that she did remember him. He was a friend of their family's when they were in high school. Peg could picture Tommy even as she stared at her sister's fuzzy cunt.
"Well he and his mother were getting it on," Joan said.
"How do you know?" Peg asked.
"He told me one night while we were fucking," Joan said.
Peg was surprised to hear that her sister had fucked Tommy. But the news about Tommy and his mother was even more interesting. Joan had never ceased to surprise Peg. She seemed to be in on all sorts of secrets. And she'd fucked an awful lot of guys.
"Sometimes I think that's what I need," Peg said quietly. "Just fucking and jerking off doesn't seem to help. I need something different. Something very bizarre."
Joan had stood up and stretched, her flawless skin shining. Her tits weren't as big as Peg's, but they were firmer. Joan was thinner, too, and her cunt was covered with golden hair to match the hair that cascaded down her shoulders.
Peg didn't know what was turning her on more � her sister's naked body or the talk about fucking Ben. But in any case, her cunt was seeping hot juice into her panties.
"I think I'll take a shower," Joan said. "I've been driving all day and I'm sticky."
"Joan, you're so beautiful," Peg said in rapture.
Joan looked at her sister. Suddenly, Peg realized that she was staring brazenly at Joan's cunt. She looked up at Joan's face arid found Joan looking at her.
Peg was embarrassed. Now there was no doubt that the sight of her sister's body was turning her on. But the look on Joan's face when she caught Peg staring at her cunt wasn't the least bit embarrassed. In fact, Peg thought, her sister seemed� But that was ridiculous.
Peg somehow got the impression that Joan would be willing to let her enjoy the spectacular body she had been staring at. Peg thought it must just be her horny state that made her see her sister's expression that way. She was taken aback by the next thing Joan said.
"Do you want to take a shower with me?" Joan asked. "Remember how we used to take showers together when we were young?"
Peg did remember those days very well. She especially remembered one time they took a shower together. Peg had been about fifteen, Joan about thirteen. Joan had a trace of fuzz on her cunt and her tits were just beginning to bloom.
That day, Peg had told her sister about jerking off. Then, as they lay in bed in the room they shared, Joan asked Peg to show her how she did it.
Peg remembered how she had thrown her covers oft spread her legs and inserted her finger over her cunt while her sister watched. After the first time Joan had watched Peg jerking oft she had tried it. Peg showed her where to put her finger and how to rub the tiny love bud. Peg had been treated to the sight of her sister's first orgasm. She still remembered the sight as though it were yesterday.
"Okay," Peg said to the invitation. "It'll be fun."
Peg began to strip. She was thinking how they would jerk off after taking showers together when they were kids. Would Joan want to repeat that part of the fun, too? Peg wondered.
When Peg was as naked as her sister, she noticed that the odor of her oozing juice. Joan would notice the smell, Peg knew. But she was glad. She wanted Joan to know how hot she was.
As they went into the bathroom, Peg realized that Joan was looking at her with as much interest as she had looked at Joan.
Peg turned on the water, then got into the shower. Joan followed her. It was crowded in the shower and they bumped into each other as they scrubbed.
"Somehow it seems that showers were larger when we were young," Peg said.
Joan just smiled at her sister.
Elbows bumped tits, and asses bounced together. And each time their soapy bodies collided, Peg felt a longing to take her sister in a tight embrace.
When they finally stepped out of the shower Peg was going wild, but she tried to seem calm. For as much as she wanted to take Joan into her anus, she knew that she never would have the nerve. But the thought that Joan might merely dress and end the excitement was painful. Peg forced her self to try getting Joan interested in a kinky game.
"Remember how we would watch each other rub ourselves off after taking a shower when we were kids?" Peg asked.
"I sure do," Joan said. "I remember the first time we did it. You showed me how."
"Yeah, I think about that a lot," Peg said.
"Hey, do you want to do it again? Watch each other jerk off, I mean," Joan said.
Peg was thrilled. And she was relieved. She had been afraid that Joan wasn't thinking in the same kinky terms as she.
Peg noticed the odor of a hot, wet cunt again. This time she didn't think it was only her twat that was giving off that telltale aroma.
"It'll be fun," Peg said. "Let's do it in my room just like we used to."
Peg saw Joan smiling with the same cute devilishness that she used years ago.
The naked sisters scurried to Peg's room. Peg was out of her mind with excitement. Who knows, she thought, this might be just what I need?
The girls climbed on the bed. Peg put a few pillows against the footboard and leaned back. Joan did the same thing at the head of the bed. They looked into each other's cunts. Peg remembered how Joan had wing-like inner-lips. She had always admired Joan's twat even though Joan said that she liked Peg's more.
Joan was slouched low. With one hand she reached beneath a thigh and spread her cunt. The lips parted, and Peg could look right into the deep, dark tunnel. Then Joan put her other hand over the top of her mound with her middle finger dipping into the top of her gash.
Peg copied her sister's position. She found that looking into a cunt other than hers was more thrilling than she'd ever imagined. Both women began wiggling their middle fingers over theft clit.
"This is fun," Joan said. "And it sure beats jerking off alone."
"Do you jerk off a lot?" Peg asked.
"Sure," Joan said. "A couple of times a week I guess. I get fucked a lot, but jerking off is something else. I'll never quit."
They continued rubbing their clits. Soon their bodies were rocking from side to side and shaking. Their tits wobbled, Peg's bigger, looser tits moving slower than Joan's smaller, firmer jugs.
"You look so beautiful," Joan said to Peg.
Peg knew that her face showed signs of her bliss. She had to admit that Joan was a picture of perverted beauty, too. But the more Peg watched her sister writhing with pleasure, the more she wanted to hold her in a tight embrace. She wanted to feel Joan's tits pressing against hers. And although watching was fabulously exciting, it simply wasn't enough.
They had never touched each other when they jerked off as kids. Peg couldn't expect Joan to suggest that they do anything but watch each other now. It was up to Peg.
Ordinarily, she would be too shy to suggest something as weird as a lesbian fling with her sister. But now that she had been out of her mind with horny greed for weeks, she found the nerve. She began to climb to her knees. With her hand still at her cunt, she began to move toward her sister.
"Joan," she gasped. "Oh, Joan, I can't help myself. I need to feel you against me!"
Peg saw Joan reach out to her. Then she threw herself into the waiting arms. Suddenly, their mouths were pressing together. Theft tongues were lashing each other. Their tits touched, nipple to nipple. Then as they brought their bodies closer together, their tits crushed in a heap of softness.
"Let me do you," Joan whispered.
Peg didn't know what she meant until she felt Joan's hand creeping along her thigh toward her cunt. Then Peg took her hand from her cunt and reached for Joan's. Soon they were tickling each other's cunts. If watching each other jerking off was exciting, this was a thousand times better.
"Oh, God!" Peg sighed into her sister's mouth. "Joan, this is wonderful!"
"Yeah, we should have done this long ago."
With their fingers in each other's cunts, the girls no longer limited themselves to their cunts. Rather, they explored each other's deep caves and the ridges of their inner-lips.
Joan had a particularly exciting way of handling a cunt, and Peg was soon panting with lust. She tried to imitate Joan's finger movements, and soon Joan was crying out in rapture.
They sent their tongues into each other's mouth. Joan managed to get her free hand around one of Peg's tits. Peg knew that no one else had ever held her tit like her sister was holding it now. Peg wanted to grab one of Joan's tits, but in the position they were in that was impossible. Peg soon forgot about it, for something else was capturing her imagination. And the more she thought about it, the stronger she longed for it. Soon she was beyond control.
Peg began sliding down her sister's body. Joan's hand was pulled from her cunt as she dragged it out of reach. But Peg didn't mind. She was after the real goods. She was already kissing her way down the centerline of Joan's belly.
"Oh, Peg!" Joan gasped when she realized what her sister was after. "Ahhhhh, baby!"
Joan spread her legs wider as Peg moved between them. Peg's face was already at her hairy triangle, kissing and burrowing in the curls.
Then Peg's tongue was in her sister's cunt. She was licking it clumsily but hungrily.
"Ohhhhhhh, Peg!" Joan gasped. "Baby, I love it!"
Peg found cunt-lapping more fun than anything she'd done in a long time. The flavor that she had often licked from her fingers seemed so much better directly from the source.
At first, she merely thrashed her tongue around in Joan's pussy. But she soon became more controlled. She was learning fast. Although she was in a wild frenzy, she moved her tongue in a way that would have the maximum effect on Joan. She shoved her tongue up her sister's twat, wiggling it lazily. Then she fluttered the tip over Joan's cunt.
"Oooooooooo," Joan howled in devastated passion.
Peg reached up and grabbed her sister's tits. She found that it was a thrill to hold tits other than her own, but her brain was reeling from the cunt lapping she was giving, and the tits were merely a sidelight.
Joan began to heave her hips.
Looking up over her sister's belly, Peg saw the incredible sight of Joan in the grip of an orgasm. Joan had clamped her hands over Peg's which were still on her tits. Her face was screwed up in a beautiful expression of passion.
"Eeeeeeee!" Joan squealed. "Ahhhhhhh! I'm coming!"
Peg never dreamed that she would have her tongue in the cunt of an orgasming woman. With her sister crying in bliss, she kept her tongue fluttering over her cunt.
"EEEEEEEEEE!" Joan screamed.
Finally, Joan wiggled away from Peg's tongue. And Peg lifted her wet face, smiling at her devastated sister.
"Oh, Peg!" Joan gasped. "You did that better than any man ever has!"
Peg moved beside her sister again. She hoped that Joan would want to eat her cunt too but she wouldn't ask.
"I suppose I should do the same for you," Joan said.
"Only if you want to," Peg said.
"I do, Peg. But I've never done it before."
"Neither had I until now," Peg said.
Without saying more, Joan descended down her body. Peg thought about what they were doing. She realized that suddenly she had become a lesbian, and an incestuous lesbian at that. But she wasn't sorry. In fact, as she watched Joan getting comfortable between her spread legs, Peg was filled with glorious ecstasy � and Joan hadn't even touched her cunt yet.
Peg liked seeing her sister, usually so confident and wild, approaching her cunt with trepidation. She felt Joan's fingers on her pussy. The lips were being spread, and Peg could almost feel her sister's gaze on the tender interior of her cunt.
Peg could see Joan's face as it was poised above her cunt. Joan was looking at the slit before her, licking her lips in preparation of licking her sister's pussy. Then, slowly, Joan's face neared Peg's cunt. Peg's body stiffened as she felt Joan's tongue enter her cunt. Just as Peg had done minutes before, Joan was now probing gingerly, hesitantly.
"Mmmmmmmmm," Peg moaned in encouragement.
Joan began licking her sister's gash with more relish. Peg saw Joan's eyes closed as she began reaching farther into the cunt with an increasingly lively tongue.
"Ohhhhhh, Joan," Peg moaned. "Ummmmmm, you do this so beautifully."
Joan opened her eyes and looked up at Peg. Then her eyes closed again. Her tongue was reaching high up Peg's tunnel and exploring every crease and crevice. Now Peg's eyes closed as she enjoyed the great sensations of sexual thrill. Lifting her legs, she thrust her pussy out farther over Joan's face. Joan met her outstretched cunt.
Now Joan was wrapping her arms around her sister's thighs and pressing the entire lower-half of her face into Peg's cunt. She was using her tongue with more vigor than Peg had, and Peg was writhing with the resulting ecstasy.
"Ahhhhhhhh! Oh, God!" Peg cried. "Joan, I'm going to come!"
Joan sent her tongue up Peg's grasping cave.
"Lick my clit!" Peg hollered in desperation. "Yeahhhhhhh!"
Joan kept her tongue working on Peg's clit until Peg pushed her head away. Soon the satisfied sisters were in each other's arms again, licking their cunt juice from each other's mouths.
"I can taste my cunt on your mouth," Joan said. "It's good."
"I can taste mine on your mouth too," Peg agreed. "But I liked tasting your juice right from your cunt."
"I never thought eating a pussy could be so exciting," Joan said. "No wonder men like doing it so much."
"I'll never forget this," Peg said.
And Peg was thinking that now she had crossed a line of perversion that she could never re-cross.
She was a pervert, and could never be anything else. But she liked being in that category. It seemed to open up new horizons. She was already dreaming of her next perverted exploit, and Ben would be a part of it.

CHAPTER EIGHT

When Ben came home and saw the red sports car in front of the house, he felt excitement growing within him � and he didn't even know if the owner of the car was visiting his house. He certainly couldn't have known that it belonged to his sexy Aunt Joan, or what she had been doing with his mother. Maybe it was ESP � but in any case, by the time Ben walked through the back door, his prick was stiff.
When he saw Joan sitting in the living room he was hit by another jolt of excitement. He barely recognized his aunt. It wasn't that she had changed � he had. The last time Ben saw her he wasn't old enough to want to fuck her. Now, though as soon as he laid eyes on her he knew he would gladly die if only he could fuck her.
"Hello, Ben," Joan said as she got up from her chair. "Gee, I haven't seen you in years."
Ben was struck dumb as he watched his aunt come toward him. Her full tits were held tightly in a blouse that was opened almost below them. Part of the tanned globes were overflowing the blouse.
"Hi," Ben croaked.
Then Joan was hugging him. He could feel her tits pressing on his chest. Her belly pressed against the lump in his pants, and Ben couldn't help wondering if Joan could feel the throbbing cock in his pants. He wanted to wrap his arms around Joan, but he was afraid that if he did he might not be able to let go.
"Let me look at you," Joan said as she stepped back.
Holding the boy by the shoulders at arm's length, she looked up and down his tall body. Ben felt himself leaning forward in a futile effort to hide his stiff prick. He felt a wave of passion rush through his as his aunt's eyes passed over his crotch.
"Well, you're all grown up," Joan said.
Ben felt like an idiot. He couldn't think of a thing to say to this woman who was driving him into a fit of horny passion. He was still stunned by the feelings of her gorgeous tits on his chest. He finally recovered enough to ask his aunt how she was and what she was doing in town. They had a nice conversation, even though Ben kept tripping over his words as his eyes sank to Joan's tits.
"Well, I see you two are getting reacquainted," Peg said as she came into the room.
Ben was surprised to see his mother looking so sexy. She was wearing a blouse he'd seen often enough, but now, rather than having buttoned the blouse, Peg had its sides tied together just below her tits. That way, the blouse held her huge jugs like hammocks. And the tops of her tits showed amazingly.
Ben wondered why his mother was dressed so sexily now. Maybe it had something to do with Joan's being there, he thought. But in any case, having these two older and sexy women around was going to keep Ben's prick hard. He didn't mind. The show was worth putting up with a little extra horniness. Besides, he could at least dream that he had a chance of fucking his aunt.
The three of them went out to dinner. And although both chicks dressed up, they still looked outrageously sexy. Ben was proud to be seen with them.
Then they went home, where they sat around talking all evening.
Ben loved hearing the stories he heard from these sisters. They laughed as they told funny stories about the rest of the family. Ben learned things he never would have guessed, like how the sisters had found out that their father had had a young mistress, and how they used to peek at them fucking.
By bedtime, Ben was ready to jerk off. In fact, he knew that if he didn't jerk off after an evening of watching his mother and aunt, shaking their tits and asses in their sexy outfits, he wouldn't be able to sleep.
He lay in bed listening to the women passing back and forth in front of his bedroom door. He brought back to his mind the way they had looked that evening, and he imagined what Joan would look like naked. Of course, since he peeked at his mother he knew what she looked like naked. That memory helped bring him to the peak of excitement.
Ben was moving the loose skin of his prick up and down, getting close to an orgasm, when he heard a knock on his door.
He froze, his prick was throbbing in his fist and someone wanted something from him. He couldn't imagine what. But there was nothing to do but tell them to come in.
The door opened and Ben saw Joan slip into the room.
"Hi," she whispered.
Ben pressed his jerking cock down on his stomach so it wouldn't look like a tent-pole, holding up his sheet. Joan was walking right over to him.
She sat on the side of his bed. Ben couldn't dare hope that she had come to fuck him or anything of that sort. He was cursing himself for beginning to jerk off before he was sure that nothing was going to happen.
"I haven't seen you in so long that I just couldn't resist coming in and talking for a minute or two before going to bed," Joan said.
Ben was still holding his cock down, but he'd been so close to coming and Joan's fragrant presence was so exciting, he thought he might come at any second.
"I just wanted to tell you how nice it is to see my own nephew grown into a good-looking guy," Joan said.
As she spoke, she put a hand on Ben's thigh.
Ben thought for a moment of trying to kiss his aunt. But he knew he could never get up the nerve. There was just enough light in the room for him to see that her robe was opened, but not enough light for him to see inside it. The thought that her tits could be seen except for a lack of light drove Ben crazy.
Then he got an inspiration. Maybe he couldn't bring himself to kiss her, but there was nothing to stop him from switching on the light.
He still hadn't said a word. He reached over and turned on the lamp next to his bed.
"Oh," Joan said. She held her hand in front of her eyes as a stark light flooded the room.
Although the light was blinding Ben kept his eyes opened, and stared into the opened robe his aunt wore. One of her tits was completely exposed. The other about half visible. Ben's eyes seemed glued to the visible tit. He saw how the brown nipple was hard and puckered.
"The light blinded�" Joan stopped speaking for a second. Then she completed the sentence, "�me for a second."
Ben knew that Joan had stopped talking when she realized that he was looking at her tits. But he left his gaze resting on the exposed jugs. For one thing, he was powerless to remove his gaze from the beauty of her tits. For another, he wanted his aunt to know that he was turned on by her.
"Do you think I'm beautiful?" Joan asked without trying to hide her tits.
"Yes, oh, yes," Ben said as if he were hypnotized � and in fact he was.
"It's quite a compliment coming from a young man like you," Joan said.
"I think you're the most, beautiful woman I've ever seen," Ben said as he finally lifted his eyes from Joan's tits. "And the most sexy."
"You're sweet," Joan said, giving Ben's thigh a squeeze. "And I think you're very sexy too. If I thought I wasn't too old, I'd crawl right under that sheet with you."
"I don't think you're too old," Ben blurted.
Ben began to blush, but Joan stood and dropped her robe from her shoulders. Suddenly, she was standing before the boy completely naked. Ben had never seen such a fabulous sight.
Joan slipped into his bed, pulling the sheet over her.
Ben let go of his prick and grabbed his aunt. He pulled her to him, feeling her firm tits bouncing over his body. Their legs intertwined.
Ben remembered the whore, Bessy, whom he fucked. But this was nothing like that experience. Joan felt nothing at all like Bessy. Joan was slim, firm, and lively. And her tits, when they pressed against Ben, were soft yet firm.
Joan's cunt pressed on Ben's thigh, wetting him with her hot juice. Ben pushed his thigh between her legs.
"Ohhhhh," Joan gasped as Ben's leg rubbed against her clit.
This is what Ben had been waiting for. As he filled his hands with his aunt's tits and ass, he knew this was going to be a memorable experience. He actually wished he had never fucked Bessy. Joan should be his first fuck.
"Oh, Ben," Joan whispered. "You have a big, wonderful cock."
She grabbed his rod and moved her fingers over the swollen head. But since Ben had been jerking off when Joan knocked on the door, he was afraid of coming before he could get it into her.
As it turned out, his fears were justified.
Joan had taken his shaft in a tight grip. Then she gently pulled his loose skin up over the head of his prick. That did it.
Ben felt his gism about to burst. Although he hated to waste an orgasm, he couldn't keep from coming.
"Ohhhhhhh," he gasped as he felt the premature ecstasy explode.
He turned his body so he could rub his cock-head on his aunt's body as he came. Joan kept her hand on his prick, pumping steadily now that she realized what was happening.
"Don't worry," she said. "I'll make sure you come again."
"I was just jerking off when you knocked," Ben said.
Ben hated to admit to Joan that he had been jerking off, but he wanted to explain his coming so quickly.
"Oh, I see," Joan said understandingly.
"Watching you and my mom all evening made me so hot I couldn't help it," he said.
"I'm flattered," Joan said.
Then she threw the sheet off them. She raised her gism-soaked hand to her mouth and licked up Ben's juice. The boy watched with his mouth hanging open in amazement.
Joan pushed Ben onto his back and kissed him. Her hand went to his balls. Lifting them gently, she made the boy's prick harden again. Soon his cock was twitching with all the energy it had.
Ben realized that he had never been kissed as his aunt was kissing him now. The way she moved her tongue around in his mouth was obviously the result of years of practice. And as she kissed him, Joan moved her tits over his chest.
Ben didn't lose any time in reaching for his aunt's cunt. He gripped her mound tightly. Then he curled a finger into her wet and slippery crack.
Joan moaned lasciviously into Ben's mouth when she felt his strong finger sliding up her flowing cuntal tube.
Before long Ben realized that his aunt was slipping out of his arms. At first he didn't know what she was doing. Then he thought he understood, but he couldn't believe it. But when she was drilling her tongue into his belly button, Ben knew he was going to get a blowjob.
Joan dragged her tits down the boy's thigh as she brought her mouth to his jerking cock. Ben saw her lick his prick, washing the gism from it. Her tongue moved around his prick, sending shivers of joy through him. While she licked, she held his balls in one hand while her other hand slipped beneath his ass. Ben had never felt sensations like he was getting from his aunt's tongue.
"That feels soooo good, Aunt Joan," he said.
Joan looked up at him with a smile in her eyes.
When his prick cleaned of every trace of his last orgasm, Joan opened her mouth wide and took his twitching tool into it.
"Ahhhhhh!" Ben gasped as he felt the heat of his aunt's mouth surrounding his cock. Wonderful things started happening. Ben felt her tongue winding around his fat cock-head. Her head began bobbing, sliding his prick to the back of her throat. Ben never dreamed anything could feel as good.
He began writhing, but Joan held on to his prick and kept sucking. She gripped his balls more firmly, keeping him in one place. Slurping sounds escaped from her mouth as she used on her nephew her best sucking technique. The sounds made the blowjob even more exciting for Ben. He knew that he was going to have no trouble coming all night long as long as this fantastic woman was in his bed.
When Ben got to a certain point of passion, Joan lifted her head. His wet prick wagged in the air.
"Well, I think you're ready," she said.
Ben was too excited to speak. But there was nothing to say anyhow. He merely lay there watching his aunt.
She moved beside his hips, then threw a leg over him. Ben watched as she brought her cunt over his cock. She was going to ride him like a horse, Ben thought.
He watched Joan take his prick into her hand again. Then she guided his fat prick-knob to her cunt. Ben couldn't help letting out a squeal as he felt Joan's tender cunt-lips meet his cock. Then he saw his prick disappear as Joan lowered her hips.
Fucking Bessy hadn't prepared Ben for the thrill of filling his aunt's cunt. He felt her pussy move over his prick like a custom-made sock soaked with precious oils. Ben knew there could be no substitute for this experience. Looking up at his aunt seated on top of him Ben reached for her tits and let his head fall back in ecstasy.
For a while, Joan remained still letting Ben enjoy the thrill of lounging in the grip of her fuck-tunnel. Then she began rocking.
"I can feel your prick twitching inside me," Joan said breathlessly.
Ben began to wonder if he were dreaming. If so, he never wanted to wake up. He saw his aunt becoming increasingly lustful as she rocked. He lifted his head and looked at where theft crotches were stacked up. Through the hair of both their crotches, Ben could see his aunt's cunt. Then he understood why she was getting so wild. Her rocking was causing his cock's base to press against her love-bud.
He kept his hand on her tits, squeezing and kneading them.
"Oh, Ben," Joan sighed. "Your cock is reaching to the end of my cunt tunnel. It feels absolutely great!"
She leaned back, reaching behind her to support herself by putting her hands on Ben's thighs. He couldn't reach her tits any longer, but just watching her approaching an orgasm was thrilling enough. Joan's eyes were dosed and her mouth hung open.
"Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" she cried.
The motion of Joan's cunt on his prick kept Ben suspended in intense passion. He knew he could come when his prick began sliding in and out of the cunt he was filling. Meanwhile, he could, lie there forever, enjoying Joan's rocking and moaning.
Suddenly, Joan leaned forward. Her tits swung, and she put her hands on his chest. Ben grabbed her tits again while Joan kept rocking.
"I'mmmmmmm commmmmming!" Ben loved the way her face looked in her ecstasy. And the thought that it was doing the job made him very proud.
"Eeeaaaagggg!" Joan screamed.
Then she stopped rocking. She took a few deep breaths and tossed her head so her hair flew behind her.
"I haven't come like that in years," she whispered hoarsely.
She began lifting and dropping her hips. For the first time Ben felt his prick being stroked and tugged by her cunt. His eyes opened wide with surprise at the pleasure he felt.
As he began twisting and squirming with ecstasy, Ben saw that his aunt was watching him carefully. He found that it added greatly to his pleasure to know Joan was seeing his every grimace and movement.
Since he had conic only a few minutes before, Ben was able to enjoy the cunt-sleeve sliding over his cock for quite a while. Joan's rising and failing cunt brought him slowly but steadily to the height of ecstasy. The taut akin of his prick-knob tingled as Joan's cunt treated it to a loving fuck. By looking at where their pubic hair mingled. Ben could see his shaft appearing and disappearing. And he noticed how it shined with Joan's lubricating juice.
"Ohhhhhh, Ben," Joan sighed. "Ummmmmm. It feels sooo good!"
"Yeah, I never felt anything like it!" Ben said.
He was holding his aunt's tits again. And he began thrusting his hips below his aunt's pumping hips. He wanted to make his prick slide faster and harder.
"Uhhhhh," Ben grunted as he felt his second orgasm about to happen. He felt his face wrinkle up in a grimace now, and he was pleased that Joan was watching. He looked up at her. She was wearing an expression of lust, too.
"I think I can come again too," Joan whispered. "Ohhhhhh."
Ben squeezed her tits harder as he felt his gism rushing through his prick. His body began jerking uncontrollably. This orgasm was better than the first, much better.
By this time, Joan was hopping up and down with all her energy. Ben was pumping furiously.
"Ahhhhhhh, yeahhhhh!" Joan moaned.
Hitting the peak of his pleasure, Ben held his hips still, letting Joan do all the work. And she was doing it with all the strength she had.
"Uh, uhh, uhhhh!" Ben groaned.
When his cream stopped flowing he found that his aunt was still sliding her cunt over his prick. He could see that she was trying for a second orgasm.
He hoped she would reach it soon. If she didn't, the tingling in Ben's spent prick would drive him crazy.
Joan grabbed one of Ben's hands and brought it to her crotch. Puffing his thumb on her clit, she showed him what she needed. Ben was glad to help.
He rubbed her clit with his thumb while the woman continued sliding his prick in and out.
"That's it!" she cried. "Eeeeeehhhhhh!"
Then Joan stopped and slumped down on Ben's chest. Her tits landed with a slap.
"Oh, Ben," she whispered. "Oh, that was spectacular! You're a wonderful fucker."
Ben was swelling with pride. The pleasure he'd felt made him so happy he could have jumped up and danced! But with Joan lying on top of him, and his prick still lying in her cunt, he chose to remain where he was and enjoy it.
Then Ben realized that with all the noise they had made, his mother surely must have known what was going on. He didn't care. Nothing mattered now but the thrill he'd finally discovered.
"I'd better get back to my own room," Joan said as she slid off the boy.
Ben's prick slipped from her cunt. Joan put on her robe, and then she was gone. Ben lay still, thinking about the incredible bliss she had given him. But then he was distracted by the low sound of voices. Someone was talking quietly but excitedly. There were giggles, too.
Ben couldn't imagine what was going on, but he had to find out. Slipping out of bed as quietly as he could, he went to his door and listened.
The voices were clearer now. It sounded like his mother and aunt.
"�a real stud�" he heard one of them say. "A huge cock� came twice."
Ben felt his face go white as he realized that Joan was telling his mother everything that had happened. It was almost too incredible to believe!
The voices finally died away. Ben was buzzing with excitement. Had his mother known what Joan was going to do? Maybe she even asked Joan to fuck him, he thought. Was his mother worried about his horniness?
It wasn't until the sun was rising that Ben was able to fall asleep. Something strange was going on. But as long as he was getting fucked, he hoped it kept going on for a long time.

CHAPTER NINE

Since he hadn't slept all night, Ben missed breakfast. He would have missed lunch, too, if his mother and Joan hadn't come into his room to wake him.
The sisters stormed into the room noisily, telling him to get up. They went to his bed and grabbed his feet and shook him.
Ben woke up with a start. Then he realized what was going on. With the memory of what had happened the night before still clear in his mind, Ben was glad to see the two women.
Then he realized his prick was stiff and holding the sheet up over his crotch. And even though he was proud of his cock � the cock he'd heard these two chicks discussing last night � he rolled over to hide it.
"You've already missed breakfast," his mother was saying. "Are you going to lie in bed all day?"
"Come on and have lunch with us," Joan said. "All right, all right," Ben pleaded. "Give me a chance."
"Okay, but if you're not up in five minutes we're coming to get you," Peg said.
"We'll drag you out of bed by the cock," Joan added.
The kinky sisters left, giggling.
What the hell is going on? Ben wondered. Has everyone gone crazy? But he wasn't complaining. Although it was very weird to have his own mother acting the way she was, Ben loved it.
Ben got out of bed and looked at himself in the mirror. His prick was still hard, and it was huge. Could that be enough to make his aunt and mother act so strangely? If so, he was glad he was so well endowed.
Ben dressed, washed, and went down to the kitchen. The women were setting the table for lunch. With all the exercise he'd had the night before, Ben's mouth began to water when he saw the heaping plates of ham and salami and rye bread the girls were putting out.
Of course, Ben hadn't missed the lovely sight of his mother and aunt, like the day before, they were dressed very sexily. Tits overflowed and asses protruded beneath tight slacks.
As he gobbled up sandwich after sandwich, Ben noticed that Joan kept smiling at him. He would smile back, then look over at his mother to see if she was noticing what was going on. She was. Although she was trying to be nonchalant, she couldn't help smiling slyly.
Then Ben felt his aunt's naked toes slipping up the leg of his pants. By the time lunch was finished, Ben's mouth was still watering, and his prick was still stiff.
But Ben felt that he had to get away from this madhouse. He had to get some sort of perspective on what was going on. Maybe if he talked to his friends about what had happened he could understand it himself.
"Where are you going?" his mother asked when Ben said he was going out for a while. There seemed to be a note of disappointment in her voice, he thought. But he just said he was going out, not specifying where.
Ben headed for the soda shop. None of the guys were there. Then he checked out the playground. There he found them engaged in a baseball game.
They invited him to play in the field, and he accepted. Borrowing a glove from one of the guys on the other team, Ben took his place in the outfield. But his mind wasn't on the game. All he could think of was what the two sisters were saying about him at that moment.
There didn't seem to be much chance of talking to the guys now that the game was on. And Ben thought that maybe he should just go home.
He was lost in thought when he heard all the guys calling his name. He looked up just in time to see the ball coming at him. He raised his glove, but the ball sailed over it, hitting him square on the head.
Ben saw stars. Rubbing his head, he told the guys he didn't feel like playing ball after all, and considering his performance, they didn't try to talk him into sticking around.
He wandered around for a while, thinking. No answers came to him. He had to conclude that his aunt was horny, and his mother thought it was fine for her sister to fuck her son. As he thought about his kinky aunt, he began to long for another encounter with her. So Ben headed for home.
But when he got there he noticed that Joan's car was gone. He hoped she hadn't left for good. And he hoped that his mother had gone out with her.
When he went into the house, though, he found his mother sitting in the living room.
"Where's Aunt Joan?" he asked.
"She just went out for a while," Peg said. "She'll be back in time for dinner. I thought we'd have a barbecue in the yard."
Ben thought his mother was looking at him with a strange smile. But he couldn't be sure, and it drove him wild.
"How does steak sound?" Peg asked him.
"Great," Ben said.
But he couldn't face his mother without knowing what she was thinking. He went to his room.
But Ben couldn't relax. He thought of going to his mother and telling her that he'd heard her talking about him with Joan the night before. But since merely thinking about telling her that was making his face flush, he didn't think he could go through with asking her.
Before long, though, it seemed he would have no choice. He was just dying to know what his mother thought about his fucking Joan.
He paced back and forth, trying to gather his courage. When he felt that he just might be able to confront his mother, his courage began to mount.
Before he knew what was happening, Ben found himself walking to the living room. His mother looked up at him with the same sly smile she'd been wearing all day whenever she looked at him.
Ben took a deep breath.
"You know, I heard you and Aunt Joan talking about me last night!"
Peg looked genuinely shocked. Her smile was gone.
"You mean after�" Peg said hesitantly.
"Yeah, after I fucked Aunt Joan," Ben said with a brazenness that surprised him.
Peg looked, down at the floor for several seconds.
"What's going on around here, anyway?" Ben asked.
"I'm not sure I know myself," Peg said. "But Joan is so wild. And I get caught up in her fun."
So it was all Joan's idea, Ben thought.
"But I think Joan's right," Peg said suddenly. "She believes in having a good time, and so do I."
Mother and son looked into each other's eyes.
"Oh, Ben," Peg said. "You didn't think we were laughing at you, did you?"
"No, I just couldn't figure out what was going on," he said.
Peg stood and went to her son. He hugged him. "Joan told me she wanted to fuck you," Peg said. "I told her that I didn't mind. Then we talked about it. We shouldn't have, but you know how girls are."
With his mother's tits pressing against him, Ben was getting horny again.
"You're not mad at me or Joan, are you?" Peg asked.
"No," Ben said quickly. "No, I'm really glad she came into my room last night. It was great. But it was pretty weird, too. Especially after I heard you two talking about it."
"Oh, I'm sorry," Peg said. "We shouldn't have talked about it."
She stepped back and smiled, warmly this time, at her son.
"At least we should have made sure you didn't hear us," she added.
Ben smiled now, too.
"Your aunt thinks it's all right for an aunt to fuck her nephew," Peg said. "And I really didn't see anything wrong with it."
"Isn't it incestuous or something?" Ben asked.
"I suppose it is," Peg said. "But it's not like a mother fucking her son, exactly."
They looked at each other again. There were a few seconds of silence. Ben knew that he would fuck his mother if she gave him the chance. And Peg realized the same thing.
"Even a mother who does fuck her son might be justified if they both want it," Peg said, her voice trembling.
There were a few more seconds of silence. Then mother and son leaped at each other.
If Ben thought it was weird fucking his aunt, now his head spun with the perversion of holding his mother to him.
They kissed, but not as they'd ever kissed before. They stuck theft tongues into each other's mouths. Ben was holding the lump in his jeans tightly to his mother's stomach.
He was immediately aware of the differences between his mother's body and his aunt's. His mother's tits were bigger and looser. She was shorter too, and more solidly built.
Ben perceived this though a haze of wild passion. Was his mother going to fuck him?
"I don't know if this is right or not," Peg said. "But I can't help myself. Oh, Ben, I've wanted to fuck you for a long time."
"I've wanted to fuck you too," he said.
They kissed again. Ben didn't know if this was right or not, either. But, like his mother, he was beyond control. And with all the kinky things that had been going on lately, this hardly seemed perverted.
Peg led her son to her room. Then with the boy watching, she began stripping.
Ben remembered when he had peeked in her window and had seen her jerking off and now here he was in her room with her, watching her taking her clothes off.
"Aren't you going to get undressed?" she asked Ben.
"Oh sure," he said in a stupor of lust.
He saw his mother's tits come into view as she pulled her sweater over her head. When she bent over to pull down her slacks, those heavy jugs swung low. Ben couldn't wait to get his hands on them.
Then Peg pulled off her panties and stood naked for her son's enjoyment.
Ben was fumbling with his clothes. Since he couldn't take his eyes from his mother's body, it took him a while to get stripped.
"You have your father's prick," Peg said as she admired the monster of a prick her son showed her when he got his pants down.
Standing there before his mother with his prick sticking out made Ben so eager it was only with great will power that he resisted jumping on her. As soon as Peg was naked she sank down on the bed and invited Ben to jump on her.
"Come here," Peg whispered.
Ben was there in a split second.
As Ben made himself comfortable on his mother's body, he noticed how her huge tits rolled between them. Their mouths came together hungrily.
With his tongue in his mother's mouth and his hand grabbing at her tits, Ben was in heaven � and so was his mother.
Now Peg realized that this was the key to her horniness. It wasn't lesbianism that she needed although that was wonderful � it was her son that could satisfy her, and only him.
Peg had never felt such an intense wave of lust as the one engulfing her now.
"Mmmmmmmm, mmmmmmmm," she hummed as she and Ben fenced with their tongues.
Ben felt his mother reaching for his prick. He turned his body slightly to the side so she could grab the jerking spike. When he felt her hand around it, his passion multiplied.
Ben loved having his mother handling his prick.
She handled it much differently than his aunt had.
His mother seemed to be holding on desperately as though it were a strap in a crowded subway car.
Ben reached for her cunt with equal greed.
As soon as the boy wrapped his fingers around his mother's hairy and plump cunt, she spread her legs wide. With her thighs spread, the lips of her cunt separated somewhat. So even before Ben dipped a finger into her twat, he felt the wet inner-lips touching his palm.
"Ohhhhhhhh, honey," Peg sighed into her son's ear as she felt him slide a finger into her pussy.
Ben loved the way his mother moved her hips. It seemed her cunt was doing more to his finger than his finger was doing to her cunt. The hairy lips seemed to be chewing on his finger, and her flowing tunnel was sucking his long finger into it. "Ahhhhh! Ben, that's soooooo nice!" Peg gasped.
Ben was measuring the depth of her cuntal sleeve. His finger wagged high up the cave until the rest of his hand was pressing tightly against her mound.
Peg's hips began jerking just as they had when Ben peeked in and saw her jerking off.
"Ben, I've wanted you for so long," Peg said breathlessly. "Longer than I realized. Maybe that's why I sent you away to school."
Ben didn't know what to say, so he didn't say anything. Instead, he covered his mother's mouth with his again and shoved his tongue into it. They kissed harder than either of them had ever kissed before.
Soon Ben was sliding down to suck his mother's tits. He found that they made wonderful pillows. He could let his face sink right into one of them while filling his mouth with her big, stiff nipple.
He gathered her tits up in his hands, pushing them together. With her nipples pushed close to each other, Ben ran his tongue from one to the other.
"Ben, you're wonderful!" Peg said. "Ummmmmm!"
As Ben played with his mother's jugs, he kept one hand exploring her cunt. Now he had two fingers up her slit, and he was stretching the lining of that cave. Peg kept her hips gyrating all the while.
Ben's prick, still in his mother's fist, was longing to till the chamber his fingers were now swimming in. But there was something else he wanted to do first. As Ben planned his attack his head spun with lust.
But then it was time to move. He began sliding down his mother's body again. His prick left her hand and his face left her tits. His mouth was watering. But at the same time he wasn't sure he could go through with what he was planning.
"Oh, Ben," Peg sighed deeply when she realized what the boy was going to do.
Ben, shaking like a leaf in a hurricane, moved between his mother's spread legs. He looked into the cunt that was gaping in her crotch.
"Did you do this to Aunt Joan?" Peg asked with a trembling voice.
"No," Ben admitted. "I've never done this before."
"Oh, sweetheart," Peg cooed.
And Ben was bringing his face to her crotch. But before touching her wet cuntal interior with his tongue, he wanted to look into it.
He spread the lips further with his fingers. Now he could look right up his mother's cunt. He saw how her inner-lips came together to protect her cunt near the top. The funky odor of simmering juice was bathing his face.
Then Ben could wait no longer. He was practically drooling with eagerness.
Leaning forward, he stuck out his tongue. The first salty taste made him take, a deep breath. And that breath, laden with the mist of pussy odor, make him thrust his face forward.
"Ahhhhhh!" Peg cried loudly when she felt her cunt pierced by her son's strong tongue.
Ben felt the fatty lips of his mother's pussy spread over his face. His tongue was going wild within the pink gash. Without knowing exactly what he was doing, he moved his tongue all around his mother's cunt.
"Ohhhhh! Ahhhhh!" Peg gasped as her body twisted.
A few times Ben's tongue slipped from her salty cunt because his mother was gyrating and writhing so violently. But he held on to her thighs and leaned into her crotch.
Ben never realized a woman could go so wild. His mother was leaping and jerking around on the bed as though she were mad.
"Suck me!" she screamed. "I love it!"
Her words drove Ben on to even wilder cunt-lapping.
"I'm coming!" Peg cried.
Then with clenched teeth she continued wailing as her body was racked by waves of intense ecstasy.
With his tongue wagging in his mother's cunt, Ben held on to the wild woman. Although he'd seen several orgasming woman, including this one when he'd peeked in her window, Ben was amazed by his mother's antics. She was absolutely insane with bliss.
"Noooooo!" she wailed suddenly. "That's all!" With a mighty effort, Peg pulled herself away from her son's lashing tongue.
Ben realized that his mother couldn't take anymore. He lifted his wet face, wiped his mouth with the back of both hands, and looked, down at the devastated woman.
"Oh, God!" Peg whispered.
She was trembling and her body was jerking occasionally. She was breathing hard, making her tits rise and fall mightily.
"Are you all right?" Ben asked.
Peg laughed breathlessly. "Y-yes, s-sure. But, damn, that was a great cunt-lapping, honey!"
Ben blushed. He was shaken by the experience, too. Now he was more eager than ever to get his prick into his mother's pussy. But she was so shaken he didn't know if she could take it.
"Come on, honey," Peg said, spreading her legs and arms. "Fuck me!"
Ben couldn't believe it. She actually wanted more. He dropped himself on his mother's still-shaking body. After the cunt lapping, her cunt was soaking with slippery wetness, and it accepted his prick eagerly.
"Huhhhhhh," Ben sighed as he felt once again the glory of stuffing a cunt with his stiff prick.
His mother's cunt was a tight fit. The pussy he'd been licking now held his prick lovingly.
Having his prick in that tender trap was driving Peg right back to the heights of ecstasy. She was clutching her son's body with her arms and legs. Her mouth was sucking his tongue so hungrily, Ben felt an ache at the base of his tongue. But what was most important was the way her cunt was spasming on his invading prick. Her last orgasm had left her cunt caught in a perpetual orgasm. So as soon as Ben began pumping his shaft in and out, the woman was as wild as she had been a few minutes before.
"Fuck me!" she squealed. "Fuck me!"
And Ben did fuck her. He drove his hips up and down as fast and hard as he could.
"Ahhhhhhh!" Peg wailed.
His mother's pussy continued clamping down on his pistoning prick. The more the fat head of his cock stroked the tingling lining of her cunt-sleeve, the more the muscles in her cunt contracted in powerful spasms.
The way his mother was bucking and jerking beneath him made Ben's body ache with the effort of keeping up with her. He found that if he got to his haunches with his body erect above his mother, he could keep his prick sliding more easily.
And that position gave him a much better vantage point from which to watch her gyrations. He saw his mother's tits rocking mightily as she squirmed. He could watch her face reflecting the extreme passion she felt.
Before long, Ben's prick was ready to explode with gism.
"Ah, ah, I'm going to come!" he gasped.
Peg's face took on a new expression now. It seemed to Ben that she was trying to watch his face as he came.
"Ahhhrrr!" he growled suddenly as he was consumed by sexual rapture.
"Oh, God!" Peg cried. "I can feel you coming in me! I can feel your gism! It's so hot!"
Ben ground to a halt as his gism supply ran out. He collapsed limply on his mother's tits.
Only now that his lust was spent did he realize just how kinky fucking his own mother was. This was the woman who's body he had watched moving around the house under her clothing since he first felt sexual longings. This was his mother!
Peg felt the same way.
"That was wonderful," she said. "But I don't know why I had to fuck you. I'm glad I did though."
"So am I," Ben said.
"We must keep this a secret. Promise me that you won't tell anyone."
"Not even Aunt Joan?" Ben asked.
"Well, we'll see," Peg said.
Peg seemed to be thinking. Then she told Ben something that made his prick begin to stiffen again.
"I don't know if I should tell you this or not," she said, "but Joan and I were in bed together yesterday, before she fucked you. We � ah � had a real lesbian fling. It was wonderful."
Would the surprises never end? Ben wondered.
"So I'm more of a pervert than you imagined," Peg said. "And I don't know what's right or wrong. I'm just doing what I've always wanted to do, I guess."
Ben was speechless. He was sure of one thing � he was glad he wasn't wasting away at boarding school while his family was going wild with perversion.

CHAPTER TEN

When Joan got back that afternoon, things were back to normal. Peg was preparing dinner and Ben was watching TV.
Joan sauntered in with her sexy wiggle. Both Ben and his mother felt a nervous strain as they wondered whether to tell Joan what they'd been up to.
"Where have you been?" Peg asked her sister.
"I went to the art gallery," she said. "You really have a nice gallery in this town."
"That sounds nice," Peg said.
Ben had come into the kitchen where the sisters were talking. He just couldn't stay away from them. Even after knowing all the secrets of their bodies first-hand.
"What have you two been up to?" Joan asked.
Ben and Peg looked at each other quickly, saying nothing. Then they looked at Joan, then at each other again. The silence seemed to fill the room like a fog.
"Nothing," Peg finally said, awkwardly.
But Ben and Peg both knew how hollow and false that sounded. They might as well have told Joan that they'd been fucking. And the way Joan nodded her head made it doubly clear that she knew.
Both Ben and Peg hated to keep the secret from Joan, who had triggered all the wonderful things that had happened.
"Oh, Joan," Peg said. "I don't want to have any secrets from you. Ben and I fucked our brains out today. It was wonderful!"
"Yeah, it was great," Ben said.
"And we have you to thank," Peg said to her sister. "You seem to have loosened things up around here."
"Well, thanks," Joan said. "I'm glad things have worked out so well."
Nothing else was said, but the three of them knew that there was more fun in store for them. And they all knew that the next step would be for the three of them to get into bed together.
It wasn't until after dinner when they were all sitting in the living room, that things began happening.
Since his aunt had come in that afternoon and his mother confessed their incest, Ben had been imagining how wonderful it would be to fuck both of these chicks at the same time. Now he found he couldn't suggest it himself.
Ben looked at his mother. She seemed nervous. Only Joan was relaxed. She was reading a magazine, seemingly unconcerned about the lust in the air.
Finally, Joan put down her magazine. Ben and Peg stared at her, hoping that she would do or say something to break the silence.
"Well, I'd like to go to bed with one or both of you," Joan said. "If either or both of you are willing, that is."
"Yeah!" Ben said eagerly.
"Sure!" Peg said simultaneously � and just as eagerly.
Joan smiled.
"Good," she said. "This is going to be fun."
Ben and Peg almost leaped out of their seats. They stood like anxious children at the offer of an ice cream cone.
Joan couldn't help laughing at them. Ben and Peg knew that they were acting like children. They couldn't help it, though. And they didn't care how they were acting, as long as they could get Joan into bed with them.
"Well, who's room should we use?" Joan asked.
"I've got the biggest bed," Peg said.
So they marched to Peg's room. Joan led the way, then came Peg, and Ben brought up the rear, staring at the two asses wiggling in front of him. He couldn't help rubbing his hands together in anticipation.
Once in Peg's room, Joan began stripping nonchalantly.
"I suppose your mother told you that she and I had a fling," Joan said to her nephew.
"Yeah," Ben said. "It sounded exciting as hell."
"It was," Joan said, smiling at her sister. "But this is going to be even better."
Ben looked from one chick to the other, watching their bodies emerging and comparing their tits. Joan's firm knockers and his mother's enormous jugs began shimmering and swaying as they pulled off their slacks.
The thought of having all that tit-flesh to play with made Ben hurry out of his clothes. When his prick was bared, he saw how both women stared at him. Ben felt proud of himself.
"Gee, who would have thought the three of us could wind up in bed together?" Joan asked.
"I sure didn't," Ben said. "I still can't believe all this is happening."
By that time, both chicks had gone to where Ben stood. They closed in around him, pressing soft, warm tits to his chest and arms. Then there were fingers crawling up and down his shaft and his balls were passed from hand to hand.
Peg kissed her son. Then Joan kissed him. Ben's head was spinning with excitement.
As they kissed and grabbed at each other, they moved slowly to the bed. They collapsed on it without pausing in their lustful play.
"This is great," Ben said as his hands filled with tits.
"Yeah," his mother agreed. "I should have tried this long ago."
"You've never been in bed with more than one other person?" Joan asked, surprised.
"No, I'm sorry to say I never have," Peg admitted. "And certainly not with my sister and son."
Ben was lying on his back with a woman on either side. The chicks had their tits thrust at him as they covered his face and neck with kisses.
Ben was having trouble reaching all the goodies around him in that position, but having the women caressing every part of him was fabulous. They had his legs pulled apart by hooking one of their legs around his. Their hands were moving over his thighs, belly, and � best of all � his prick.
Still, though, Ben longed to grab their cunts. He rolled onto his side, facing his mother. He hated to turn his back on his aunt, but he thought his mother deserved his attention first.
Ben wrapped his hand around his mother's pussy. Hot juice seeped out onto his hand. He kissed his mother deeply.
Meanwhile, his aunt clung to his back. Her tits pressed over the hard surface of his back and she reached around him to hold his balls.
After fingering his mother's cunt and kissing her for a while, Ben turned around. He kissed and fingered his aunt. His mother pressed her tits to his back and held his balls as Joan had done.
"Watching you two is as fun as anything else," Peg said, looking over her son's shoulder.
"That's part of the fun," Joan said. "But there's so much more, too."
Peg started moving down the bed, kissing her son's body as she moved down it. Ben kept finger-fucking his aunt, but he let the lower part of his body twist so his prick stuck straight up in the air. His mother brought her face to his cock-stand. She slipped the fat tip of Ben's prick into her mouth.
"Ah!" Ben gasped as he felt the heat of her mouth surround his cock.
"Let me suck your cunt," Ben said to his aunt.
"That's the spirit," Joan said happily as she swung around, bringing her cunt up to the boy's face.
Now Joan's head was near her sister's cunt. And as Ben moved his face to Joan's cunt, nibbling at her crotch, he saw Joan doing the same thing to his mother.
Sucking a cunt was exciting. But knowing that his aunt would be sucking his mother's cunt at the same time made it much more so.
Ben nuzzled his face into his aunt's pussy just as he had nuzzled into his mother's cunt that afternoon. He began to notice the differences between the two pussies, but the flavor was the same. His aunt began pumping her hips just like his mother had.
"Mmmmmmmm," Joan hummed into Peg's cunt with the pleasure Ben was giving her.
Ben could feel the vibrations of his mother's soft moans as she sucked him. His tongue was still a beginner at pussy-lapping, but he was already getting good at it. He was reaching up his aunt's tunnel and fluttering his tongue as he had done to his mother, but he was tongue-fucking her with more finesse and skill.
As Ben tickled his aunt's twat with his tongue, he enjoyed the way his mother sucked him. She was doing wild things with her tongue to the head of his cock as she held it in her mouth. As she sucked him, she held his balls and played with the crack of his ass.
Ben wanted to watch Joan sucking his mother's cunt, but with his face wedged in her crotch all he could see was the bottom of her ass. But it was nice to look at.
Then Ben got an inspiration. He reached around his aunt's hip and grabbed one asscheek. Pulling the firm cheek aside he got a view of her puckered asshole.
With Joan's asshole a few inches in front of Ben's eyes, and his tongue in her cunt, and his mother's mouth on his prick, the boy was in heaven. But he was ready for more, so he moved the middle finger of the hand at his aunt's ass to that puckered aperture. He felt his aunt's body tense as he pressed his finger on that tight opening. But the hole was too tight and dry to penetrate.
Ben was going to settle for tickling that hole when his aunt reached down and took his finger in her hand. Then she moved his finger to her cunt. Ben had to pull his tongue out of the way as Joan dipped his finger into her soaking gash.
Ben caught on quickly. Now his finger was wet and slippery. It would slide up his aunt's ass without much trouble.
He put it back on the center of her puckered asshole and pushed. Sure enough, his finger began to disappear into that narrow chamber.
Ben kept his tongue moving about in Joan's cunt as his finger was lodged in her ass. He could feel the muscles of her asshole squeezing his finger. Ben began to shake with the wild perversion that surrounded him.
He didn't think his mother could see what he was doing to Joan's asshole, so Ben figured that it was just a coincidence when he felt his mother probing at his asshole with a finger.
She was tickling the hole, and it felt marvelous. Ben felt his prick slip out of his mother's mouth, but in a second it was back. And now she was touching his asshole again. Then Ben felt his mother's finger moving into his ass. He realized that she had taken her mouth from his cock to wet her finger. With a wet finger, she was able to slip her finger up his ass easily.
The finger up his ass seemed to put the frosting on the cake of the blowjob he was getting. And in turn, Ben began lapping his aunt's cunt with more zeal.
"Let me have some of that cock," Joan said.
Ben peeked from Joan's crotch to see her take her face from Peg's cunt. She was crawling toward his prick, where his mother was still feasting. Then both chicks had their faces at his prick. His cock was out of his mother's mouth. Both women were licking it, passing it back and forth between them. Ben let his aunt's cunt remain unlicked while he watched the action at his prick. The sight of both these older women sharing his cock was fabulous.
Ben pulled his finger from Joan's ass, and his mother pulled her finger from his. Joan moved down beside her sister among Ben's spread legs. They were beginning to lick each other's tongues as much as they were licking his prick. Ben loved watching their lesbian antics.
Before long, the sisters were kissing each other, thrusting their tongues deep into each other's mouths. Ben's prick was forgotten.
But Ben didn't mind.
While the perverted sisters kissed and grabbed each other's tits, Ben moved down the bed toward them. Watching the lesbians was fun, but it was even better when he began feeling their tits and asses. Their cunts were pressed together, so Ben couldn't grab those hairy prizes.
But then Ben tried approaching their pussies from between their legs. He pulled their legs apart. When the women felt him opening the path to their cunts, they made it easy for him.
Then Joan pushed Peg down on her back and lay on top of her. That way, with their legs spread, their cunts were stacked up one on top of the other. And that was the sight that Ben saw as he peered between their thighs.
The girls were still hugging, kissing and grabbing each other's tits. Ben was crawling into the vee of their spread legs. He reached for the doubled cunts. His fingers moved through one crack directly to the other. Then he sent fingers up both at the same time. He even thrust his face into those piled-up crotches, licking both cunts with one stroke.
Ben couldn't help wondering if he could fuck these cunts in this position. There was only one way to find out.
He got to his knees and moved his twitching cock to their crotches. The girls spread their legs farther apart when they realized what the boy was trying to do.
Ben leaned on his aunt's ass and jabbed his cock at his mother's cunt � the lower one. He found that he could get the head of his cock stuffed into her wet envelope. But he couldn't get close enough to pierce it properly.
Realizing why her son couldn't get the prodigious length of his rod into her, Peg began moving her body down toward the struggling boy.
Slowly, Ben's prick began moving deeper into his mother's cunt. Then he was all the way in. With his stomach lying on Joan's firm ass, this was a special fuck.
"Uhhhhhh." He heard his mother moan even though she was gagged by Joan's tongue.
But Ben didn't want to pump his prick yet. He pulled it out and brought it higher and stuck it into his aunt's cunt. Now Joan moaned.
Ben learned from this double fucking that his mother's cunt was tighter. But they were both wonderful places to have his prick buried.
Pulling his cock from that second sheath, Ben put it back into his mother's cunt.
Back and forth his prick moved, from one pussy to the other. Giving each cunt one stab at a time, Ben was getting the fucking of his life, especially once he got into the rhythm of moving his prick quickly from one cunt to the other.
Now both chicks were moaning and squirming. But they remained in each other's arms. Ben thought it must be nice for them to get fucked while in a lesbian embrace.
"Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhh," the girls moaned in harmony.
Ben kept his prick commuting from cunt to cunt. It seemed the girls were getting as wild with lust as he was, even though they were each only getting half the action he was. Maybe because Ben's prick was passing through empty space between plunges, he was taking longer to come. In any case, it seemed that they were all nearing an orgasm at the same speed.
Then it seemed that his mother was gong to come first. Her body began to jerk mightily. But the weight of Joan's body on top of her kept it in one place while her son's prick kept stabbing her cunt.
"Mmmmmmmmm!" Peg cried in a voice muffled by her sister's kiss.
Ben felt his mother's fingers appear between their pussies. She was rubbing her cunt as she came. Apparently, every other stoke of Ben's prick wasn't enough in her ecstasy.
Ben kept moving his cock from pussy to pussy. His orgasm wasn't far away now.
Soon, Ben was spewing gism. Although it would have been nice to keep his prick in just one cunt now, he kept it switching. Gism landed on the thighs and asses of the stacked-up crotches. But Ben thought it was only fair that he keep both chicks full of lunging cock.
When Ben stopped spewing gism and his prick was softening. Joan still hadn't come.
But a chick like Joan could take care of herself.
She rolled off Peg and grabbed her pussy. With her legs spread and her nephew staring into her crotch, she began rubbing herself off.
"Oh, Ben!" she gasped as she tickled her own clit. "That was terrific! I didn't quite come, though."
Peg watched her sister as she took care of her ecstasy. It was quite a sight to see a chick like Joan jerking off. As she moved her finger wildly on her cunt, she wiped up the gobs of gism that Ben had left on her thighs and ass. She licked those wet pearls off her fingers with a curly tongue.
"Ahhhhhhhh!" she cried when her orgasm hit.
Joan let her head roll back, and she moaned in ecstasy. Her tits shook and her body trembled and her finger became a blur of movement on her cunt.
"Oh, that was good," she said when her body became still.
Ben made himself comfortable between the women. They pulled the covers over them. And, with their hands on Ben's limp prick, they rested from their exertions.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

Ben, his mother and his aunt began a fucking marathon. For the next few days they spent almost all their time in bed. They fucked in every position they could think of. They sucked each other, fucked each other, and, for a change, watched one another jerk off.
But after a few days of that treatment, Ben had to have a break.
"I think I'll go out for a while," Ben said after lunch one day.
"Good idea," his mother said. "I think we're all beginning to look rather pale."
It felt strange to have clothes on again. And when Ben went outside his feet seemed to want to run. He went to the playground where the guys were sitting around in the shade of a big tree.
"You guys want to get a ball game going?" Ben asked.
"Nah, we're tired of playing ball," Steve said.
"We've been playing ball every day," Pete said. "And what we want to do is fuck."
"Yeah," Chuck said. "Every time I hold a baseball I imagine that it's a tit."
"Why don't you guys go see Bessy?" Ben asked.
"Oh, we fucked her a few times this summer. But we really need some nice chicks," Steve said.
Ben couldn't see himself sitting around all afternoon talking about chicks. He never thought it possible, but he was actually tired of fucking.
Maybe he could do something for his friends. But he didn't want to go out on a limb.
"Hey, why don't you guys come over this evening?" he suggested. "There's going to be a few hot chicks at my house. Maybe something will happen."
"Yeah? Who are they?" Pete asked. "Well, it's not for sure," Ben said. "But � well � you'll just have to come over. But I think we all might get laid."
Ben sat around with the guys for a while, then went for a walk alone. It was nice to be alone for a change.
It would be great if he could help his buddies get fucked, Ben thought. And it would be exciting to have a huge orgy. He only hoped his mother and aunt wouldn't be mad at him for planning it. But then he hadn't told the guys who he was lining them up with, so if his mom and Joan didn't go for the idea, it wouldn't spill the beans.
"I've invited a few friends over for the evening," Ben said at dinner.
"That's nice," his mother said.
Ben couldn't detect any lust in his mother's voice. She hadn't supposed he invited his friends to get fucked.
"I'd love to meet some of your friends," Joan said.
As usual, there was a note of passion in Joan's voice. Peg looked at her sister, then at Ben, as though she was just getting the picture.
"You didn't tell them about what we've been up to, have you?" his mother asked.
"No," Ben said. "I just told them that there might be a few hot chicks here. That's all."
"Sounds like fun to me," Joan said.
"Would you really fuck all the boys Ben brought over here?" Peg asked her sister.
"Sure," Joan said happily. "The more the better. That is, up to about a hundred or so. I don't think I could handle more than that."
Peg and Ben laughed.
"Gee, I don't know," Peg said. "After all, if all those kids come here and fuck us, there's no telling what'll happen."
"Suit yourself," Joan said. "But I'm going to fuck all the boys I can get my hands on."
After dinner, Ben and his mother and aunt sat around waiting for the boys. Peg seemed nervous, but Joan was anxious.
"Here they come," Joan said as she spotted the boys coming down the street.
She went to the window to watch them approach. Peg went to the window, too.
"Hey, they look pretty good," Joan said. "Who's that good-looking blond boy?"
"That's Steve," Ben told her.
The sisters continued peeking out the window, but they hid themselves behind the curtains. They didn't want the boys to think they were overly eager.
Then there was a knock on the back door. Ben went to let his friends in.
"Hi. Come on in," Ben said.
Peg felt like a high school girl going out on her first date. And Joan was obviously eager to meet the young boys.
Ben led the three boys in and introduced them to his mother and aunt. The boys' eyes bulged as they said hello to the older women. Joan was wearing her transparent blouse and a short skirt. And although Peg was dressed more conservatively, she was still a knockout.
Steve, Pete and Chuck were obviously confused. They had expected to meet some hot chicks, and they had. But they hadn't expected the chicks to be Ben's mother and aunt. Still, they couldn't deny that they were the hottest chicks they'd ever met.
"Would you boys like anything?" Peg asked.
She almost laughed at the expressions her question had elicited on the boys' faces.
"Coke, coffee?" she added.
The boys said they would like some Coke. Peg wiggled out of the room to get some.
Joan began talking to the boys as though she were one of them. She asked what they were doing now that school was out for the summer. When they told her that they played a lot of baseball. Joan talked about baseball like a real fan.
When Peg got back with the Cokes, the boys were relaxed and having fun talking to Joan.
"Yeah, I have a ball signed by all the Yankees," Joan was saying. "I'll show it to you."
Ben was surprised to hear that her aunt traveled with such a souvenir. But when Joan asked Steve to help her get it off a high shelf in her room, he realized that she was just luring the boy to her bedroom.
Steve followed Joan happily. Everyone could see how his eyes were on Joan's swaying ass.
The conversation lagged without Joan. And it was soon clear that she was gone longer than it would take to retrieve a baseball, no matter how high a shelf it was on.
When far-away sounds of lust drifted from the direction of Joan's room, the boys left in the living room looked at each other in amazement. All conversation stopped. And in the quiet, the moans and gasps coming from the bedroom seemed louder.
"Well, it looks like Joan forgot about her baseball," Peg said.
"Maybe we ought to remind them," Ben suggested.
"Sounds like a good idea," Peg agreed.
"Come on, you guys," Ben said to the other boys who had remained seated, not believing what was going on.
But with Ben's invitation, Pete and Chuck jumped up. They all marched to Joan's room.
Joan hadn't even closed her bedroom door. From the hallway the crowd could see Steve's naked ass bobbing up and down between Joan's equally naked thighs.
"Yeah, it looks like they need help all right," Peg said as she led the boys into the room.
Peg began pulling her clothes off immediately. The boys followed her example.
Peg climbed onto the bed and reached between Steve's thighs from behind. She grabbed his swinging balls just as he came.
Now the other boys were swarming over the bed. Pete grabbed Peg from behind, cupping her huge tits in his hands. Chuck reached between Steve and Joan's chest, taking one of Joan's tits into a firm grip.
"Who's next?" Joan gasped as Steve left her cunt free.
Both Chuck and Pete made a movement to get to Joan's cunt, but Chuck was there first.
"Hey, she's not the only available pussy here, you know," Peg said as she grabbed Pete.
Pete and Peg kissed, then fell onto the bed in fucking position.
Ben watched as his friend slipped his prick up his mother's cunt. And as Pete fucked Peg, Chuck was letting Joan have his best fucking effort.
When Chuck finished with Joan, Ben fucked her. And before he was finished, Pete had left his mother's cunt, and Steve was taking over.
After a while, Ben sat back and watched his buddies switching from cunt to cunt as they fucked themselves silly. The girls seemed to be enjoying it, too.
But Ben was thinking of the chocolate cake they'd had for dessert. There was still a piece left, and if he got to it before his buddies were finished with their fucking, he could have it all. Besides, his aunt and his mother would still be around after his friends went home.
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