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CHAPTER ONE

Doe Wilson breathed fast in anticipation as she slid her slim hand into Robby Cameron's bulging jeans. Her exploring fingers inched lower to touch his thatch of curly crotch hair, and then contacted the thick, hard base of his big cock.
Her fingers curled around the thick, hot shaft of his prick. She blinked fast for a few seconds, then smiled. Wow! She had picked up a prize stud this time!
They were on the bed in her small room. She had just picked him up at the Elite Estates recreation room.
Robby asked nervously: "What about your mother?"
He'd met Polly Wilson when he entered the twenty-wide mobile home. He knew how thin the walls were.
Doe used her other hand to unbuckle Robby's ornate western belt and unsnap his jeans. "She knows when I have a boy in here it's privacy time. Don't worry about Mom. She's no prude." Doe tossed her dark-red hair back and laughed throatily. "She and Dad are definitely not prudes!"
Doe ran Robby's zipper down slowly, savoring the revealing of his cock. He wasn't wearing briefs. She saw her hand exposed, wrapped around a cock almost as thick as her slim wrist. She gently pulled the rest of the prick free of its nest in the tight leg of his jeans.
Her large green eyes widened. "We're going to have a lot of fun!" She held his cock upright. It towered at least eight inches above the fringe of dark-blond curls.
He grinned; "I sure didn't expect this when we said hello and played a game of Ping-Pong." He reached over and tugged at the thin straps of her green jumpsuit. The thin polyester and cotton top slid reluctantly down the slopes of her small, conical white breasts and dropped off the mouth-watering pink nipples.
He whispered, "Hey, beautiful tits." He shifted and dove his head. His thick-lipped mouth closed tightly on her right nipple and sucked it and half the tit.
Doe arched her back. Her cunt was juicing already. The big cock in her hand was hard as a rock and throbbing heavily. She loved the way he sucked her tits. He was a greedy boy.
Doe was glad her family had moved into this mobile home park, instead of into a regular house after her dad had been transferred to this state. Right off the bat, she had hooked the local high school baseball star.
She ruffled Robby's short, bushy, dark blond hair. "Hey, you like to eat pussy?"
He lifted his head, giving up her clit reluctantly. "I don't mind, as long as you like sucking."
Doe chuckled. "I like everything." She sensually stroked his big cock. She watched the skin ride up and down like a pink cowl on the mauve-colored head of his cock. She saw a tiny dewdrop of colorless pre-cum appear at the small slit. She leaned over and licked the drop, then slithered her long, pink tongue around the cockhead.
She held his cock upright with both hands and swooped her mouth down onto it, taking the fat, spongy head and three inches of thick cockshaft. Her head rose and fell. Her tongue caressed the sensitive places, the nerve clusters.
She burrowed her left hand into his crotch and cupped his large balls. She felt them stir. She wanted their load of cum.
She kissed the tip of his cock and asked huskily: "Do you come fast, the first time?"
Robby nodded. He was breathing fast. "Just from what you were doing, I was close. But I'm good for two or three fucks in a row if you want."
"Oh, I want them!" Doe smiled and moved up to kiss him passionately on the mouth. His full lips intrigued her.
Their hot mouths melted together. Their tongues played exciting games. They moaned and pressed their bodies together. Doe's tits were squashed against his naked cock, feeling its hard length burning through the front of her thin jumpsuit. Her cunt was oozing, soaking the cotton crotch of her nylon bikini panties.
She had to break the hot kiss to get air into her starving lungs. She panted against his bull-like neck. She wanted this six foot, two-hundred pound boy on top of her, fucking her!
But first she wanted to drink his cum.
She panted: "Let's get naked!" She left the bed, unzipped and peeled down the jumpsuit, stepped out of her slip-on sneakers, and thumb-hooked her panties down.
Robby undressed as quickly. His big, hard cock flopped this way and that as he moved. He got back onto the bed and doubled a pillow under his head. He grinned. "You're a little girl, but I guess you know what you can take."
Doe glanced down at her slender, five-three, narrow-hipped body. She only weighed a hundred pounds. She smiled sexily and ran her fingers through her long, wavy red hair. "You better believe it."
She climbed onto her bed and lay beside Robby, with her head on his belly. She played with his cock, pumping it slowly, bringing the cockhead to her lips so she could lick away the oozing pre-cum and tickling the pleasure nerve triangle with a fingertip.
She felt his belly tightening under her head. She smiled and edged her head lower on his belly. She fitted her mouth over his big cockhead and started slow, tongue-slithering cocksucking.
With her right hand she pumped the skin of his prick up to meet her clinging wet lips. She knew the sucking-jacking combination would have him off in no time! Then she could enjoy a good, long fuck and a lot of climaxes before he went off again.
Robby began to pant almost immediately. His belly knotted and jumped, rocking her head. That added a special movement to her mouth on his cock.
Doe pumped and sucked faster. She could feel his cock getting even harder. The prickhead expanded in her mouth. His whole body was tight and jerking. He was moaning.
She felt him begin to tremble. She sucked his prick lavishly, whipping her tongue, pressing now to take more vibrant, rigid cock deeper into her flexing mouth. She whipped her gripping hand even faster.
Robby gasped. Abruptly a gob of thick, salty cum spurted into her throat. She knew how to keep that from choking her. She sucked harder. More cum shot into her mouth. She whipped his jism to a froth with her tongue.
Robby's hips bucked and twisted. His cum spurting cock was fucked even deeper into her mouth, to her throat. She almost gagged. His cum was filling her mouth, leaking from the corners of her lips.
Robby groaned. His big, strong young body arched upward. His face was a mask of seeming agony.
Doe was delighted with his cum! What a stud! She backed her mouth almost off the still-spurting cockhead. She swallowed twice, then took his cock deeply again.
Robby shook violently. "Stop! Jeez, stop!" Doe obeyed him. She hauled his cock from her cum-drooling lips and watched it ooze white jism for a few more seconds. She milked his prick and then licked it clean.
Robby quivered and hissed as she completed the clean-up. His cock was exquisitely sensitive at this time.
Then she sat up, flipped her hair back over her naked shoulders, and smiled. "Pretty good, huh?"
He was almost speechless. He nodded. "Pretty incredibly good! You can suck my cock anytime you want."
She played gently with his still-hard cock. It wasn't shrinking. "I will. But now I want this big hunk of cockmeat inside me."
Robby was confident. "If you can take it, I can deliver it."
Doe let herself sink onto her back. "Try me."
She raised her knees and let her slim young thighs fall wide open. Her pussy lips gaped slightly, pink and wet, below the fuzz of red hair on her plump cunt mound. Her little white tits poked angry pink nipples from flushed pink areolas.
She licked her lips and ran her delicate little hands down her flat belly to frame her juicy cunt. Her fingers eased open the cuntlips and showed him the wet, pink gorge, the hooded bulge where her clit lurked, and the waiting fuckhole that glistened in invitation.
Robby grinned. "Okay." He easily moved over her. His big cock slapped between her slender thighs.
As always at such moments, Doe felt a quick thrill of fear. He was so big and powerful! Most men and boys were, compared to her. He loomed over her � massive shoulders, bulging arms, great thick chest, panther-like hips and thighs.
And the long, thick club of his cock hanging stiffly down into her pink and white crotch seemed impossibly large. Eight inches, at least. It had been a while since she had taken a cock that big.
Robby was experienced. He reached under and guided his cockhead perfectly. It seated against the inner cunt mouth, and pressed inside.
Doe grunted softly as her pussy was penetrated. She gripped his arms and dug her toes into the bedspread. Her neck muscles stood out for a few seconds.
Robby paused. "Okay?" He had about three inches of prick into her tight cunt.
"Come on, fuck me!"
"You asked for it!" He drove deep. Doe gasped and shuddered. She hadn't realized how thick his cock was. It was stretching her cunt, straining the encompassing membrane, making her quiver with new-found sensations. This was like being a virgin again!
Robby drew back a little and began short, fast fuck-thrusts. He muttered: "Tight! Nice and tight!" Then he fucked deep again.
Doe's nostrils flared. Her large green eyes squeezed shut. She hissed between clenched teeth. There was heat and a sweet tension in her cunt now, at last. She was getting used to his cock. She slid her hands onto his heavily muscled back and ran them up and down the ridges and valleys of rippling muscles.
He panted as he fucked. "Like it?"
She slid her hands to his hard, flexing ass cheeks and dug in her fingers, urging him deeper. "Bet your ass!"
She quivered as he fucked even deeper. Hot chills radiated from her pussy as his swollen cockhead butted against the entrance to her womb.
She felt pressure against her splayed cunt lips and knew he was all the way in. Her clit was rubbed deliciously by his thatch of crotch curls and a new layer of pleasure was added.
Doe was really enjoying this fuck now. She worked with Robby, jerking to meet his fuck plunges, gasping loudly with approaching ecstasy.
Robby was laboring sweatily to make it again. He pressed his face into her long red hair and fucked harder, crushing his broad, deep chest against her, flattening her tits, coating their bellies with sweat. His strong loins rose and fell like a machine. He was smacking his big cock all the way into her pussy, crushing it in, driving her ass into the bed even though she was meeting his fuck plunges. He was breathing heavily, panting with the effort of fucking on and on.
Doe felt the golden glow in her pussy guts now. The wonderful urgent pleasure that was a climax about to happen.
She sucked air and groaned. "Don't stop! Keep on fucking meeeeeee!"
She clawed his back as the hot, sweet pleasure burst in her pussy. Her cunt clenched and spasmed around his fucking cock. She shuddered violently and jerked frantically to take even more cock. Her cunt was a volcano! She thrashed, rubbed her small, tender white tits and stiff nipples cruelly against his crushing chest.
It was a good come! Oh, it was so good! So strong! It was going on and on and on.
His fuck-plunges � so wonderfully deep � were triggering her again! Their loins were a swamp of cunt juices. Each long, deep fuck thrust ended in a wet, sucking smack. The bedspread under Doe's frantic little ass was damp.
She clutched Robby fiercely again as her second orgasm seized her. She panted hotly. "Fuck. Love it! Fuck! More!"
But he was in the throes of orgasm too. He was suddenly ruthless. He was groaning and gasping. His fuck-thrusts were total, savage, and his cock was even larger, so hard it was like iron.
Robby trembled and took agonized, ragged gasps of air. Suddenly he buried his cock in her spasming cunt and held it there.
Doe sobbed as she felt the leap of his big cock in her pussy and the shivery sensation of a spurt of cum against the mouth of her womb. She whimpered and quivered.
Then Robby reared and plunged, reared and plunged, fucking his huge cock into her hot, flushed, rippling cunt. He sobbed, too, and whimpered like a child. His cock spurted and spurted cum.
They slowed their fucking. They melted against each other. They relaxed. They sighed in each other's arms.
Finally, Robby whispered: "Shit, that was the best fuck I've ever had."
Doe nodded against his cheek. "Ummm." Then she smiled. "Not bad, for our first time."
Robby pulled away and looked at her incredulously. He saw she was smiling, and laughed. He tweaked one of her nipples. "You little poop!"
Doe giggled and slapped at his long, half-hard cock. It was wet with her fuck juices and streaked with smears of his cum. She hopped off the bed and grabbed a terry beach robe from her small closet.
"Be back in a minute. Got to shower."
"Are we finished?" Robby asked.
She stared at him. She smiled. "Not till you say so." She threw him a small hand towel. "Wipe off. I'll be back in a minute."
When Doe closed the door to her room and went down the short, narrow hall to the second bathroom in the three-bedroom Park King mobile home, she saw her mother in the compact kitchen a few feet away.
"Hi Mom."
Polly Wilson at thirty-six, was an older version of her daughter, but with larger tits, rounder hips, and red hair cut short in a fashionable shaggy look. She wore orange slacks and a tight elastic sheath top that accentuated her firm tits and prominent nipples.
Polly continued pouring coffee into a polkadot mug. "Sounds like you've been having fun."
Doe nodded. "He's something. And hunnnng!" She laughed and entered the bathroom.
"Oh?" Polly picked up her mug of steaming coffee and walked to Doe's bedroom door. She opened it and looked in.
She saw Robby lying on the mussed bed, wiping his big cock. It hadn't diminished much in size. He didn't see her. He tossed the small towel away and began jacking his prick.
Polly's pale-green eyes widened as she saw his cock respond. "Would you like something to drink?" she asked.
Robby looked around, startled and embarrassed. He rolled onto his hip, taking his big, stiff cock from her view. "Uh � Mrs. Wilson, I�"
"No problem, Robby. Do you want a Coke or something?" She could hear the shower in the bathroom.
"Uhhh� no thanks."
Polly smiled. He was a beautiful hunk of young man. "I just thought I'd ask." She stepped back to close the bedroom door. She paused. "Oh, I do want you to know you're welcome here any time. Even if Doe isn't here."
She met his startled gaze with an inviting smile and then closed the door. She walked slowly to the small, nicely furnished living room, thinking about the beautiful prick she'd just seen.
Polly Wilson loved big pricks.

CHAPTER TWO

Wyoma Cameron sat propped by big pillows in the king-size bed. She was naked and perfumed, the way her husband Ken wanted her. It was past midnight.
She was doing a crossword puzzle while waiting for him to emerge from the bathroom. She could hear rock music from Robby's room at the other end of their mobile home.
Wyoma dreaded what was to come. If only she could get excited enough to enjoy Ken's enormous cock. If only he would suck her pussy first, for a few minutes.
She sighed as Ken flushed the toilet and swung the bathroom door open. Her blue eyes darted to his huge, swinging cock with its plum-like head. She put aside her puzzle and smiled.
Ken padded, naked, to the bed. "Listen to that racket! Doesn't that boy ever sleep?"
"He seems healthy enough. Besides, it's summer."
She admired Ken's husky, trim body. He hadn't gained a pound since their marriage eighteen years ago. His shoulders were very wide and his arms and legs were thick and powerful. He had been a champion wrestler in college.
But he was still, in his late thirties, a college jock at heart. A macho male with a ten-inch cock.
Ken climbed into bed and gathered her into his arms, and she leaned back against his thick chest. He filled his big hands with her heavy, melon-sized tits. His strong fingers sank deep into the spongy tit flesh and sent warmth radiating through her body.
Wyoma liked this part of it. He loved to fondle her and play with her tits. She felt the prod of his huge cock in the crack of her ass. A peculiar itching tickle awakened in her asshole. She ignored it.
Ken kissed her neck and nipped the lobe of her left ear. "How about it, honey? Want to get royally fucked?"
She responded ritually. "Oh, yes! In a few minutes."
It was the same every time. Eighteen years! She squirmed slightly as his fingers claimed her big, puffed, red nipples. They were like popcorn in size, and they tingled delightfully now.
She leaned back into his arms, more relaxed, enjoying his fingers on her tits and nipples. There was a faint tingle in her cunt now. Maybe, this time�
Wyoma leaned her head against his powerful shoulder. "I like what you're doing."
"You'll love what I'm going to do next."
He easily lifted her aside and straddled her waist. His monster cock wobbled menacingly in the wide, lush valley between her full tits.
Wyoma knew what was expected. She clasped the terrifyingly thick cockshaft with both hands and rubbed the silky prickhead over her excited nipples. The little slit oozed his pre-cum juices onto her puffed, sensitive nipples.
Ken said: "Make a cunt."
She pushed her soft tits together around his giant cock.
Ken chuckled with satisfaction. He began slowly fucking in the soft tunnel of her tits. The cockhead rode high up through the flesh tunnel and touched her chin.
She watched, hypnotized, as the big cockknob, drooling juice, approached her face, retreated into the warm, silky cleavage of her tits and then surged close again. She waited for his command.
Ken smiled at the picture. He was crouched over her, looking down, watching. He liked the satiny feel of her tit flesh. And his fuck juices were making the tit flesh slippery and even more sensual.
But he wanted something more. "Honey?"
Wyoma's blue-eyed gaze flicked up and met his. She continued pressing her big tits tightly against his moving cock.
"Suck!" he said.
Wyoma heard and lowered her gaze to his oozing cockhead. It surged toward her chin. She lifted her head and opened her mouth. The spongy cocktip pressed between her lips. She moaned as his cock pressed forward, sinking the prickhead deeper, filling her mouth.
This was what she loved! Sucking cock! Her eyelids fluttered closed as she worked her mouth, cheeks, tongue and lips on the giant mouthful of cockmeat. She let her tits fall away from his long, thick cockshaft and wrapped her hands around the massive prick. She caressed the monster cock with trembling fingers.
Ken snorted with lust and butted deeper into her suctioning, tantalizing mouth. He stared down with delight as his wife's lips leeched forward for more cock.
Wyoma took his cockhead to the back of her throat. Her throat spasmed. She almost gagged on the massive fucker. She couldn't breathe. But she had been sucking cock for as long as she could remember. She had insisted he fuck her mouth on their honeymoon.
She slurped her tongue along the underside of his cockhead and three inches of mouth straining prickshaft. Her jaws ached as she worked. She allowed him to butt her head backward into the pillows. She snatched quick breaths between fuck-thrusts.
Now Wyoma used both hands to tickle and warm the big, hairy sac holding his exceptionally large balls. He was built like a giant in all aspects.
She wanted him to come in her mouth. She loved the incredible quantities of cum he spurted. She unashamedly loved the taste of his cum. It was like a creamy, salty salad dressing. She had often had the weird urge to ask him to shoot his jism into a salad so she could eat it that way.
Wyoma had many crazy sexual urges and impulses she repressed. She had been having strange dreams about going down on another woman and having a woman slithering her tongue into her cunt.
She had been very ticklish around and in her asshole lately, too. What did that mean?
Ken pulled his fucker out of her mouth. He was breathing heavily. "You're damned good at that. You always were."
"Let me finish you with my mouth. I'll make it something special."
He hesitated.
She said: "You can just relax and let me do everything."
She slowly stroked his huge, throbbing cock. She thought there had to be at least a quart of hot blood pumped into the sponge-like gristle to make it so huge and hard. She could feel the powerful slugging of his pulse in a thick surface of the cockshaft.
Ken said: "Naw. I want to fuck. I've been promising myself all day I'd ream out your cunt tonight. You sucked me off three days ago."
She nodded, defeated. "Will you fingerfuck me a little first?"
"Yeah, okay."
He settled beside her and put his big hand on her soft belly and moved it in circles to her prominent hip bones, down onto the blond curled pussy mound, up to squeeze her big warm tits, then back down again to her cunt.
Wyoma opened her long legs. She reached to fondle his cock. She drew a quick breath as he sank his thick middle finger between her cuntlips, grazed her clit, and found her fuckhole.
As he probed her cunt, she wished he would do a little finger-dance on her responsive clit. But he rarely bothered. He thought she should be aroused and eager just at the prospect of having him shove his giant cock into her cunt.
Even the finger he was using was beginning to feel good, though. "Use two," she ventured.
Ken chuckled. He pressed another finger into her cunt. He pressed deep, till the pad at the base of his middle finger was rubbing her clit, causing shivers of excitement. She began to hope that this might be one of those rare times when she could really enjoy the massive impalement which was to come.
Wyoma opened her thighs more and began fucking on his fingers, undulating her cunt against his moving hand. She watched his big hand clamped on her pussy mound, and her hand tightened on his giant cock. She stroked his prick with unconscious lasciviousness, riding the skin up and down in slow motion, tapping her fingernails delicately along the underside of the cockhead. She knew this technique pleased him. She felt his cock get even harder. Her grip was just right � not too tight.
Yes, she was getting hot now! His fingers were fucking in and out of her cunt on a coating of her pussy juices.
"Kiss me, darling," she murmured.
Ken lowered his head and took her mouth. His tongue speared between her hot lips and found her agile tongue. She became restless. Her hips rocked against his hand.
Now she did really want to be pounded into the bed, wanted this huge hot fucker in her grip to be buried in her cunt!
She moaned in the kiss and hungrily sucked air through widened nostrils. She squirmed sideways to press her right tit against his heavily muscled chest. She rubbed the itchy, expanded nipple against his bristly dark blonde hairs. Shivers coursed through her.
Wyoma didn't object when Ken took his dripping fingers from her juicy hot cunt. He muttered: "Now we get this fucking show on the road!" He mounted her.
She grunted when he shoved the cockhead into her pink pussy hole. She couldn't help it. The size of the thing! Her cunt mouth stretched and quivered to encompass the purplish plum. She'd been taking his prick for years, but it still shocked her body.
But this time she welcomed the feel of Ken's cock. This time she was steaming hot. "I love you, Kenny. Fuck me. Fuck me good!"
"Better believe it." His powerful loins drove six massive inches of steel-hard cock into her simmering cunt.
"Ahhh!" She arched and shuddered. She was engorged with prick. But she knew there was more. She kissed him and dug strong fingers into his scalp. "Yes! Darling, fuck me!"
Ken put his weight on her. He reached down and levered her long, white legs onto his broad, muscular shoulders. Her knees were pressed back� back� and finally she was doubled up. Her knees were pressed firmly into the deep cushions of her big, soft tits. She lay utterly exposed to the full length of his huge cock. It was sticking into her cunt like a partly buried stake.
Ken gripped Wyoma's slim white shoulders with his big strong hands. She was a total prisoner. Trapped. Impaled. She didn't object. She was his wife, his slave, his property.
She shivered in terrified anticipation. This was the way he liked to fuck best. This allowed him to thrust every massive inch of his cock into her cunt.
He waggled his hips and probed and poked in her cunt, creating small spasmodic contractions in her guts. Then it began!
His fingers tightened on her shoulders and his hips thrust down and forward, forcing more inches of massively thick cock into her distended cunt.
Wyoma shuddered. Her taut belly rippled. She gasped at the huge invasion. He'd fucked her like this thousands of times, and yet each time was startling. Each time her cunt seemed too small.
Ken reared and plunged, reared, and plunged, fucking ever deeper! He couldn't get enough of this. Her cunt was like a tight, hot, slick velvet tunnel. His breath rasped in her ear as he panted.
"Oh Wyoma, you're the best. Best fuck in the world."
She clutched him with fierce need. She panted, too, open-mouthed, blue eyes wide open, staring unseeing at the ceiling.
Her cunt was radiating pleasure. Her guts seethed and clenched. Her clit stood out like a pink thimble in her wide-open pussy gash.
Yet he still wasn't all the way in! Still, the magic moment for her danced tantalizingly just beyond her reach. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeee!"
Her lust and excitement increased. Her cunt reined and tightened around the huge, plunging prickshaft.
Ken was breathing raggedly. His cock thrusts were long and ruthless and fast.
Wyoma quivered violently as he ground the last possible inch of wrist-thick cock into her stretched, spasming cunt. Her clit was smacked by the curly-haired base of his cock.
She hung, trembling, on the edge of a great release. She tightened her cunt on his cock. She treasured each new, massive, breathtaking fuck-thrust!
Ken fucked in to the hilt. He held her in a cruel vise of powerful arms and thighs and weight. He pressed his monster cock in and in until their loins were welded tight. His cock jerked in her heated, juicy, rippling cunt.
Wyoma wailed: "Fuck me! More! More!"
But he was at the end of his ability and willingness to hold off. His cock was like a bomb. His guts quivered. His balls drew up tightly to his loins. His heavy thighs trembled.
"Can't!" he gasped.
Ken drew back until only the big cockhead was in her wildly clenching cunt. Eight inches of dripping prickshaft was exposed for a second. Then he thrust! He drew a quavering, wailing breath. He became savage! His huge cock erupted and gushed cum deep in her hot, squishy cunt. He fucked wildly, plunging, pounding her into the bed, bouncing her.
Wyoma sobbed and gasped and felt the scalding jets of his cum. But she couldn't get over the edge. She didn't climax. She writhed in his iron grip, squirmed, tried to give her swollen clit more friction with his pounding prick.
But she couldn't make it! He was slowing, shuddering, quieting. His huge cock subtly softened in her hungry, cum-flooded cunt.
She lay quivering with unsatisfied need under his crushing weight. She began to weep.

CHAPTER THREE

Polly pressed the "freeze frame" button on the remote control pod and tried to concentrate on the sex scene she had stopped. She sighed luxuriously as her husband licked her clit.
Her sparkling pale-green eyes did not drift from the TV screen to Jim Wilson's bobbing head between her lush white thighs. The young girl on the screen was in the act of deepthroating an enormous prick.
Polly was endlessly fascinated with huge pricks. She had always secretly regretted marrying Jim. His cock was only average sized. She smiled to herself. She had been young and dumb in college. She had been a completely different woman then.
At least, she thought, Jim was an excellent eater of pussy. And he was doing a superb job of sucking her big clit right now.
She made an appreciative throaty sound as he flipped her clit swiftly with short stabs of his tongue-tip. A sweet, hot pleasure coiled in her loins. She turned the TV cassette player off and reached for Jim's balding head. She growled with lust and pulled his face tighter to her gaping cunt. Her arms pressed the sides of her full, rounded wits and made the blue-white flesh poke outward to spectacular prominence. Her flushed reddish-brown nipples jutted arrogantly.
Jim sucked her grape-sized clit into his mouth. He simultaneously tongue-lashed her clit and gently scraped its sensitive tissues with his upper teeth. His nose was pressed into a thick nest of fiery red stiff curls.
"Ahhhhhhh�" She jerked, her cunt rhythmically against his slurping mouth and tongue. "Yes! Like, that! Just like that! Ummmmm!"
Polly's face seemed to contort in agony. Her lush mouth spread into a grimace. She gasped and threw her head back. The climax was quick and intense. Her small, opulent body quivered briefly.
Jim continued to tease and torture her extended clit.
Polly shivered into a second orgasm. "That's so nice. You're going to set a record with me if you keep this up."
He tried to speak with his lips full. "Mmmmmmm. Mmmmm!"
She laughed and ruffled his thin, brown hair. "Come up when you want me to deep-throat you, lover."
She owed him that, at lest. And then she could probably persuade him to slip on the harness and wear her favorite big hollow prick over his small, wilted cock. Before the night was over she wanted to be fucked, and lacking a man with a real prick as big as she liked, she would settle for what the special adult catalog called prosthetic penis aides.
Or maybe he would bring out the vibrating dildo and fuck her that way.
Polly's soft white belly rippled and quaked as she moaned into a third come. "Uhh! Uhh! Ahhhh! Oh, you wonderful man!" She locked her fingers behind his head and ground her open-lipped wet cunt even tighter against his face.
Jim couldn't breathe at all. He peeled his hands away and pulled his head from the soft, humid vise of her perfumed crotch. His face was smeared with her pussy juices. He smoothed his hair back.
"It's counterproductive if I smother to death."
"I'd never do that. Come here to me, lover. Ummmm." Polly urged him to move up beside her. She kissed him lavishly and tasted her own cum on his lips.
Then she turned her attention to her husband's six-inch cock. She toyed with his prick and pumped up large dewdrops of clear pre-cum. She licked them off the cockhead as if they were honey. She ran a hand over his hard belly.
Jim Wilson was a jogger and a swimmer. At thirty-seven he was in great condition. She loved his kindness, generosity, and willingness to please. If only he had at least eight inches of prick and a lust to use it! To fuck! But Jim was soft-spoken, average, rather dull, in spite of everything she did to spice up their lives with porno films and cassettes and sex devices and mate-swapping. And he was basically an oral lover. He would rather suck and be sucked.
Polly said: "Doe has found a boyfriend already. Big handsome boy. I think I'll scout around among the wives and see if I can find a swinger or two. We need a special couple for close friends."
"Umm." Jim was not too enthusiastic. "Keep in mind I'm here for only three months at the outside. Once I get this branch office straightened out, we'll be moving on." He caressed Polly's outsized tits. She was only five-three, but possessed the tits of an amazon. She was a stunning, sexually voracious woman. Quite a change from the little fat college kid he had married. Polly had blossomed over the years.
She nodded in understanding. She looked around at the luxurious, mahogany-paneled bedroom. "I'll hate to leave this one. Mobile homes are getting to be nicer than a regular house."
"Mmmmm." Jim molded her large, beautiful tits. He wanted to suck on her lovely, stick-out nipples. But first, he said: "You mentioned something about deep-throat?"
Polly chuckled. "Funny how men never forget that sort of promise!" She kissed him voluptuously on the mouth. Her lips were entrancingly soft and warm and sweet. Her cunning tongue danced with his.
She slid her hot mouth aside and nibbled his ear. She whispered: "Got lots of sweet cum waiting for me?"
"A three-day accumulation."
"Umm. Now that should be worth sucking for!" She had an idea. She reached to the bedside table and pulled open the drawer. There were tissue-wrapped plastic pricks inside. She knew them all by size and shape. She took a nine-inch dildo from the drawer. She handed it to Jim. "Do me while I'm deepthroating you, lover."
"Okay."
He unwrapped the big, fat implement. It wasn't cock shaped; it looked like a stack of small doughnuts, with a bullet-shaped cap on top. The base flared into a round hilt which was adorned with dozens of nodules. Behind the hilt was a handle.
Polly loved that particular dildo. She shivered in anticipation. Her cunt spasmed deep inside, and a familiar beat was born in her guts. Her body remembered the rapture of having that big, thick thing jammed in her pussy to the hilt � hard and fast!
Her green eyes half-lidded. She pouted her full red lips and kissed Jim again, and her hand fingered and thumbed his vibrant cock. Her soft, wet lips were hot and greedy. Her tongue played lewd tricks in his mouth.
Jim rubbed the dildo on her big tits. Her breath came fast. She shivered and drew her lips from his. She watched the flesh-like plastic dildo rub over her puffed nipples.
A strange urge made her say: "Hit them!"
Jim understood. He slapped the heavy dildo against her spongy tits, whapping her starkly swollen red nipples.
The pain-pleasure shocks made Polly gasp. Hot electric tingles permeated her quivering tits. Angry pink marks appeared.
"More!" She arched her back, throwing her melon tits upward for greater thrilling punishment.
Jim didn't hesitate. He knew she had an element of masochism that surfaced now and again. A certain amount of pain turned her on. Sometimes the results were amazing.
Polly flinched as her flesh quivered and jiggled from the series of blows. He smacked her tits hard! Her nipples were the target.
Flares of fiery tingles sent gasps from her quivering lips.
She fell onto tier back and writhed unashamedly. She forgot his cock. Her hands went for her crotch and ravaged her cunt. She crammed two, three� four fingers into her steamy fuckhole.
Her tits were pushed into greater prominence by her arms and presented better targets. She cried out loudly as the blows struck.
Her tits were burning with pain. They quaked and danced on her chest as the dildo smacked down on them. Her engorged nipples were like ingots of red-hot pain. It was terribly exciting.
Polly flung her thighs wide open. She was breathless and dizzy with fuck-lust. She pushed her right hand into her cunt, bunching her fingers tighter, folding her thumb into her cupped palm.
She was a small woman, with small, delicate hands. But she had never done this before! She felt with her fingertips the soft, slippery circular ridges deep in her cunt.
Jim judged she'd had enough. He stopped beating her big, reddened tits and fell on them with his voracious mouth. He sucked a distended, bruised nipple deep into his mouth and nipped the tender, blood-engorged tissues.
Polly whimpered with the sweet agony. She began hand-fucking herself. Her cunt mouth was strained and hurting from the stretching, but she was juicing like a squeezed orange. Her hand was coated with cunt oil.
She grunted as she thrust her hand deep. Her fingertips touched the supersensitive little opening to her womb. She quivered and jerked her hand back � then in! She was fucking her small hand all the way into her cunt. It was going in to the wrist!
She writhed as Jim sucked on her other fiery nipple. She panted loudly, whimpering, grunting, as she fucked her right hand in and out of her gaping cunt. Her guts were rolling in weird heated motion. Her loins burned and seethed with strange, intense ecstasy.
She pushed her hand in all the way and held it there. She touched secret places and explored with a careful finger into the depths of her pussy. She shuddered. Her soft white belly jerked.
Polly eased her dripping hand from her cunt. She gasped. "I'm going to do that again sometime. Lord!"
Jim asked: "Ready to suck?"
"I'm going to suck you so dry your ball's will take a week to fill up again!"
She pushed him onto his back and swung a leg over his chest. Her big, melon tits nudged his stomach and the hard nipples tracked on his skin in tickling paths. She waggled her fully rounded ass in his face. Her pussy dripped from puffed pink cuntlips.
Jim asked: "Want me to eat, too?"
"No, not this time, lover. Just use the dildo."
She peeked at him under her body, peering between her big white and pink hanging tits. Their eyes met. She winked and pursed her lips in a kiss.
Polly loved Jim. She just wished he was as well hung as the college boy she had loved who had had a ten incher and could fuck like a bull! His name had been Ken. Ken something. For a while she'd been the only girl on campus who could � or wanted to try to � take his enormous prick. But he'd dropped her because she was a mess: fat, neurotic, clumsy, forever having self-destructive "accidents".
She had accepted the first proposal offered � Jim Wilson. Funny how things worked out. She focused on his cock as it jerked before her face. Deep-throating six inches of prick was easy for her. She had practiced for hours and hours with a dildo, many years ago, to conquer the fear and the gag reflex.
Now she rarely sucked Jim off � or any of her male partners in mate-swapping sessions � without using that technique. She liked to keep in practice.
Polly licked her lips and leaned forward a bit. She engulfed the head of his throbbing cock. She sucked on his prick as if it were an all-day sucker. She drew oozing drops of precum from his balls. She killed his cockhead on her slithering tongue, then lavishly closed her mouth on it and sucked ardently.
This was the build-up. Taking his cock into her throat was for later, for the finish. It drove most men crazy and they spurted their guts out.
She moaned as she sucked, giving him an added thrill as the sound permeated his cock.
Then she moaned with special appreciation as she felt Jim ease the head of the nine-inch dildo between her cuntlips. She waggled her ass and pressed back, urging him to fuck the thing far into her cunt.
She groaned as she felt it slide deep. She took his rigid prick fully into her mouth, till the cockhead rode the wriggling trail of her tongue into her trained throat.
Jim had both hands on the handle of the long dildo. He felt Polly's throat muscles clasping his cockhead and his excitement escalated. He forced the fat, rigid dildo almost all the way into her drooling cunt. He had a perfect view of the action. Her excited ass was looming before his face. Her creamy white thighs were spread wide to straddle his chest. She held his cock in her throat for long seconds. Her trick was to permit those upper throat muscles to go into controlled gagging spasms.
She had her lips pressed tightly around the base of his jerking cock. Her nose was in his crotch, being tickled by the fine curly hairs on his balls. Her eyes were closed. Finally, she raised her head enough to take deep, nostril flaring breaths. She tongued his cockhead. Then she groaned, the sound quavering with her emotion and lust as Jim drew back the dildo and pressed it home � all the way into her simmering, clenching cunt. Nine fat inches! It felt so good!
Now he pulled the dildo almost all out and fucked it in again with a half twist, pressing it in to the noduled hilt. He knew those little rubber bumps on the hilt were sending lightning shivers of pleasure through her pussy as they rubbed into the pink flesh of her cunt lips and grazed over the blood-filled, sensitive pink grape that was her big clit.
Polly quivered with delight. She moaned continually around her deep mouthful of his cock. She loved this! Jim was really drilling her! The dildo was smacking against her inner limit, sparking her pussy guts. And the pebbly hilt was a marvelous counterpoint of pleasure as it impacted her juicy cunt lips and steamy clit.
She felt the sweet, boiling ecstasy radiating stronger and stronger in her belly and loins. It was so wonderful to have something long and thick and hard fucking so thrillingly deep in her cunt. It was so wonderful to have a mouthful of hot, thrumming, rigid prick fucked in her mouth and partway into her gullet.
She could feel Jim's deep, harsh breathing against her dangling tits as he labored, slamming the dildo into her gaping wet cunt, harder, harder! Faster! The sloppy wet smacking sounds were exciting, too, as her cunt clamped tighter on the long plastic implement.
She shuddered continually now, as her climax exploded � a hot, shivery pleasure bomb that drove her to a frantic corkscrewing sucking movement on the length of his cock.
She sucked Jim ferociously. Her tongue was a hot, slithering demon. Her throat convulsed on his cockhead.
Jim panted with intense lust as he fucked the fat nine inches of dildo into his wife's wild, greedy cunt. He twisted and turned the handle, grinding the hilt, savagely against her splayed, juicy cunt and clit. He could feel the resistance to the pounding fuck-thrusts increase as her cunt walls contracted on the thick, rigid shaft. She was writhing against him. She was into a powerful climax!
Polly struggled to sink his cock even deeper into her throat. She used a hand to stuff his balls into her mouth, too. She paused, throat muscles spasming, and luxuriated in the racking ecstasy of the rapturous shocks from her swift impalements by the dildo.
She could feel his inner thighs trembling against her nose and forehead. Her chin dug into the flesh under his thatch of curly brown crotch hair.
She backed off and sucked in a ragged breath, then plunged his cock into her mouth and throat to the root.
She heard Jim whine a certain way � a keening cry that meant he was experiencing that uncontrollable climb of sensation into overpowering climax.
His prick erupted � throbbed and jerked violently � and a gush of thick cum spurted down her throat. For one vivid second she savored the sensation of cum trickling down her throat to her stomach. Then she began a greedy, unrestrained swooping of her head, a sensual slithering and wriggling of her tongue, a tight clamping of velvety palate and inner cheeks on his cum-jetting cock.
She moaned loudly to express her joy and pleasure as he continued to fuck her brutally with the dildo. Within seconds her mouth and tongue were awash with sweet-tasting cum.
She swallowed gluttonously and continued her wild cocksucking. His prick spurted jism again and again. Cum drooled from the flexing corners of her lush mouth.
Jim eased off on the power and pace of his fuck-thrusts with the dildo. He knew her pattern and what she liked.
Polly let herself settle more heavily onto Jim's belly and chest. Her big tits flattened softly. She reduced her sucking on his cock to slow, affectionate lickings and gentle, cleaning swoops of her mouth.
Jim eased the long, thick, dripping dildo from her cunt. He kissed the plump white cheeks of her ass. "That was one of the better comes," he said.
Polly sighed and rested her head on his hip. "Oh, yes, it was!"

CHAPTER FOUR

Laura Morola knew what Ken Cameron wanted the instant he entered the stock room. He had that look in his gray eyes. And his pants were bulging more than usual.
She continued unpacking cans of ground coffee until she felt him standing at her side and felt his big right hand, begin to fondle her wide hips.
She turned to face him and looked straight into his eyes. She was a big, tall woman with huge, heavy tits. Her dark-brown hair was drawn back into a simple ponytail.
Ken said: "You can finish inventory later. Right now � you want to get royally fucked?"
Laura grimaced. "What's the matter? Did your wife turn you off again last night?" She untied her tan smock. She matter-of-factly pushed down her elastic-waisted jeans.
Ken said sourly: "She cries after I fuck bet. And it isn't that she puts me off with a lot of excuses. Most of the time she fakes coming."
"Poor man." Laura pushed down her white panties and levered her naked white haunches onto a stack of cardboard boxes. Her heavy thighs spread to show a bushy triangle of cunt hair.
Ken nodded. "You know, you're the only woman I've ever met who isn't afraid of me." He frowned. "Except a crazy little bitch I knew in college for a while." He unzipped and hauled out his hardening monster cock. The cockhead was already oozing clear drops of slippery pre-cum.
Laura unbuttoned her white blouse. She wasn't afraid of being caught fucking. Ken was the owner of Steaming Hot Coffee Service, and Ernie, the only driver besides Ken, was out on his route. She knew the outer office door was locked. And this was a quiet period before she had to load the huge stainless steel coffee makers for the afternoon deliveries.
She smiled. She had news for Ken, but she wouldn't drop it on him until after he had fucked that huge cockmeat into her pussy and she'd had a good come.
She said. "Like I told you, after all the whoring I did when I was a teenager, nothing hanging on a man scares me. Besides, I'm just naturally built big inside."
Ken nodded. He moved between her broad thighs. "Wish I'd met you twenty years ago."
Laura smiled. "That would've been trouble. I was only a kid then." She opened her white blouse and exposed her big, sloping, pointed tits. Her nipples were reddish brown corks, crinkled and excited.
Ken laughed. "Yeah, but I'll bet you could've taken my cock, even then."
She laughed, too. "Maybe. I was fucking my brothers." She sat on the edge of the boxes and let Ken fondle her big, heavy tits as she used both hands on his immense cock.
She pulled the tight skin forward and back. The big prickhead surged forward to nestle into the musky gorge of her crotch. She rode the cockhead up and down against her thick, juice-laden cunt lips.
He was digging his strong fingers deeply into her soft tits. She liked that. Something in her liked being mauled a bit. She knew it and accepted it.
Laura rocked her hips and edged forward a bit more. She was teetering on the edge of the box of coffee cans. She managed to enclose his big cockhead in her loose cunt lips.
"I'm ready for fucking, Ken."
"Okay."
He stepped back to allow her to raise her strong legs which were imprisoned at the ankles by her lowered jeans and panties. His huge, hard cock wobbled free, a thick cocklance that stuck out of his pants like a pump handle.
Laura raised her legs high and bent her knees. Ken ducked his head into the gap. She settled her legs on his wide shoulders. She eased her upper body flat on the big boxes. Her soft tits settled lower on the sides of her chest. Her thick brown nipples pointed at wide angles.
Her bushy cunt was dripping, slightly pouted, a pink vertical mouth. "Make it a good one," she urged.
Ken nodded and got a good grip on her thick, fleshy waist. He nudged his cockhead into her cunt lips and found her hot, juicy fuck hole. He pressed forward against the weight of her heavy legs, forcing her thighs straight up.
His thick cock sank into her soft cunt. He was enthralled by the way she could use her cunt muscles. Almost instantly, she began subtly milking his prickshaft, squeezing the fat cockhead, luring him deeper and deeper.
Laura closed her eyes to the rough, beamed ceiling, the dirty green walls of the small stock room, the face of the man who was fucking her. She blocked out the discomfort of lying on cases of coffee. She concentrated on her cunt! Her pleasure was a strange mixture of sensation � feeling the hugeness of his prick, molding her cunt to his invading cock, tightening on his fucker with her finely developed muscle control. There were rings of muscles in her pussy and she could tighten them like fingers, in sequence, or all at once.
She enjoyed using her educated cunt. And she especially enjoyed it when Ken fucked his massive prick in her. He fucked so deep he almost rammed into her womb.
She sucked air and jerked her body. Her big, fleshy tits quaked. Her cunt walls rippled and spasmed. She shivered with weird, icy pain that seemed like pleasure.
"Come on, all the way in! Ram me! Fuck the living shit out of me!"
Ken nodded. He had everything socked into her cunt now. And he smacked it in fast and hard, jolting her big, soft body, forcing puffs of sound from her lips, making her plump face ripple and twitch.
Laura loved the size of his big prick. She dug her heavy, booted heels into his back, urging him on.
Ken fucked hard. He watched his broad prick emerge, glistening wet, all but the big, fat purplish cockhead, and then he shoved it all the way in! Wham! Wham! Wham!
The impact shook her. She clung to the edge of the big coffee case to keep from being driven back too far. Her insides were hot and squishy. She bore down on his cock and clenched the cunt muscles in a slow series of undulations that brought sobs of ecstasy from Ken.
He slammed into her pussy again. Harder! His giant prick squashed her cunt lips. Her clit was hammered and scraped.
Laura rolled her head from side to side. She grunted with each huge fuck-thrust into her pussy. She shuddered into a strong come. She gripped her tits and savagely twisted and pulled the pale white tit flesh. She needed more pain. Pain was good! It balanced the shitty things she'd done to people. She deserved pain!
"Ken! Ken! Fuck me in the ass! In the ass! Fuck me in the ass!"
He slowed his massive fuck-thrusts. "What?" He'd never done that. It was difficult enough getting a woman to let him fuck her cunt! He'd never even hinted at assfucking to Wyoma.
"I want it in the ass! Do it! Christ, do it now!" She glared at him. She pulled her knees to her sloping tits. Her booted, encumbered feet rode up his back to his neck. Her bunched jeans and panties pulled his head forward.
Ken was close to coming. His loins were getting that golden, fizzing sensation that preceded a mind-blasting climax. He didn't want to leave her hot, juicy, massaging cunt.
But this opportunity might never come again. Laura had never before gone wild like this and offered him her asshole.
He didn't hesitate any longer. He pulled out. God, his cock was hard! It was slippery and gooey with her fuck juices. His prick jerked strongly in the air as if complaining at having been pulled from its hot, jellied, rippling home.
"Okay! You asked for it!" He slipped two fingers into her sloppy wet cunt to coat them with the slick fluid. Then he quickly poked first one, then the other finger into her small, puckered brown asshole. He slathered the juices all around and against the crevice of her big ass.
Laura wriggled and squirmed as he did this. His fingers tickled like hell! "Ram it in! Get that cock into my ass!"
He fisted his giant cock just below the prickhead and sank it between her spongy ass cheeks. The cockhead pressed against her clenched little asshole.
She gasped, "Push! Push, damn you! Fuck my ass!"
She felt him applying more and more force. He leaned over her and braced a foot farther back on the floor. She felt her puckered ring of ass muscles spasming under the pressure. Slowly, they yielded. Her little asshole opened more and more. Like a reluctant little straining mouth it opened and opened. She quivered as the last of the strength in her sphincter muscles gave out.
"Oh! Christ! Oh!" The head of his monster prick had popped into her ass. Her asshole was a ring of fire.
Laura had taken cock into her ass before, but never one this size. She began to regret her invitation. She gritted her teeth and waited for what had to follow.
Ken was amazed at the tantalizing sensations as her asshole surrendered. God, it was tight! He wanted more of this kind of fucking.
He fucked deeper into her ass. He waggled his hips and pressed ever deeper, working his fat prick in and out, seeing its new coating of streaked brown slime. It looked ugly but it felt marvelous!
He fucked more thick inches of cock into her ass. The flesh tube of her ass contracted eerily on his prick.
Ken almost laughed when he realized what was happening. She was trying to shit his cock. It was a completely different sensation from her cunt's action. He loved it!
Laura hid behind closed eyelids. She panted and groaned as he drilled his huge cock farther into her ass guts. It hurt! Christ, it hurt! It was fire and lightning. It was like having a monster turd in her bowels and being unable to pass it.
She felt invaded, possessed, pronged, as she never had before. This was terribly degrading and humiliating. And she had asked for it. Begged for it! Commanded it! She licked dry lips and gasped. "Shove it all in! Uhh! More! Uhh!"
Again, Laura mauled her big tits. She felt the last monstrously thick inch of his prick stretching her asshole to the tearing point. Sheets of pain made her howl. The big cockhead was incredibly far up in her ass.
Ken didn't give a damn how much Laura howled and thrashed. He had all of his ten-inch cock rammed into her ass and it was going to stay there until he blew his cum.
He began a slow, deep fucking of her hot, gooey asshole. He loved the tightness, especially way up inside where the tube narrowed and the muscles went crazy each time his cockhead churned the mush there.
She felt the pain subtly transform into a hot, golden glowing sensation. He was fucking his giant prick in and out more and more quickly, plunging, plunging, plunging!
She squirmed helplessly. It shouldn't feel so good! She twisted her big fat nipples and gasped with the flare of new pain. But even that changed to the hot, golden pleasure of her ravaged ass.
There was no more punishment for her this way. Not until later, when her strange arousal and lust had faded and the pain came back.
Ken slammed his loins frantically against her soft, spread ass cheeks. His huge cock was like a bar of iron. He sobbed as he rammed and rammed. He was almost there! Almost coming!
Laura gave up and crowded her hands into her crotch to rub her swollen clit and forced three fingers into her cunt. She deserved a good come now! She wondered if she would be able to walk later.
Her fucking fingers quickly brought her to a panting, groaning, whimpering climax. And still her guts and ass glowed with a strange fire pleasure. She kept on rubbing and fingering her pussy.
Ken's fast breathing grew ragged. He bent his muscular neck and glared down at the sight of his monster cock fucking into Laura's incredibly tight asshole.
He gritted his teeth. His pleasure grew and grew and grew. He gasped and grunted. He threw back his head and howled! His cock sprayed cum into the tight, gooey furnace of her ass guts. He fucked her ass like a madman!
She screamed and thrashed as a perverted ecstasy surged through her body. He ravaged her ass, pouring cum, yelling. Then she realized he had pulled his cock out.
She saw Ken stagger off toward the small bathroom.
She lay with her legs dangling limply over the edge of the cases of coffee cans. Her asshole leaked white-streaked brown goo. She couldn't get her asshole to close tightly. She lay wiped out, exhausted emotionally and physically. And she felt the pain coming on now. She smiled faintly.
"Oh, shit!" she whispered. And she laughed. She laughed so hard her belly shook and her guts hurt even more.
When Ken returned a few minutes later she was sitting up, looking down at herself with distaste.
He handed her a roll of toilet paper and some wet paper towels. "You want to do that again sometimes?" he asked.
"Don't watch me. Okay?" She wiped herself. "I'm not going to be here after Friday. I'm quitting."
Ken spun around. "What?"
"I'm moving to Texas. I know a guy there. He wants me. And he makes very good money. We've been talking on the phone a lot lately. Sorry."

CHAPTER FIVE

Polly shed her paisley robe and stepped into the large, two-nozzle shower stall with Wyoma. "We might as well share."
Wyoma turned in surprise. The sudden close proximity of the smaller, sexy, green-eyed woman made her blink rapidly. Somehow, Polly Wilson looked more naked than any woman had a right to be. Suddenly Wyoma was embarrassed by her own nakedness.
Polly closed the stall door. "You like it hot, medium?"
Wyoma was very conscious of Polly's small, voluptuous white body. Her own large tits � hanging like huge white pears on her thin chest seemed ill-formed and pendulous.
How had she gotten here? Everything had happened so naturally, and so fast! They'd met at the park laundromat. Polly had struck up a conversation, they'd chatted, liked each other, agreed to have coffee in the Wilson mobile home. Somehow, a few minutes ago, Polly had stumbled in the kitchen and spilled a tray with cream and sugar onto Wyoma and herself. And Polly had insisted Wyoma shower right away.
Now she was stark naked in the shower with Polly! Polly adjusted the nozzles to spray lower to avoid wetting Wyoma's honey-blonde hair and her own red hair.
Wyoma's blue eyes were drawn to Polly's big nipples and, lower, to the tiny woman's thin patch of tightly curled red pussy hair.
Polly turned on the water, mixing hot with cold till the spray was hot but not scalding. She took up a bar of soap. She smiled and lathered her small, delicate hands.
"Do you like having fun?" Her voice reverberated in the tiled shower stall, competing with the hiss of the water.
"I suppose so." Wyoma was captivated by the strange intensity of Polly's green-eyed gaze. An almost pleasant fear gripped the pit of her stomach. She watched Polly's hands acquire a generous covering of sweet-smelling lather.
"Do you like the sensual aspects of life? Like the sheer pleasure of having hot water needling down on your body now?"
Wyoma nodded. The hot spray was teasing her nipples to full, puffed extension. It made her nipples itchy and spread a slow warmth in her low slung tits.
"Willing to let me soap you?" Polly didn't wait for a reply. Her small hands came up to spread on Wyoma's tits.
Wyoma gasped. She lurched backward against the cool tiles. Her arms jerked half way up to defend her tits, then drooped to her sides. She said, wide-eyed: "What are you doing?"
Polly flashed a sexy, engaging, provocative smile. Her hands returned � unopposed � to Wyoma's tits. Her slippery fingers and palms glided over the full, pointed tit flesh. She followed the lush contours under the big tits, and trailed fingers up to the swollen nipples.
Polly's smile became confidential and knowing. "You know what I'm doing. Feels nice, doesn't it?"
Wyoma's heart was thudding. She licked her lips. She couldn't answer. But she admitted to herself it did feel nice. Very nice! She stood, tense, and watched Polly caress her tits. Her flesh glistened, wet and soapy.
"I'm not a lesbian!" Wyoma said.
Polly giggled. "Neither am I! But I like a little variety. And I know how much fun a woman can be in bed. And I like to play with a woman's body. And I like to give pleasure to a lovely woman like you, whose never done anything like that!"
Polly continued fondling Wyoma's full, taut tits. Now her hands roamed farther � down to the tall woman's slender waist, to the flare of her lean hips, and farther around to the small of her back.
Polly pulled Wyoma close.
Wyoma's breath came fast. She felt strange, as if she wasn't in control of herself, and noted with mild alarm that her arms were enclosing Polly in an embrace� and that her head was lowering for a kiss.
Polly whispered. "Yes, darling." Their mouths touched hesitantly � and then they kissed passionately.
Wyoma sank into a whirlpool of lust. Polly's mouth was so incredibly soft and sweet and hot. She touched tongues and went crazier with lust! She moaned helplessly and pressed her cunt against Polly's cunning hand and fingers. Her clit was inflamed.
The pelting spray had gradually become lukewarm as the hot water was exhausted.
Polly broke the electrifying kiss after a moment. "Let's go into the bedroom."
Wyoma followed. She would have followed the small, daring woman anywhere.
Dripping wet, they got onto the bed and rolled and played on the wide-welted chenille bedspread. Their bodies were dried in a moment.
Polly reclaimed Wyoma's willing mouth. Her hand pressed a finger into Wyoma's slippery cunt, into the deep fuck hole.
Wyoma wriggled and panted. She pulled her mouth free. She asked shakily: "What do you use? A vibrator?"
"If you like, darling. I have vibrators and dildos and all kinds of toys for women. But now I want to go down on you. I want to eat your sweet cunt! I want to drive you crazy!"
Wyoma shivered. "All right. All right. Do it!"
Polly pushed her head between Wyoma's slender thighs. She spread them farther apart and studied the long, pink pussy slit for a few seconds. The cunt lips were slightly parted and the glistening pink flesh showed the large cunt hole, and above it in the groove lurked the swollen pink clit.
Polly smiled to herself. Wyoma had been easy. The woman was pleasure-starved. Her husband was probably getting something on the side somewhere. He would be easy to seduce, too. She and Jim would have a new couple to play with for a few months � until they had to move on again.
Polly blew on Wyoma's slick cunt lips. She smiled at the tall, slender woman's surprised jerk. Then she pressed her face close to the clean, damp cunt and fucked her tongue between the pussy lips.
Wyoma has been startled by the tantalizing breath of air. She lay with one arm across her eyes. She gasped when Polly's tongue slithered into her cunt. She tensed, then relaxed, then stiffened as the snakelike tongue darted up the juicy pink cunt slot to strike at her hard, pea-like clit. The little pleasure organ was stiff under the delicious tongue-stroking. She chewed her lower lip in embarrassed lust.
Polly didn't stop. She pressed forward even more and worked her greedy lips into the juicy pink gorge. She clamped onto Wyoma's clit and sucked it into her mouth. Her tongue danced over the supersensitive blood-engorged tissues.
Wyoma gasped. "Oh! Oh, hilly! I've never felt anything so good!" She lifted her head to stare in blue-eyed amazement at the way Polly was eating her cunt � wildly, snuffling like an animal, and always sucking the clit, always lashing her tongue-tip over it.
Wyoma let her head drop back to the spread. She gasped loudly. She arched her back and writhed. She dug strong fingers into the bed and panted open-mouthed.
Wyoma was without shame now. Without embarrassment. Polly had swiftly stripped her of those civilized masks. She rocked her hips, working her cunt against Polly's insatiable mouth.
"Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" Wyoma moaned.
Polly liked breaking in a new woman this way. Wyoma would go mad when Jim went to work on her with his magic tongue! And, Polly suspected, Wyoma was a strongly oral person.
Wyoma's long, slim legs trembled, and her flat belly sucked and bloated. Her chest heaved. Her melon tits quivered fleshly. Her crinkled nipples were flushed red. They were hot, itchy stones.
Polly continued clit-sucking at a furious pace. She curled her strong, small arms around Wyoma's jerking thighs and held on.
Wyoma was thrashing wildly now! Her long, straight blonde hair was in total disarray. Silky strands were stuck to her sweaty face. She was panting and whimpering loudly, almost beside herself.
A scalding bubble of ecstasy was in her belly and loins, ready to burst. She wanted it to burst and flood her with hot, mind-bending pleasure! Why didn't it burst? Why? Why?
Polly wondered, too. Wyoma should have popped! Then she realized that Wyoma was partially frigid; she'd been taught as a child that sexual pleasure � climaxes � were evil, dirty, not nice. She had to be triggered over the edge with a new sensation.
Polly quickly skated a finger into the cum juice that was oozing from the lower part of. Wyoma's spasming pussy slit. She pressed the fingertip into the small, tight, puckered ass-hole a few inches lower in Wyoma's musky crotch.
Wyoma quivered violently. She couldn't believe Polly was finger-fucking her asshole. It was obscenely ticklish. It was so exciting!
Abruptly, the shimmering bubble of hot sexual tension in her guts tore open and shattered her soul! She drew a wavering breath and screamed! She shuddered violently. Great, racking spasms rippled through her sweat sheened naked body. She dug her fingers into her tits and continued screaming! Her face and neck and chest flushed vividly with red mottled patterns.
Polly shivered with excitement at having triggered such wild abandon in Wyoma. The woman was hers now! Wyoma would never be able to forget this moment and the woman who gave it to her. She clung like a leech to Wyoma's bucking loins and kept her hot, working mouth glued to the convulsing, juice spraying cunt.
Wyoma almost lost consciousness in the welter of ecstasy. She was dizzy! All of her blood seemed concentrated in her swollen, glowing tits and red, stiff nipples � and in her engorged pussy. Her cunt was spasming insanely, its sheath of muscles flushed and strong, hungering for a giant cock to milk and massage.
But the rapture ebbed, and finally Wyoma lay exhausted, limp as a wet dishrag, sighing endlessly, her eyes dull blue.
Polly patted her on the belly. "You're sticky with sweat, darling. Better shower again. Come on."
Wyoma obeyed, in a daze. A few minutes later she sat on the bed, legs akimbo, sipping a cup of hot black coffee Polly had just handed her.
Polly went into the bathroom to shower, saying: "Don't get dressed! There's more fun to come."
Wyoma's mind darted from guilt to joy, from lust to denial. She thought about the overwhelming pleasure Polly had given her, and her hand shook. She used both hands to bring the coffee cup to her lips. She was afraid again of herself, of Polly.
But Wyoma didn't dress and flee the mobile home. She waited on the big bed for more fun.
Polly emerged from the bathroom a moment later, patting a big yellow towel to her skin. "How do you feel about giving me what I gave you?" She climbed onto the bed.
"I've never�" Wyoma took a deep breath. "I'll try." Without having to be urged, she moved into Polly's embrace and sought a kiss.
But Polly put a finger against Wyoma's lips. "I'll tell you what you're going to do. You're going to kiss me passionately. You're going to feel me all up. You're going to put two or three fingers in my cunt. Yes, in my cunt! And you're going to suck on my nipples and lick my belly and ass. You're going to lick my cunt and kiss it and press your face tight against it and stick your tongue inside and lick my big clit! You're going to suck my clit! You're going to do all that and more! Aren't you, Wyoma?"
Wyoma was appalled and stunned and excited by the crude instructions. She nodded and whispered: "Yes."
"You're going to lick in my cunt and suck on my clit until I come at least three times. And you're going to love doing it, aren't you?"
Wyoma nodded. She licked her lips.
"Then, do it, darling. Do it!"
Wyoma hesitated. Before her lay Polly Wilson � a petite thirtyish woman with very large, rounded tits for her figure. Polly's short red hair, glittering green eyes and soft, sensuous mouth were captivating. Her rounded thighs were casually open, showing fully the triangle of red curls and the wet lips of her cunt.
Wyoma made a small whimpering sound and kissed Polly hungrily on the mouth. She seemed to drink courage from Polly's sweet mouth. She moaned with reawakened lust and let her hands roam Polly's compact, luscious little body.
Over and over, Wyoma thought, I'm going to eat her hot, wet cunt! I'm going to taste her pussy juices! I'm going to make her come!
Wyoma shivered with new-found freedom. She speared her tongue into Polly's hot, yielding mouth and was even more aroused than before. She liked being the aggressor! She liked being the one who acted first!
Wyoma slid her hands onto the smaller woman's big his. They felt so warm! And the nipples were like rubber thimbles. She had an urge to suck on them.
Why not? She was the one who decided! She broke the hot kiss with Polly and tongued her way to a big reddish-brown nipple. She immediately closed her lips on it and liked the feel of it in her mouth. She licked the tit tip and sucked hard. She continued.
Polly sighed with pleasure. "Ummm. I knew you'd be a natural tit-sucker."
Wyoma lifted her head. She fingered back fallen strands of her long blonde hair. Her blue eyes glowed now.
"You don't know the half of it. You ought to see me suck my husband! I love to suck cock, but he isn't into oral sex much. I mean, he never does."
She returned to sucking on Polly's big nipples, first one, then the other. She licked around on the crinkled red areola, then slurped the nipple into the tight vise of her lips and teeth. She sucked hard, causing Polly to arch her back and hiss with delight.
At the same time, Wyoma let herself revel in the feel of the big, silky, milk-white tits she cradled in her hands. She caressed and fondled her tits, marveling at the smoothness of the skin, the spongy softness. She estimated idly, as she sucked, that Polly must wear a 38-C bra. And Polly couldn't be more than an inch over five feet tall! Quite a load of tits to carry.
Polly squirmed slowly, contentedly, luxuriously, as Wyoma continued to suck her nipples. "You do that so well. I would like to see you suck your husband."
Wyoma chuckled as she licked and sucked. Polly would be terrified of Ken. That monster cock of his would send her running!
Wyoma slid a hand boldly down onto Polly's soft belly, and farther onto the red thatch. She eased her middle finger farther � to the oozing lips of the small woman's hot cunt.
Wyoma realized this was what a man must feel when he made love to a woman. She pressed gently and her fingertips entered the slippery cunt crack. She found Polly's big clit immediately. It felt like a hot, ripe grape. She stroked her clit slowly and wondered what it would be like to get her mouth down there and get that big, swollen clit between her lips.
Polly's squirming continued. She was breathing faster. "That's getting to me."
Wyoma decided to do it! She gave Polly's big, bulging tits a few kisses and then shifted lower on the bed. She awkwardly moved between Polly's lush thighs and stared at the drooling cunt she was going to eat. It smelled of perfume and soap and woman.
Polly made it easier. She reached down and used both hands to pull open the cunt lips. She said, laughing: "Okay, darling, let me feel that virgin tongue of yours."
Wyoma brushed her hair back and then stuck her tongue out. She inched closer. Her tongue flicked against the wide, pink, glistening pussy gash. She instantly tasted the secretions and decided they didn't taste bad at all. She nestled her face tighter into the warm valley between Polly's silky white thighs. She licked more firmly, more boldly. She ran her tongue over Polly's straining clit and was rewarded by hearing a jagged breath and feeling a small jump in the woman's hips.
Polly said with a quiet urgency: "More tongue."
Wyoma decided to give her a lot more tongue! She pressed her open mouth against the juicy, spread cunt and lashed the big clit. She flipped it up and down, then sideways. She decided to explore. She delved her tongue lower, into the gaping red and pink pussy, and tasted the flow of tangy cunt juices accumulated there. She stabbed her tongue as deeply as she could into Polly's cunt and felt the opening quiver.
Polly moaned and began undulating her cunt against Wyoma's eager, willing mouth. "God, I wish you had a nine-inch tongue!"
Wyoma chuckled and kept on licking, swirling her tongue, now returning to the prominent clit. At last she pressed her nose into Polly's thatch and closed her lips on the sensitive clit. She drew the pink, taut clit into her mouth with a strong suctioning action, and pushed her tongue over the throbbing surface with greater force.
Polly rocked her hips faster. "Ummm! Yes! Oh, you're so talented! Suck it! Ohhh, yes! Yesss! Don't stop that!" She quivered. She gasped loudly. Her belly suddenly locked and jumped frantically. "I'm coming!"
Wyoma was thrilled and amazed. So soon! Why, this was so simple! So easy! She kept on sucking and tongue-lashing Polly's thrumming clit. It seemed to have swelled and acquired an extra hardness.
Polly panted. "Don't stop! Don't you dare stop! I can go off more than once! Ohhhh, yes!" Her hands gave up holding apart the lips of her cunt for Wyoma. She locked her fingers into Wyoma's silky blonde hair and pulled her face even tighter. She growled with intense pleasure. She jerked her cunt faster and harder against Wyoma's rocking head. "Uhhh! Uhhh! Suck! Suck hard!"
Wyoma couldn't get air. Her lungs began to burn. Her head was imprisoned in a soft vise as Polly's thighs closed in.
Polly panted and growled and quivered. Then she realized Wyoma was struggling and needed air. She let her disengage.
Wyoma rested her head on Polly's thigh and sucked deep gasps of air.
Polly said: "I'm sorry darling. I got carried away. It's so damned good!"
Wyoma smiled. "I know! Just let me come up for air once in a while." She drew an extra deep breath and let it out slowly. "Do you want more now?"
"Oh, do I!" Polly opened her milky thighs. She was delighted with Wyoma. "You sweet darling! You've earned something special in a few minutes."
Wyoma settled into the easy, breathless task of sucking Polly off again. She thought this afternoon was going to be a turning point in her life.

CHAPTER SIX

Doe Wilson sat pouting on Robby Cameron's twin bed. She was totally naked. She asked: "How can you be too tired to fuck?" She held his half-hard cock in her hand and flopped it contemptuously this way and that.
"Hell, we've been going at it for at least an hour!" he scowled. "And before that I jogged ten miles." He winced as she slapped his cock hard against his hip. "Hey, take it easy."
"Well, I didn't tell you to go jogging! That's dumb! You knew we had a sex date." She flipped her long, wavy red hair in a gesture of annoyance. She had only gotten two good fucks out of Robby this time. Her cunt was hungry for more cock.
He reached up and played with her small, conical tits. Her nipples were hard little pink buttons that were very ticklish when he fingered them. He said: "Give me fifteen minutes."
Doe pouted again. Her green eyes wandered around his small bedroom. She didn't like the Cameron mobile home. It was at least twenty years old and was kind of scruffy inside and out.
She reached for her tight white shorts. As she stepped into them and wriggled them up onto her slim hips, she said: "I'll see you tomorrow."
"Doe! Come on!"
She pulled her green-striped top over her head and freed her long, dark-red hair. She hadn't worn shoes when she came over from her family's mobile home six spaces up the lane.
She smiled at Robby. "I'm not really mad. We've been fucking a lot and you've got athletics. I'll call first. Okay?" She moved to the door.
Robby nodded. His cock felt like dead rubber at the moment. And he was tired from practically an hour of non-stop fucking.
Doe impulsively bent over and kissed his limber cock. "See you, sweetie." Then she quickly left his bedroom and headed down the narrow hallway to the central living room.
She was surprised to see a husky older man lounging in the velvet deep-cushioned sofa. He wore only a plaid robe and slippers. His hair was damp and awry. He was idly paging through a copy of Mobile Home Owner. He looked up.
Doe smiled. "Hi. Mister Cameron?" That was obvious. Robby was taller, but had his father's hair and eyes and nose and jaw. Even the same big ears.
She liked the way Ken's gray eyes took in her slim, sexy young body. She was still simmering in her cunt, still needing a good, long fuck.
"I'm Doe Wilson. My mother and your wife are getting to be good friends, so I guess we should, too."
Ken smiled. "Sure. Never turn down the friendship of a beautiful girl." He shifted slightly and the move pulled his robe open just enough.
Doe's green eyes widened at the glimpse of his huge naked cock. Something quivered hot and keen in her belly. "You look like you just took a shower."
"Yeah. Spilled fifty gallons of cold coffee on me. My brewer quit last Friday, so now I do all� hey, you want a job?"
"I don't think so. School starts in three weeks." She wondered if he was willing to fuck. Some older men were so straight! She went around the oval coffee table and sat beside him on the sofa. "But tell me about it."
At that moment Robby clumped out of his bedroom wearing jeans, a tank top and Nikes. He carried a baseballs glove. He stopped when he saw Doe and his father sitting side by side. He blinked and grinned. "I'm going over to the park. See you tomorrow, Doe?"
She grinned back. "Sure will." Robby's grin had told her he didn't mind if she seduced his dad. He was probably relieved a bit; it would take some of the pressure off him to keep her pussy satisfied.
When Robby had left, Doe asked: "Where's Mrs. Cameron?"
"Oh, Wyoma's over at that diet club she goes to. Be there for a couple hours at least."
Ken smiled, divining Doe's intent. He didn't for a moment think he would get to fuck this beautiful little teenager, but she might be willing to suck him off. Kids nowadays were wild! Sex crazy. Try almost anything.
Doe casually put her slim little hand on Ken's thigh and dislodged his robe. His massive cock, visibly surging in growth, was fully revealed.
"Oh. Look what I found!" She smiled mischievously and boldly curled her fingers around the very thick cockshaft. She lifted the heavy, throbbing, growing monster. His prick was clammy and warm. The cock wobbled stiffly.
Ken was embarrassed, astonished at her daring, and proud. "Bet you never saw a � a cock this big before, huh?"
Doe shook her head. She really hadn't. "This is at least two inches longer than Robby's. And a lot bigger around." She couldn't get her fingers all the way around the prickshaft. There was no way she could take this huge prick. But � what fun it might be trying!
Ken wasn't surprised she was so familiar with Robby's cock. She was a bold little cunt! God, it would be so fine to stuff about nine inches into her tight little pussy! He watched her use two hands to handle his cock. She was pumping his prick slowly, bringing up a swelling drop of clear pre-cum to the slit in the cockhead. He ran a hand under her top and explored her naked back.
He said: "Now you've got it � what are you going to do with it?"
"What do you want me to do with it?"
"Suck it." He flushed as he said it; he was not used to propositioning sexy teenaged girls.
Doe cocked her head, smiling. Her green eyes sparkled. She noted his blush. She decided to blow his mind. "Okay. I hope you've got a lot of cum."
His eyes widened. "Yeah. It's been a couple days."
"And then, if you're up to it, I might climb on and slide down the pole for a while."
Ken threw his head back and laughed. Doe laughed with him.
He fumbled her shorts open and inched them down off her slender hips as she accommodated his moves. She took off her top and sat naked beside him. She had only briefly taken her hands from his giant, throbbing cock.
Doe bent over and licked the big, accumulated drop of pre-fuck secretion from the cockhead. "Ummm!"
Ken watched in wonder. She was so young! And yet so sexy and joyful about sex. Both her small hands were wrapped around his cock again, pumping it, making his fucker even more stiff and thick and long. He hadn't had a hard-on like this in ages.
His breath caught when she opened her full-lipped mouth and engulfed his big cockhead. Her cunning tongue snaked around and over the spongy cock-knob. She knew how to suck cock. That was for sure!
Doe liked the size of his cockhead. It filled her wide-open mouth. She decided to suck him dry this first time! Maybe his cum would be as sweet and tangy as Robby's. She slid one hand down to his big balls. They stirred in her cupped hand. She tried to take more than his cockhead into her mouth, but could only manage two inches of thick cockshaft. She certainly couldn't deep-throat this monster!
She felt Ken's left hand slide down her naked back to her bare ass. He worked his fingers down under her ass, into her ass crack, into her crotch from behind and under. She squirmed as his fingers found her soupy cunt and poked inside. She found herself sitting on his forearm and wrist, with his thick strong fingers toying with her cuntlips, her tingling clit, and her juicy fuck hole.
Doe squirmed on the prong of his big thumb as it worked into her cunt hole. His first two fingers on that hand played with her vibrant clit. God, this man knew something about getting a girl hot!
She sucked his giant cock fervently. She slithered her tongue all around, and pumped his cock with both hands, bringing the skin up to kiss her straining lips.
Ken moaned softly. "You really� you really can suck!"
Her grip on his cock was gentle, yet firm. A natural grip. He'd had girls when he was younger � and women in his adult years � who gripped his cock too tightly with hands like claws, or whose touch was too light, so he didn't get much feeling from being handled. Doe's grip was just right. She was a girl who liked a man's cock in her hands.
Doe closed her eyes and concentrated on sucking his prick. She bobbed her head and pumped to meet her plunging, leeching mouth. Her hands swept up and down the long, tremendously thick cockshaft. She wriggled her tongue like a demon and wriggled her ass on his arm. His thumb was prodding to its limit into her juicy hot cunt. His fingers skated exquisitely over her clit.
Now Doe swiveled her head, achieving a quick, short, corkscrewing motion with her suctioning, clinging mouth.
Ken lay back in the deep cushions of the velvet sofa and feasted his eyes on the sight of her sucking him. He used his right hand to brush her long red hair from her face. He wanted to see every detail. His climax was gathering in his guts like a hurricane.
Doe felt Ken tightening up. His belly began humping his massive cock into her mouth. Her head rocked up and down. She pumped and sucked faster. His prick was getting so hard it was vibrating. The power of his slugging heart was causing his monster cock to jerk strongly in her moving grip.
"Hot cum coming up!" he blurted.
Doe quivered with a strange delight. She didn't understand why this moment � when a cock erupted with jism � was so important to her.
She heard Ken's labored breathing catch. His giant prick seemed to swell to an even greater size. Her mouth was stuffed with the swollen prick.
Suddenly a gush of salty, viscous cum shot into the back of her mouth and into her throat.
Doe shivered and swallowed as best she could. Her hands flew up and gown on the jerking cockshaft. Spurt after spurt of thick cum jetted into her throat. There was no way to stop it! She made ugly sounds as she managed to swallow. Yet there was more and more cum! Jism poured around her lashing tongue and dribbled out of her straining lips. Cum ran down the thick, throbbing column of prick to her clasped fingers.
She was amazed at the quantity of cum this man was shooting.
Ken cried out loudly. He panted and bellowed. "Oh, Christ! Oh, God! Oh, God!" His heavy hips flailed upward in wild, erratic surges.
Finally Doe was able to handle the diminished flow of cum. The spurts were thinner, weaker. She lifted her mouth till only her lips were fastened tightly to the top of his cockhead, over the cum-gushing slit. She drank each oozing pulse of jism.
His thick, heavily muscled chest rose and fell as he drew great sobbing breaths. He stared at Doe from dulled gray eyes.
Doe licked her lips, then licked clean her fingers, one by one. She smiled at him and lowered her head to slowly lick clean his huge, slightly softened cock. She even sucked clean the curly locks of hair at the base of the monster prick, where pools of his cum had accumulated.
Ken stared and whispered: "Jesus!"
Doe's cunt was practically boiling with need. She was still sitting on his arm, still enjoying the probing of his thumb and the rubbing by his two fingers. Even during the height of his climax he hadn't stopped manipulating her cunt.
She wondered if she could climb on and get his half-hard prick into her pussy. She wiggled it with one hand, judging. Her swampy, simmering cunt compelled her to try.
His monster cock had softened and shrunk down to only about eight inches.
Doe said, laughing: "Ready or not, here I come." She rose up on her knees and swung a leg across his naked lap. His robe was wide open.
She straddled his thick hips and lowered till her dripping cult pressed against the warm length of his fat cock. She pivoted her slim hips and rubbed her slick, drooling, spread cunt the whole length of his prickshaft. Her clit sparkled, making her gasp.
She fastened her hot, greedy mouth on his lips and kissed him lasciviously. Then she whispered, green eyes humid with lust: "I'm going to fuck you, Mister Cameron!"
Ken was dazed and delighted. "Be my guest."
The feel of her hard little nipples and small, stick-out tits against his big chest was exciting. He could feel his cock beginning to stir again.
Doe kissed him again, dancing her devilish tongue in his willing mouth. At the same time, she reached down and clasped his giant cock. She lifted it � lifted her slender hips to make room for it � and settled her juicy cunt gash onto the spongy cock-knob.
She pressed down. His huge prick bent a little in her gripping hand � but the big cockhead popped into her pussy. She moaned during the long kiss and wriggled her ass as she pressed down for more prick.
Her hot, slippery cunt was tight! Her demon tongue in his mouth and her cunt on his cock made him really hard again.
Doe took more thick inches. "Ummm! Ummm!" she waggled her ass and fucked her pussy down and down on the massive prickshaft. The cockhead was far up in her belly! She was stuffed! What a tight fit!
She broke their electrifying kiss and straightened up, bracing both hands on his wide, powerful shoulders. His monster prick was like a club upon which she was impaled. She couldn't take any more cock. Yet there were fat inches of cockshaft between her straining cunt lips and his pubic thatch.
Ken was slumped low in the deep sofa. He could see three inches of cock left out in the cold. It was a wonder to him she'd taken as much as she had. His prick was throbbing in her slippery, rippling cunt, getting thicker.
Doe's green eyes blazed with fuck-lust. "I told you I'd slide down the pole." Her insides were quivering.
Ken nodded. "Good girl." He ran his big, strong hands up her body and played with her conical little tits. Then he slid his hands down to her narrow waist. He could almost touch thumbs and fingertips.
Doe liked it when he toyed with her little tits. She liked the feel of his big hands on her body. Now he was gently gripping her taut, rounded ass cheeks, lifting her slightly.
She grunted when he let her weight press her down on the rigid cockshaft. She realized his prick was massive again. Hard as a bar of steel! She leaned forward to brace her hands against his shoulders again. She used her thigh muscles to raise up on the monster prick a few inches, then lower herself.
Her cunt was stretched to the limit. His cock was so fucking thick! She looked down to see the connection. God! All that yet! This was like fucking on a tree!
But it felt good. The big cockhead was butted softly against the deep, fleshy little doughnut that guarded her womb. That clenched organ spasmed slightly, causing shivery thrills.
She fucked up and down slowly, panting, getting a rhythm. Her awareness concentrated on her inner, deepest place. Those precious, jangling shivers of ecstasy were addictive! She licked her lips and fluttered her eyes closed and fucked her pussy up and down, up and down, up and down.
Ken gripped her slender, bony hips and helped her. He was getting that build-up again! Yeah! She could, turn on a statue!
They worked together, making her cunt an engorged, gooey fist, fucking him, her ass rising and falling, rising and falling.
Doe panted and gasped as small climaxes made her shudder and dig her fingers into his heavily muscled shoulders. Her long red wavy hair slipped forward over her, naked white shoulders and tickled his chest.
Ken was breathing deep and fast from the effort of helping her fuck and from pure horny excitement. He breathed through his mouth. His eyes were riveted on the sight of her straining pink, wet cunt mouth as it swallowed his monster prick.
Doe felt his strong fingers digging into her hips. She felt him urging her lower each time. Forcing her to take more! She whimpered.
New flares of pleasure came. The entrance to her womb was spasming. Convulsing. It was the weirdest, most intense pleasure ever!
She shuddered violently. "Oh! I can't! No more! No more!"
Ken's guts were seething. His cock was a column of hot iron! He held Doe's childlike hips in a grip of steel. His eyes glared. His lips curled back. His nostrils flared. He was going to shoot!
She went loose inside. She flopped in his grip like a rag doll. All she could feel now was the terrifying monster prick rammed up into her pussy. She vented small, fierce screams. Her throat turned raw. Her ecstasy shook her in an unending series of racking shudders.
Ken powered her up and down even more savagely. He yelled as he spurted. His cum slimed her cunt and made both their sensations more acute.
Finally, he let Doe collapse onto his heaving chest. He wrapped tired arms around her. She quivered constantly. His giant cock, still buried in her spasming cunt, slowly softened.

CHAPTER SEVEN

Polly smiled as she towed Robby toward the master bedroom of her mobile home. "I'm delighted you came to visit me, instead of Doe."
She wore only a translucent pale-blue nylon sleep top with spaghetti straps. Her small white ass swayed entrancingly as she walked.
Robby said sullenly: "Doe's over at our trailer making it with my dad!"
Polly laughed and turned to face him just outside the bedroom door. "Oh ho! And am I getting you on the rebound?"
Robby stopped, dazzled by her fiery red hair, her glowing green eyes, her slim, but well-rounded little body. She was even shorter than Doe! And Polly had much bigger tits. His blue eyes were captivated most by Polly's lush mouth. There was something about her full, glistening lips and her darting, promising little pink tongue that told him, this little woman would do anything in bed.
He said, flustered: "Uhhh, well, in a way. But I wanted to see you alone before today." His eyes were now attracted to her big nipples which poked out the see-through nylon. The sleep top only barely covered her small, rounded hips. He could see a hint of her red-haired triangle.
Polly nodded. She casually trailed her right hand onto the growing cock-bulge in his tight jeans. "I'm flattered, then. But I'm afraid�" she took his hand, opened the bedroom door and towed him inside, "� I'm not alone just now."
Robby gaped at the naked man on the bed.
Polly chuckled and kept a tight hold on Robby's hand. "Don't run! Robby, meet Jim, my husband. He came home for a quickie, the dear."
Jim was not in the least embarrassed. He had a good-sized hard-on, too. His cock was wet. He smiled. "Glad to meet you, Robby. I could use some help in satisfying this voracious woman."
Polly said: "I'm only voracious when I suck. I'm insatiable when I fuck."
"You and Doe, both!" Robby said.
"That girl!" Polly towed Robby, unresisting, to the bed. She sat on the edge and began opening his jeans. Her small fingers handled the belt and snaps and zipper with practiced skill.
Jim watched, interested. "I hear you're well endowed."
Robby was speechless as Polly pulled his jeans down. He hadn't bothered putting on briefs. His big cock, trapped in his left pantleg, sprang up and out when it was freed.
Polly cried happily: "Oh! What a beautiful cock! See, Jim? Didn't I say he was really hung?"
Jim smiled wryly.
Polly took Robby's big cock in her gentle, yet greedy hands and pumped the skin slowly, sensually. "Ummm! It looks good enough to cat." She leaned forward and adroitly slipped his cockhead into her lush mouth. "Ummm."
Robby stood rigidly, not quite believing this was happening. He gaped down at what Polly Wilson was doing. His cock hardened even more. He looked to Jim Wilson.
Jim winked. "She likes really big pricks." Robby said: "You ought to get my dad over here. He's a lot bigger than I am."
Polly took her hot, wet mouth from Robby's cock, "Is he? We'll have to have a big party together, we two families. A real swap session."
"I don't know about my mom."
Polly smiled. "Oh, I do. I know Wyoma really well. I think she and Jim would have a lot of fun together."
Robby made a funny face and shrugged. "Okay by me."
Jim asked: "What's your dad's name?"
"Ken. Kenneth Cameron."
Polly looked startled. "His name is Ken? Kenny! Of course! Kenny Cameron! If it's the same man � I knew him at Burroughs State. My God! Was he on the college wrestling team?"
Robby nodded. "Yeah. He won some awards, I think."
Polly laughed. "I'll bet he won't recognize me! My God, what a small world! And now I've got his son's beautiful cock in my hands." She shook her head and smiled. Then she looked up. "Do you want to fuck me while I finish sucking off my husband?"
Robby blinked. But he was getting used to Polly. She was wild! "Yeah. Okay. If Jim doesn't mind."
Jim laughed. "Be my guest. That's not my favorite fuck hole, anyway."
Polly climbed onto the big bed and slipped the blue nylon sleep top up and off. She tossed it onto a nearby chair. She knelt over Jim's thighs and kissed his hard cock.
She murmured to his cock: "Don't worry, baby. You'll be all hot and wet and feeling good in Mama's mouth again. Just a minute." She looked over her naked shoulder at Robby. "Come on, Robby. Get naked and get on and get it in!"
Robby obeyed, quickly finished stripping. He saw he would be fucking her from behind, doggie-style.
Polly's deep cunt itched for the feel of the boy's big cock. She asked Jim: "How much time to you have?"
He glanced at his watch. "Half an hour."
She nodded. To Robby, she said: "Play with me any way you want. Get me hot. And get yourself hot. And then � don't hold back. Fuck me!"
He nodded. He moved up behind her and reached around for her large, hanging tits.
Polly loved the feel of his big, strong young hands on her tits. His big, stiff cock was nudging against her ass crack, poking at her crotch from behind, and teasing her sloppy wet cunt.
She kissed Jim's cock and slowly pressed her warm, soft lips over the prickhead. She growled with lust as she took his cock deep into her mouth. She laved her tongue over and against the cockhead and especially on the triangle of pleasure.
She groaned as Robby pinched and tweaked her large, swollen nipples. She wished there was a way he could suck on her tits. Maybe later, after Jim went back to work.
She took Jim's of cock to the root. His cock was lodged in her throat now, throbbing hotly, as her palate and throat muscles spasmed on it. She gave up a few inches of prickshaft to take three quick, deep breaths. Then she forced her head down again to take his cock into her throat once more. Her sensuous lips worked hungrily on the root of his prick. Her small nose was pressed into his sparse brown pubic hair. Her tongue searched lower, seeking his cum-loaded balls.
Polly wanted Jim to have a great climax. She wanted him to shoot his cum like a geyser! She wanted every drop of his jism.
Robby was squeezing her full tits. His fingers sank deep into the soft tit flesh. Her hardened nipples dug into his palms. He was really getting into it now. His big thick eight-inch cock was dripping pre-cum onto her calves, smearing it against the beautifully rounded white cheeks of her ass.
She was squirming as she deep-throated Jim's pulsing cock. She wanted Robby's cock buried in her cunt. She was almost to the point of telling him when his cockhead wobbled into the soft wet nest of her cunt lips. She cried out around the hard shaft of Jim's cock and pressed back against the lovely contact at her cunt.
At the same time, Robby realized where his cock was and couldn't resist pressing forward. The combination of pressures rammed his cock into Polly almost to the balls.
She groaned with delight and pressed back for the rest of the big long prick. But she didn't forget the cock buried in her mouth and throat. It was impossible to forget. Jim was getting close to coming. He was starting to writhe, to press his cock up tightly against her engulfing lips. He was keeping his cock buried. She could hear him breathing fast and hard.
She retreated for air and gasped: "Yes, Robby! Fuck me! Hard! Fuck me hard! Slam it deep! Uhhh! Uhhh! Yes!"
Then she plunged her head to take all of Jim's jerking, rock-hard cock. He was close now! She sucked his cockhead with cleverly disciplined throat, muscles.
Robby hunched over Polly's slim white back. His hands gripped her fat tits, mauling them as he fucked his long thick cock into her clenching slippery cunt.
Jim jerked his hips wildly. His face turned mottled. He panted hoarsely.
Polly's lungs burned for air, but she kept his cock fully in her mouth and throat. She knew it was only a matter of seconds. She loved this moment. She wriggled her tongue in a welter of saliva against the total length of Jim's throbbing cock. Her upper throat muscles spasmed like a small, soft, clenching fist on his cherry-like cockhead.
Jim groaned as if in agony. Polly whimpered with joy and pleasure as his cum splashed into her throat. She was being butted from behind as Robby fucked everything he had into her.
Jim spurted cum wildly in her mouth. He bellowed like a wounded bull. He thrashed, on his back, rocking her head with strong jerkings of his loins.
Polly was being jolted forward and up, as a huge cock plunged in her cunt to the hilt, and as another cock erupted with hot cum in her mouth.
She loved it! She clung to Jim's jumping hips and let him rock her head up and down, providing movement in her clinging, suctioning mouth as he continued to squirt thick cum.
She was about to climax, too! Robby's wonderfully long, thick prick was making her cunt a golden sleeve. The pleasure suffused her small body. Her tits felt hot and tingly from Robby's continual merciless squeezing and twisting. Her nipples felt like red-hot stones.
Jim pushed her greedy mouth off his cock. "That's enough!"
Polly swallowed a mouthful of sweet cum and gasped. She scooped his softening cock into her mouth again and sucked the last drooling drops. She pressed her face into his cum-saturated crotch.
She grunted as Robby entered his final, glorious moments of pleasure. He was fucking into her pussy, ramming to the limit, jolting her guts, spasming her womb, causing rolling internal shudders of ecstasy.
She quivered as Robby gushed hot cum. She panted, moaned, and rubbed her cum-smeared face against Jim's swiftly shrinking cock. She wasn't satisfied yet. She suddenly pictured herself the center of an orgy � with Jim, Robby, and Kenny all using her at once! She would be taking a total of twenty � four inches of prick in her cunt, ass and mouth!
Polly wriggled back against Robby's plunging, cum-spurting cock. She loved to make men cry out and pour their cum into her body!
Fucking was the best fun in the whole world!

CHAPTER EIGHT

Wyoma poured three scoops of commercial grade ground coffee into the giant urn, turned the valve to feed water into the system, and flicked the switch.
She turned to the task of opening another twenty-pound can. She liked working with Ken again, in the business. She was glad Laura had quit and left town.
She heard voices in the office. Ken with a customer, she imagined � except the other voice sounded like Polly's!
Wyoma frowned. Why was Polly here? To tell Ken secrets? Wyoma went to the door and quietly, slowly, turned the knob and eased the solid door open just a crack.
Yes, it was Polly. She was standing by Ken's desk, leaning over, showing her big milky white breasts in a low-cut red blouse. Her ass filled pink jeans.
Wyoma listened intently to the conversation.
Polly said teasingly: "Kenny, seriously, don't you know me? I'm Polly Wilson now, but about nineteen years ago I was Polly Rogette. Umm? Remember?"
Ken scowled, studying her. Then his eyes and mouth opened widely. "Polly? My God, I don't believe it!"
She laughed, delighted. "Quite a change from the fat, sloppy, stringy-haired little wimp of a college girl you knew then, hmm?"
Ken's eyes scanned her body. He grinned. "Better believe it."
"The best thing you ever did for me was drop me like that. I bounced into a pretty good marriage� to another wimp. Jim Wilson. But we've both changed. Wowee, have we changed!"
"You never know how thing's will turn out."
"How true. But I never forgot you, Kenny. Especially, I never forgot that wonderful horse-cock of yours."
Ken was startled for a second. He laughed. "I never forgot you were the only girl who could take it all."
Polly nodded, smiling suggestively. "Umm. And now that I've rediscovered you, I want to take it again."
He laughed. "You've gotten bold as hell."
"Bolder than that." Polly went around his desk and kissed him. Her small hand rubbed the crotch of his tan slacks.
Wyoma, watching, held her breath. She knew Ken had been fucking Laura. She hadn't cared. Now she felt twinges of jealousy and possessiveness. But she also knew Polly was a swinger, a sensualist, a lover of fucking for fucking's sake. Polly didn't want Ken for keeps.
Ken succumbed for long seconds. Wyoma knew how overpoweringly sexual and luscious Polly's kisses were. She saw how skillfully Polly stroked and caressed the swelling cockbulge in Ken's slacks.
Polly had unzipped his pants and was slipping her hand inside when he pushed her away. "Hey, I've got a wife�"
"I know Wyoma. We've met. We're very close. The coincidence is � you live in space number forty-seven at Elite Estates, and Jim and I rent the trailer in space fifty-two."
"Yeah. Well, Wyoma's in the next room." Wyoma opened the door wide. "Listening and watching," she said.
She smiled at Ken's expression. She felt bold and daring. Her fucking with Polly had cracked her shell and let a new Wyoma emerge. Wyoma went to the office door and locked it. She reached to pull the blinds.
"I don't mind if you � if you fuck Polly. I'd like to watch."
Ken appeared shocked. Polly smiled. "That's fine with me. I like an audience." She closed in on Ken again. "We can have us a three-way, if you want." Her hand delved again into his slacks, and this time he didn't resist.
Ken stared at Wyoma. "What's gotten into you?"
Wyoma came close to the desk to watch Polly draw forth Ken's giant cock. The thick, rubbery prickshaft bent as it was pulled free, then wobbled into the air, amazingly large, the fat cockhead showing a drop of pre-cum already.
Wyoma went to her knees on the padded carpeting beside Ken's swivel chair. "Nothing very much," she said, thinking of Polly's finger in her asshole. "I just realized a few important things."
Polly went to her knees on the other side of Ken's chair. She hadn't let go of his huge cock. She asked Wyoma, her green eyes sparkling: "Care to join me for lunch?" She waggled his prick to show her meaning.
Wyoma nodded. She unplugged, the office phone from the floor jack. She clasped Ken's cock, too, above Polly's hold. She took the first suck.
Ken stared as Wyoma pulled his massive cockshaft to her open mouth and engulfed the cockhead. Her tongue swiveled and slithered. She wasn't fooling around!
Polly cupped his big heavy balls in a warm little hand and lifted them to her greedy mouth. She slurped the fat cum-makers into her hot mouth, one after the other. She suckled his balls artfully, rolling them on her tongue, gently moving them from cheek to cheek like a cud.
Ken slumped lower in the creaking chair. His prick was rigid now. It towered above his lap.
He watched the two women worshiping his monster cock. Wyoma's behavior was surprising as hell! But he admitted he liked what was going on. He wondered where in hell it was going to end. As for Polly! One minute she walks in � a stranger � and the next minute she's hauling his cock out and sucking his balls!
But this was a new, wild, exciting scene for Ken. He wasn't about to do anything to stop it. His wife and Polly obviously knew each other well, and just as obviously Wyoma was a changed woman.
He put his hands on their necks and played finger games with their hair as Wyoma mouthed his huge prick. He sighed with pleasure.
Wyoma sucked his prick for two minutes, then lifted her hot, wet mouth from it and said: "Want it for a while?"
Polly nodded and let his balls slip from her mouth. With almost the same motion, she took his cockhead in. She sucked as if she was sure his cock was the fountain of youth. She moaned passionately as she slurped and slobbered over the monster prick.
Wyoma watched Polly suck with an appreciative, expert eye. The little redhead was taking the cockhead and three inches of the thick shaft � taking it into her throat. Ken was beginning to rock his hips in the chair, causing a loud squeak-squawk from the springs.
Wyoma did the ball-sucking number while Polly sucked his cock.
Ken breathed faster and faster. Now it was Wyoma again filling her mouth and upper throat with his huge cock. His pleasure was getting stronger and stronger. Wyoma ran the skin of his long, wrist-thick cockshaft up and down, up and down, to meet her straining lips. God, he wanted to come! The power of a mind-blasting orgasm was concentrating, coiling, making his guts tremble.
He grunted when Wyoma yielded his cock to Polly's voracious, lascivious mouth.
Wyoma knew Ken wasn't going to last much longer. He was panting hard and his loins were jerking the incredibly stiff, thick column of his prick into Polly's clinging, sucking mouth.
Wyoma decided � as a courtesy � to let Polly have the first big spurt of cum. She whispered to Polly: "Get him over the edge, then pass the gusher."
Dolly was sucking fervently, as aware as Wyoma how close Ken was. She made some sounds in her throat.
Wyoma licked the thick, pulsing sides of the massive cock, below the cockhead, which was buried in Polly's sensual mouth.
Ken made a quivering guttural sound. He gasped loudly, and his body stiffened. His prick was enormous. Polly sucked his cock wildly.
Abruptly, he shouted: "Ahhhhhhhhh! Ahhhhhhhh!" And his monster cock spasmed visibly. Polly lifted her mouth off his swollen cockhead.
Watching, Wyoma almost flinched at the jet of hot white cum that shot from the tiny slit on his cockhead into Polly's waiting, open mouth.
Then Wyoma instantly yanked Ken's cum spouting cock to her own mouth and clamped her lips tightly on the prickhead. But not before one thick spurt of cum splattered on her forehead.
Wyoma felt a fierce joy, a strange power, as Ken continued to spurt jism into her suctioning mouth. He was bellowing freely and thrashing in the chair as her tongue lashed the flowing cum into a froth against his sensitive, overloaded pleasure nerves.
She loved the taste of his cum. She loved sucking his prick. And she had an idea that soon she would love being fucked by him.
Wyoma felt a tug on Ken's cock. Polly wanted it back.
Wyoma gave the cock up and sat back on her heels, watching the final throes of Ken's powerful climax. Cum dripped down from her forehead and flowed down the left side of her nose. She watched Polly greedily sucking the last few spurts, the diminishing pulses, the oozings. Wyoma stuck her tongue out and licked cool drops of thick slow-moving cum from her upper lip.
Ken finally had to sob out: "Stop, for Christ's sake!" he pushed Polly's head away with shaking hands.
Polly continued holding his cock upright. She watched it and her green eyes glowed. "That was good! That was a good one! You shoot off better than I remembered, Kenny."
"Shiiiit!" He grinned ruefully. "God! Yeah. Well, I've had a lot of practice. Wyoma would rather suck me off than have me fuck her."
Wyoma said quickly; "That was then. I've learned a lot from Polly about myself."
Polly smiled, swallowed the cum in her mouth, and leaned forward to delicately lick the last residue of oozing cum from Ken's giant cock.
His cock was becoming limber, subtly shrinking, drooping over Polly's gripping hand.
Polly let his limp prick fall and turned to Wyoma. "Now, what about our fun?"
Wyoma felt her cunt warming up. Her nipples tingled with anticipation. She brushed back her straight blonde hair and returned the smile. She was getting a kick out of being different and surprising Ken.
She asked: "What did you have in mind?" She began to take off her smock.
Polly said: "We could give Kenny a show. We could do a bit of sixty-nine, for instance." She stood up to skin down her pink jeans.
Ken sat in his chair, shaking his head, his big cock unattended and still as a dead pink snake, and watched his wife and his former girlfriend strip naked. "I don't believe this."
Polly stepped out of her pink panties and was stark naked. Her proud tits rode big and round on her small chest. Their nipples were puffed and crinkled. Her small cunt bush showed wetness at her pussy lips.
Wyoma by that time was also down to her panties. She thumb-hooked them down over her bony hips and let them slide down her long slender legs to the carpet. She stepped clear of them and welcomed Polly into her arms.
Ken gaped as his wife joined Polly in an obviously passionate tongue kiss. As he watched their soft hands roaming over smooth backs, rounded asses, thighs, and tits, he felt a renewed stirring of lust in his loins. His limp cock stirred.
Wyoma whispered to Polly: "I'll get on the floor."
She settled down, kissing lower and lower. She knelt on the carpet and found she could easily suckle on Polly's fat nipples. Polly was really a short woman. Short, but fully packed!
Wyoma said to her: "You eat me. Ken, when you get interested, come and fuck her. I know that's what you're both dying to try."
Ken said: "Christ, you sure have changed!"
Polly laughed, delighted. "Oh, yes, Wyoma is a new woman."
Wyoma sucked hard on Polly's big, thimble-sized nipples. They were fun to suck, since they were so big. Her nipples gave the lips and teeth something to work with.
As she suckled, Wyoma ran her hands around onto Polly's taut rounded ass cheeks, and boldly drilled a finger into the woman's puckered little asshole. She knew Ken was watching. Would it help turn him on?
Polly squirmed and wiggled with increasing excitement from the ticklish invasion. "Oh, you devil!"
With her other hand, Wyoma played in Polly's cunt lips. The little woman was juicy wet. Her clit was swollen big as a grape. Wyoma worked two fingers up into Polly's dripping, squeezing cunt. She finger-fucked slowly. She knew Ken was leaning forward, staring, rolling his chair around the end of the desk.
Polly moaned appreciatively. She couldn't stop squirming as she stood with Wyoma kneeling before her, sucking her nips, and prodding a finger in her ass while fucking two fingers in her cunt!
Polly rolled her green eyes toward Ken and saw him close, slipping off his swivel chair. He was pushing down his slacks. His shirt was open. His monster cock was standing out from his loins in a magnificent hard-on. He was ready again!
She suggested to Wyoma: "Sit on the chair so I can eat you easier."
Wyoma nodded, understanding. This way Polly would be on all fours, with her hot cunt available to Ken from behind.
As Ken peeled off his undershirt, Wyoma reached, dragged the chair close, and sat in it. She tilted back in it and hooked her lean thighs over the padded arms. Her pussy gaped, pink and wet. Her big, sloping tits bore aroused, rigid nipples. She smiled loosely, fingered back stray blonde strands, and welcomed Polly's head into the soft, musky gorge between her open thighs.
Wyoma took a quick, deep breath as Polly's cunning tongue snaked into her cunt and found the vibrant little pink clit.
She watched Ken throw down his undershirt. He was stark naked, a husky, powerfully built man with an enormous prick which swung from his loins in long, heavy swoops when he moved. The cockhead was again dewed with a drop of clear pre-cum.
Their eyes met. Wyoma smiled and nodded. She pointed to Polly's naked, taut ass. "Do it, darling. I want you to."
Polly heard and stabbed Wyoma's tingling clit with a complicated, erotic series of tongue touches that made Wyoma catch her breath and sigh. She petted Polly's red hair appreciatively.
Ken went to his knees behind Polly. He put his big, strong hands on her plump white ass and caressed the ass cheeks. His thumbs rode into the crack and tickled her asshole.
"You want it in the ass or cunt?" Ken asked.
Polly raised her mouth from Wyoma's flushed pussy. She laughed. "My cunt, you prick."
He chuckled, joining in the laughter. Polly's sex-is-fun attitude was disarming and attractive. Why not, if nobody cared? Wyoma had obviously adopted that philosophy. She wanted Ken to enjoy himself, to fuck Polly, and she wanted Polly to have what she wanted � his huge cock fucking to the hilt in her cunt. Ken nevertheless caught Wyoma's eye and silently mouthed the words: "I love you."
She smiled and nodded understanding. She made a kiss with her lips.
Ken reached to the other chair beside his big desk and pulled its sponge-rubber seat cushion to the carpet. He said to Polly: "You're too low. Get your knees on this."
After a moment of adjusting, Polly was once more greedily licking into Wyoma's pink cunt gash, and Ken was prodding his huge cock into her dripping crotch.
Wyoma watched, fascinated, as Ken worked his fat cockhead into Polly's cunt. She couldn't see the actual insertion, but she knew exactly what was happening from their reactions.
Polly waggled her little rounded hips and pressed back against the big purplish cockknob. Ken peered down, fiercely intent, and gripped his stiff monster prick near the head. He rubbed the cocktip up and down in Polly's sloppy wet cunt lips to make the invasion easier.
Then Ken seated the prick-knob against her inner cunt mouth and reached forward for leverage by hooking his free hand over her shoulder.
He fucked his cock into Polly's spasming cunt.
Wyoma felt Polly stiffen, felt the woman's devilish tongue stop and heard a muffled groan. She knew exactly what Polly was experiencing.
Ken fucked deeper, deeper, deeper! He pivoted his hips smoothly, pistoning his huge, thick cockshaft ever deeper in Polly's tight, hot cunt. He began breathing faster.
Polly was gasping against Wyoma's open pussy. She was gripping the base of the swivel chair so hard her knuckles were white.
Wyoma watched the massive prickshaft slowly disappear into Polly's small white body. She found it hard to believe this petite woman could ever have taken Ken's huge prick, much less take it now!
But Ken's hips lurched to and fro, and more and more of his monster cock slid out, wet with the tiny woman's sticky pussy juices, then fucked in to plumb her clenching depths.
Polly was breathing fast, her face still pressed against Wyoma's slippery cunt, and she finally resumed her tantalizing, exciting licking of the clit.
Ken lifted his hot-eyed gaze to Wyoma's, and flicked a smile. But his mind was centered on his massive cock as it was fucked deeper into Polly's tight, slippery cunt.
Wyoma was comfortable in the big, tilt back desk chair. Her knees were hooked easily over the padded, leatherette arms. She was enjoying his situation very much. Polly's lapping, swirling tongue on her hard little clit was getting her pussy steamy. Wyoma realized she was going to come! And soon!
It seemed the more wild, uninhibited sexual activity she let herself indulge in, the more her guilts and frigidity from childhood were broken down, and the quicker she responded to sex contact.
If I keep this up, she thought, I'll be coming off every five minutes!
Polly groaned almost constantly as Ken powered his monster prick to the nine-inch mark. He was panting, eyes closed, licking his lips, gripping Polly's small hips as he fucked his cock almost all the way in.
The groaning, quavering sound was an added excitement for Wyoma as the vibration permeated her loins. But it was Polly's lashing tongue that had her panting, too. She arched her back as she enjoyed the sweet, hot luxury of being in the brink of a strong climax. Her insides were trembling. Her tits ached deliciously. She played with her nipples, teasing herself more.
Ken was panting hoarsely as he finally fucked his giant cock all the way in. His loins smacked Polly's vulnerable ass.
Polly visibly shuddered repeatedly. She groaned and for a few seconds pressed her mouth onto Wyoma's thigh and bit hard. Then she writhed in place and resumed her slavish eating of Wyoma's steamy cunt.
Wyoma caressed Polly's messed-up red hair and didn't resist the need to lock her fingers on the back of the woman's head and pull her face tightly to her spasming cunt.
Ken was becoming ferocious in his fuck plunges. He was fucking like a demon, sobbing for air, neck muscles taut, almost there, almost over the top, almost in the special, overpowering heaven of orgasm.
Polly was being butted hard, and the force rocked her face firmly against Wyoma's splayed, puffy cunt. She kept her agile little tongue on Wyoma's clit and let the jolts provide a special pressure and movement.
Wyoma's belly sucked and heaved. She was going off! She gasped: "Ken! Ken!"
He looked up and she saw the sweet agony of intense climax in his eyes. His face was a mask of lust.
Their eyes locked. He choked out a cry and fucked into Polly's convulsing pussy guts like a madman. His mouth contorted to a grimace.
Yet, still their eyes were locked. They watched each other come.
Wyoma shook and whimpered. She dug strong fingers into Polly's scalp. She ground her cunt against the woman's jerking mouth and, tongue.
Polly tore her mouth free of Wyoma's cunt and trembling inner thighs. She lifted her smeared, agonized face and cried: "Oh! Oh! Uhh! Uhh! Unnnnngh! Unnnnnnnnngh!"
Her green eyes were glazed. She was barely conscious. She was racked by his massive fuck plunges. She was jolted forward again and again and again!
Ken fucked his giant cock in to the hilt and held it there, grinding every possible bit of cockshaft into Polly's straining cunt.
Polly wailed helplessly. Her head flopped and jerked. Dozens of muscles in her body began to twitch.
Then Ken released her and fell back. His incredibly long, thick cock slithered out of her pussy, coated with cum and fuck juices, and still dribbling fresh cum.
He sat back on his heels and stared dully at Wyoma. He drew huge, deep sighing breaths.
Polly sprawled sideways and slowly straightened her short legs. Her fingers dug into the carpet. She rolled slowly over onto her back. She stared up at the ceiling. Her soft belly jumped and quivered without pause. Ken looked from one naked woman to the other. He slowly grinned. He got to his feet. "Anybody want some steaming-hot coffee?" Polly and Wyoma looked at each other, and for some reason each burst into laughter.

CHAPTER NINE

Wyoma Cameron lounged on the velvet sofa in the living room of the Wilson mobile home. Loud rock music flooded the small room from the stereo. Jim Wilson sat next to her, his mouth near her ear.
He said, over the blasting sound: "Want to go into the bedroom and look at some porno cassettes?" He wore a pale-blue jumpsuit and blue slippers. He sipped from a Tom Collins.
Wyoma watched Doe and Robby dancing in the middle of the room. The kids were really jerking, bobbing, and weaving in their special moves. Doe wore skin-tight red satin shorts and a loose, flowing red blouse with long sleeves.
She glanced at the kitchen bar where Polly and Ken were making canapes and obviously holding an intimate conversation in loud voices which were masked by the louder music.
Polly wore a loose paisley mumu dress with a deep-scoop neckline that showed her big round tits almost to the nipples.
Wyoma smiled and nodded to Jim. Why not? This was a planned sex party with no holds � or holes � barred. She had plans for Jim. Especially since he had the smallest prick in the group.
She picked up her glass of white wine from the coffee table and stood up. She was conscious of the way her salmon-pink lounging pajamas hung on her tall, slim body. Her big, sloping tits poked out provocatively and her nipples showed clearly.
She followed Jim to the left toward the hallway. Polly saw them and waved. Ken watched with an unreadable expression on his face.
Doe grinned and waggled her satin-clad ass. She panted as she danced. "Starting small, Wyoma?"
Jim feigned anger and gave her a whack on the ass. Doe squealed and danced away, laughing.
"Have fun," Robby said.
Jim took Wyoma's hand and towed her into the master bedroom. He shut out nine-tenths of the noise when he shut the door.
Wyoma settled onto the big bed. She took a mouthful of wine and let it trickle cool and smooth down her throat. "Ummm� which cassette are you going to show me?"
Jim went to the VCR and squatted before a cassette case set into the TV stand's lower shelf. "What do you want to see?"
"Ohhh� show me some�" She pretended to be deciding. "Something different. Show me some ass-fucking."
"Ass-fucking coming up." He slipped a cassette into the machine, turned on the TV, pressed buttons, and carried the remote control pod with him to the bed. He settled next to Wyoma. "You want to try it yourself?"
A tickle of lust itched in her asshole. Wyoma wriggled slightly. "Maybe." She drained her wine glass and put it aside on the bedside table. "Let's see what it looks like."
Jim turned on the cassette. He turned to Wyoma and began unbuttoning her pajama top as if he had every right in the world.
Wyoma didn't stop him. She put her hand lightly on his pantleg and rubbed his thigh. Her fingertips grazed the hard length of his naked cock under the blue polyester.
On the TV screen, a beautiful blonde girl opened the pants of a tall stud. His cock was very long and curved downward, like a pink hose. She was kneeling before him and he fed the cock to her mouth. She sucked eagerly, with deep swoops of her mouth, taking his prick into her throat.
Jim had Wyoma's pajama top unbuttoned. He folded it open and revealed her big, heavy, pointed tits. Her red nipples were already puffed and crinkled.
He caressed her rounded, warm tit flesh delicately, lightly teasing her glowing nipples with gentle fingertips. He shifted his hips slightly, and urged her hand on his thigh to become more intimate.
Wyoma smiled and squeezed his hard cock. She kept her eyes on the TV where the sexy young blonde was really sucking hard on what looked like at least a nine-inch prick. Wyoma said: "Get naked, Jim."
While Jim unzipped his jumpsuit and revealed his nakedness underneath, Wyoma wriggled her pajama bottoms down and off. She skinned down her pink panties, too.
She was naked and unashamed when Jim pressed close and put his hands on her again. She closed her hand on his naked, throbbing cock. His fucker wasn't too big � about six inches � and that was just what she wanted.
Jim began nursing on her tits. She slowly pumped his cock and had the urge to suck it. But she wanted to watch the porno on the TV.
On the screen, the girl finished deepthroating the stud's long prick. She appeared to listen to instructions from off-camera and crouched on her hands and knees as the stud moved behind her on his knees.
The picture moved to a close-up of her nicely rounded ass. The stud used his thumbs to part her ass cheeks and reveal the puckered little brown asshole. He lathered it with Vaseline and poked his slippery finger into the tight hole. He finger-fucked her asshole, in to the third knuckle.
The picture changed to show the blonde's young, elfin face. Her expression went through changes. She licked her lips and rolled her eyes.
Wyoma watched intently. She was spell bound. She breathed faster. Her own asshole itched constantly now.
Jim glanced up and saw her expression. He smiled and slid his left hand down onto her blonde-fuzzed cunt mound. He slipped his middle finger into the hot, wet gorge of her cunt.
Wyoma automatically opened her thighs and raised her knees to accommodate his hand. Her blue eyes were riveted on the TV where the stud was fisting his long thin cock and pressing the prickhead against the girl's greased asshole.
Jim had his middle finger sopping wet with her cunt juices now. He slipped his finger lower in her crotch and found Wyoma's asshole.
Wyoma's eyes flared. She didn't look away from the TV screen. She didn't acknowledge what Jim was doing. Her little puckered asshole was tickling as his fingertip pressed against it with tiny, exciting circular movements. She squirmed and began to breathe through her mouth.
On the screen the stud had forced the head of his prick into the girl's ass. The girl was open-mouthed, head up, showing her teeth in a grimace of pain.
But there was no pain in what Jim was doing to Wyoma. He worked his fingertip into her ass opening and began some gentle fingerfucking. The teasing, tickling sensations were driving her wild. Her asshole spasmed on his finger. She gasped and panted. She had stopped playing with his cock, but now she suddenly remembered him and began pumping his cock fast, feeling it harden dramatically. The hard throbbing returned to his cock.
On the TV, the stud was fucking his long prick deeper and deeper into the blonde's ass. He gripped her slim hips and fucked all the way in. The picture cut her anguished face. She was digging fingers into the carpet.
Wyoma wondered if it hurt that much, really. Or was that an act? The stud's cock was long, but it didn't look any thicker than most turds.
She saw the guy pull out of the blonde's ass and fuck his long prick into her cunt. She arched her back and hunched lower. She was smiling now, and reaching far under her body to tickle his balls as he fucked her.
Wyoma lost interest in the porno cassette.
She took up the control pod and turned the TV and cassette off. She admitted she wanted Jim to fuck her in the ass, even if it hurt a bit. The thought excited her even more.
Jim's moving finger in her tight little asshole was creating a hot turmoil in her guts. Her ass was getting used to fingers. She was awakened to the ticklish pleasure possible from her puckered little shithole.
She squirmed in delight and pumped his rigid cock even faster. "Do you want to do that to me?" she asked.
Jim stopped her hand on his thrumming cock. He was getting too close to shooting off. "Screw you in the ass? Bet your ass I do!"
Wyoma giggled with some embarrassment. "All right. I want you to do it." She had an inspiration. "Have you been saving up cum for tonight?"
"Um-humm. Ever since Polly announced the party four days ago."
"Can you get hard again right away if I suck you off now?"
"Sure can. Just let me suck on your big tits for a few minutes and I'll be hard as a rock."
"Good." She drew his head down and kissed him seductively on the mouth. "Then that's what I'm going to do. And that you're going to suck my titties and fuck me in the ass!"
Just saying the words made her shiver in anticipation. His prodding finger was absolutely driving her wild! Her asshole spasmed continually and her inner shit tube glowed with a weird pleasure.
Wyoma gasped: "Let's do it this way�" She urged Jim flat on his back and straddled him so her ass was over his face and she was staring at the jerking head of his rigid prick.
"Use your finger in my ass again, while I suck you."
"No problem." Jim quickly dipped his finger into her exposed, juicing cunt. Seconds later he was pressuring the finger into her tight little asshole, thrilling her by using small corkscrew movements.
"Ooooooo," she moaned, and writhing her ass helplessly. She saw his cockhead bobbing in the air before her eyes and she lunged forward to engulf his prick in her hot mouth. "Ummmm!"
She moaned around the mouthful of cock. She slurped saliva against the sensitive pleasure area with her devilish tongue. She sucked hard, then used her mouth as a cunt as she pressed forward to fuck his cockhead into her throat, then retreated so her cunning tongue could lash and slither more effectively.
Wyoma slid forward and back, dragging her chin in his curly pubic hair. She watched his balls stir when jostled by her nose. Poor things! She giggled and added a new clement of pleasure for Jim as her throat and palate vibrated.
Jim was quickly panting and grimacing with the approaching, gut-wrenching climax. He fucked his finger deeper into Wyoma's waving ass. He knew she was really turned on by this. He could feel her asshole closing down on his finger. Tight! It was going to be heaven when he got his prick into her asshole! He had an idea she was a virgin there.
As his pleasure escalated, Jim finger-fucked her asshole even faster. Then he pressed two fingers into her spasming little asshole.
The effect was magical. Wyoma sucked his cock with a moaning, wild, greedy mouth that made him think of an animal devouring a bone. Her ass danced over his head in frantic movements. He fucked both fingers deeper, twisting, turning, jabbing.
Jim couldn't resist the sparkling wave of pleasure generated by her wild mouth and frantic tongue. She had her lips plastered to the hairy base of his jerking cockmeat. Her throat convulsed on his cockhead with slippery, sliding clenchings.
He drove his hips upward in a blind desire to bury more prick than he had. Her mouth and throat were in constant insane, greedy movement.
He could feel the whole of her ass trembling around his fingers where they were fucked into her shithole. She seemed about to climax from this two-finger fucking of her ass.
Jim grunted and whined as the final, intense pleasure sensations reached their peak. His prick was totally possessed by her working mouth and tongue and throat.
Wyoma was mad with desire! The itching, tingling, ticklish glow in her ass from his plunging fingers was a fiendish torment. She was driven to frantic, gluttonous sucking of his cock. She writhed on his body, fucked in her mouth by his rigid, jerking cock, and fucked in her ass by his ravaging, demonic fingers.
She whimpered and sucked! And sucked! And sucked! She was more lust-ridden than ever for a nice-sized prick in her ass. She began to think of taking Ken in the ass. He would rip her apart! But maybe, after Jim�
His prick seemed to recoil in her mouth like a cannon. A jet of thick, sweet cum splatted deep into her throat. In spite of her control, some of his jism dripped into her windpipe and caused her to cough, even as another powerful shot of cum spurted deep.
Wyoma kept his cum-spurting cock buried in her mouth and throat. Her throat muscles convulsed as she mastered the cough and squeezed his spongy, erupting cockhead even more.
Jim howled in his extra-special, powerful orgasm. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Ohhh! Ohhh!" In his frenzied pleasure he fucked his two fingers viciously in her clamping shithole.
Wyoma quivered as the blazing, ticklish sensations in her ass somehow translated themselves in her brain to climax messages. She spasmed and shook with the release. A hot, flowing pleasure spread through her body, soft and curiously soothing in character, so that a peace came to her after the first violent internal spasms.
She quieted and sucked his cock dry with a gentle, careful mouth. She swallowed more of his sweet cum and slowly yielded his softening cock.
Jim had pulled his wet, brown-streaked fingers from her ass. He flung his arm wide. He stared up at her slowly wiggling ass and her dripping, pink cunt.
He sighed. "What a finish!"
Wyoma felt exhausted. She crawled off him and rolled onto her back. Her legs were trembling. Her strange climax had been unexpected and very welcome. She wanted more!
Doe danced closer to Robby. The hard rock music was giving her ideas! Time to shake up the party! She saw Polly and Kenny over on the sofa, kissing and feeling each other. But Polly hadn't gotten that giant cock out of his pants yet.
Jim and Wyoma were still in the bedroom.
Doe reached out and touched the big cockbulge in Robby's denim shorts as she danced by him. She was sweating freely. Her loose red blouse clung to her small, conical tits. The button nipples stuck out dramatically. The blouse was plastered to her back.
Robby grinned and flipped one of her tits.
Doe smiled and began to open her damp blouse as she danced. Seconds later she peeled it off and dropped it on the coffee table.
Pony had noticed, nudged Kenny, and called above the heavy rock beat and wailing electric guitars: "Take it off!"
Kenny joined in. "Yeah. Both of you!"
Robby pulled off his tank top and wiped his face with it before tossing it into a corner.
Doe smiled devilishly and unzipped the side of her skin-tight red satin shorts. The widening V of white skin showed she wore no panties.
She gasped to Robby: "Come on!" She reached for his fly.
Robby laughed and beat her to it. He raked open the snap and slowly strip-teased down the zipper for her as he danced. His big prick bulged into view and finally flopped out to sway and joggle from his loins � eight inches of hard young cock.
Polly clapped her hands and cheered.
Doe shimmied her shorts down and kicked them into the air. She was totally naked. She danced provocatively around Robby as he clumsily got out of his shorts.
Doe wasted no time. She spun in front of Robby and moved close, until his wildly flopping, stiff prick almost touched her sweat shiny loins.
She did sexy, graceful bumps and grinds, and then pressed tightly against him, capturing his big cock between her thighs. His cock rode stiffly in her crotch, poking its head out below her ass cheeks.
She rubbed her tits and nipples on his wet chest and lifted her succulent mouth for a brief kiss. She whispered in his ear: "Go along with it."
"What?"
"You'll see!"
She moved back away from him, continuing to dance, and trailed her fingers along the length of his wobbling prick. She lured him to the center of the small dancing area, then went gracefully to her knees before him.
"Dance in place," she said.
Robby nodded. He planted his feet and swayed and jerked from the ankles up. His cock danced in the air inches from her open mouth. She tried to capture his prick without the aid of a hand. Her head bobbed and jerked in pursuit.
Watching, Polly and Kenny laughed. Polly wormed her small hand into Kenny's slacks and massaged the naked prick she found. She opened his slacks with her other hand. She lifted the giant cock and marveled at its size. It was warm and massive in her grip. The prick weaved a hypnotic spell as she watched.
"What should I do with this?" she asked.
Kenny said, watching Doe finally capture Robby's big cock with her mouth: "There's only four things you can do with it."
Seeing the youthful Doe kneeling before his son, giving Robby a blow-job, made Kenny's huge prickmeat stiffen dramatically.
He said to Polly: "Jack it, suck it, fuck it."
"That's only three." Polly pumped the monster cock's skin up and down. The skin flowed up over the big cockhead but couldn't completely cover it. A large drop of pre-cum was building at the tiny slit.
Ken grinned. "There's the ass-fuck, too."
"Oooo. That would rip me open." Polly guided his cock to her descending mouth. "Do you have a taste for ass-fucking?"
"Yeah. I'll take it if it's offered." He unzipped the back of her mumu and slid the garment down off her naked shoulders. Her big, fully-packed tits were uncovered after the dress hung for an instant on her swollen, cork-like nipples.
Polly freed her arms of the sleeves and was naked from the hips up. She purred. "What do you want me to do with this?" She kissed the cockhead and sucked up the dewdrop.
Ken didn't answer immediately. He kicked off his loafers and pushed his slacks down and off. He shed his knit shirt and socks. He stood up, a powerfully built, naked man in the prime of his life, and grabbed Polly by her arm.
"Let's join Jim and Wyoma in the bedroom and get something going!" he said.
Polly's mumu settled around her feet when she rose, and she was enticingly naked � a petite little woman with full tits three sizes too big for her chest, with slim, rounded hips, slender legs. She laughed and leaned against him.
"Sure you want to interrupt them?" Polly asked.
"Yeah." He headed for the hallway, taking Polly with him. His giant cock wobbled heavily between his solid thighs.
Doe had Robby's cock nearly buried in her throat. She rolled her large green eyes upward as Ken and Polly passed. She winked.
Polly stroked her daughter's long, wavy red hair as she passed by. "Join us if you like."
Robby was standing flatfooted, fucking his big prick into the depths of Doe's mouth and throat. He panted: "Going to have a daisy chain?"
Polly said, as she and Ken entered the hallway on the way to the master bedroom: "You never can tell."

CHAPTER TEN

Wyoma knelt on the big bed, face pressed into the bedspread, rump arched high, moaning, taking Jim's hard prick all the way into her ass.
Her mind was a swamp of weird lust. She groaned hoarsely and reared back to meet his fast, smacking fuck-thrusts. Her small, puckered sphincter was stretched open almost to the hurting point, and she had the sensation of having a constantly surging bowel movement � a big, hard turd � in her asshole.
The hot, itchy, tickling glow was back in her guts, driving her crazy again! What a delicious torment!
She was so absorbed in her pleasures that she didn't see or hear the bedroom door open and close as Ken and Polly entered. She moaned: "Don't stop! I'm going out of my mind! Ohhhh! Ummmm."
But Jim saw. His deep, hard, regular fuck plunges into Wyoma's tight asshole faltered briefly.
Wyoma cried: "No, keep it up! I love it! You're not hurting me!"
Jim regained his rhythm. He grinned at Ken and shrugged.
Ken nodded and smiled back. He was getting an idea. This aspect of Wyoma he'd never seen before. His monster prick stiffened again, throbbing, jerking heavily away from his thighs.
Polly noticed Ken's sudden extreme arousal and guessed the reason. She arched an eyebrow and smiled at Jim. She gently crawled onto the bed.
Wyoma felt the movement in the mattress and lifted her head to look around. She saw Polly � and then Ken! She flushed violently. She buried her face again, in shame and embarrassment, and then realized Ken had not been frowning. In fact, he had looked excited and interested.
She looked up again almost instantly. Ken was grinning and nodding at her. She smiled tremulously in return. She had full permission now.
She closed her eyes to concentrate on the continuing plunges into her ass. Jim was doing it a little differently now � corkscrewing his hips, fucking his prick into her asshole from off angles, prodding his cockmeat left and right, up and down in the shit tube, churning her ass guts, making her gasp with the strange sensations.
Wyoma felt Polly pressing against her side. Then Polly's seeking hand crept between her shaking thighs and found her drooling cunt.
Wyoma moaned appreciatively as Polly's clever fingers captured her taut little clit and squeezed and tickled it. She was electrified with peaking lust! The itchy-hot glow from the ass-fucking melted into the urgent pleasure from her clit and brought her to her first climax of the night.
She clawed the bed and jerked her hips wildly. She lifted her head to howl with ecstasy and abruptly had her mouth stuffed with Ken's giant prick. Her panting moan was garbled and muffled as his prick sank into her throat.
Wyoma's blue eyes flew open. All she could see was Ken's hairy loins, his tight belly, and the sides of his arms as he gripped her head like a vise.
Her pleasures inexplicably mounted! Now Polly was jamming three fingers into her hot, begging cunt! Now Jim was smacking her ass harder than ever as he fucked her asshole like a machine!
Her asshole was spasming on Jim's reaming cock. Her throat convulsed around Ken's giant cockhead. Polly had bunched all her fingers and was twisting and turning her wet, juiced hand, forcing the whole hand into Wyoma's fluttering, stretched cunt.
Wyoma screamed with rapture around the hot, hard cockmeat in her flexing throat. Her lungs burned for air but she didn't care. This was an incredible experience! She could feel Polly's small, slender fingers seeking her inner, deepest place. She could feel the fingers tickling the super-sensitive entrance to her womb!
Wyoma thrashed and shuddered as her mind was overloaded with intense pleasures. She shook violently. She almost lost consciousness. At last, Ken pulled out his massive prick and let her gasp for air.
She didn't beg for mercy. She sobbed: "More! More!"
Jim was drawing quick, rasping breaths. His fucking of her burning asshole was reaching a crescendo. He was jolting her with the urgency of his fucking.
Shivers of ecstasy rippled through her. She whimpered and bucked her hips as much to take Jim's pounding prick in her hot ass as to help Polly cram more hand and wrist into her engorged cunt.
Then Ken's big cockhead was pressed to her open mouth again and Wyoma swallowed it deep, taking the jaw-cracking thickness of hot cockshaft in and in, past the root of her tongue. She felt the huge prick distend her neck, felt it reach almost to her larynx. Her straining lips took more! She felt dizzy with overpowering lusts as Ken mashed his hairy belly against her face.
Polly was working hard, hand-fucking Wyoma. She had her left hand in to the wrist.
Jim whined helplessly and went wild. He shot cum like a fountain into Wyoma's shithole.
To Wyoma, his cum felt like boiling cream. Her eyes rolled and she quivered and trembled.
Ken began fucking Wyoma's throat, sliding his monster prick in to the limit, burying ten fat, steel-hard inches of cock, pulling out till only the prickhead was in her mouth. He let her suck on his cock there, using her tongue and cheeks and lips, and then he rammed it deep! What an incomparable sensation it was to sink his gigantic cock that far into her throat and feel the muscles spasm and flutter. And he knew she loved to suck his cock. She loved to have him fuck her in the mouth, and deeper.
He was willing to jet his first load of cum into her gullet tonight. But later � maybe here, maybe in their own mobile home � he was going to give her well broken-in asshole a try. He had an idea he'd be very welcome, too!
Polly reached around with her right hand and found Wyoma's swollen clit. She stroked the tiny pea-like organ as she continued to hand-fuck the bigger, blue-eyed blonde woman. She marveled at how far Wyoma had come in the few days she had known her.
Wyoma had been a walking sexual time bomb! Wyoma climaxed again! She rocked her hips down on Polly's hand, driving the fingers to the limit in her slobbering, drooling cunt.
And Wyoma wanted above all now to get Ken off in her throat. He was still holding her head firmly with his strong hands. He continued to fuck his massive cockshaft into her abused mouth and throat. He had to be close!
Ken was gasping and sweating as he fucked in and out of his wife's gullet. His huge cockmeat was like iron! His prick had swollen till the slippery friction of her throat clenched his cock-knob. A great fist of hot cum was gathering. He panted and gripped her blonde head harder. He fucked her mouth ruthlessly. It was fantastic! He was unaware of his choking sobs, his contorted mouth. He was unaware that Doe and Robby had entered the bedroom and, with Jim, were watching, spellbound. Robby's eyes were like saucers.
Ken was almost over the edge. He pulled his cock out of Wyoma's mouth completely. She coughed and strangled for a few seconds while getting her breath. Her chest heaved. Her heavy tits hung low, grazing her stiff nipples along the bedspread.
Polly tired of thrusting her hand and wrist into Wyoma's clenching cunt. It was hard work. She withdrew her dripping hand and simply lay watching the final act of this extraordinary orgy.
Wyoma felt more alive now than ever before in her life. She had had two explosive comes and knew she could go off again and again. But that was for later. Now, above all else, she wanted to claim the pools of hot cum she knew were simmering in Ken's big balls. She took three deep breaths and raised her head for more throat-fucking. She scooped his swollen cockhead into her mouth and pressed forward to fuck the massive cockmeat deep into her throat.
Ken's hands tightened on her head. His hips pistoned the long, thick prickshaft all the way in to the balls, till her nose pressed into his knotted belly and her straining lips kissed the awful thickness at the base of his prick.
The experience of having his giant cock all the way in her throat was almost traumatic for Wyoma. She's never quite gone this far with cock-sucking before. But she wanted it. There were no limits for her now. Nothing was forbidden!
She didn't really care for throat-fucking because it reduced her to a thing � a spasming throat. There was no skill in that, no sucking art, no involvement of mind and tongue and hands.
But it was what she and Ken wanted just now, at this time.
Ken was hanging in that golden moment of ecstasy when the irresistible tide of pleasure rose ever higher and took command of his body and mind.
He fucked his giant cock into Wyoma's mouth and throat to the absolute limit. He drew racking, shuddering sobs. His massive prickmeat was fire and iron! Her throat was like a multi-fingered velvet fist as it squeezed and rippled along his cock.
His powerful body shook. He drew back, trembling, and fucked deep again! His monster cock jerked in her tight throat and spewed hot, syrupy white cum down her gullet.
Ken cried: "Ahhhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!" He fucked her mouth wildly, ruthlessly, rocking her head with repeated, total fuck-thrusts. His cockhead jetted spurts of slippery cum into her throat.
Wyoma was mindless. Her blue eyes were glazed. She trembled with the intensity of her emotions as Ken spurted great amounts of sweet jism. What a man!
Her lungs were fiery and in need of oxygen again. Black spots floated before her eyes. She was close to collapse. Her throat was sore from the battering and friction and bruising invasion of Ken's massive cockmeat. But she loved it! She loved being able to provide her man so much pleasure. And she knew the next time they fucked he would give her an equal amount of pleasure, if not more. Her body seemed to have turned on recently, to have developed a tremendous capacity for ever more powerful climaxes.
Ken's cries of ecstasy changed to cries of anguish. He carefully pulled his huge wet cock club from Wyoma's throat. He eased the cum-coated cockhead from her clinging mouth. He gasped as she tried to suckle clean the spongy mass of sensitive nerves. He let himself lean back against the headboard. He stared at her mouth as she swallowed his jism.
Wyoma let herself sprawl flat on the bed. Her crouching position had set up an ache in her hips. She wanted only to rest now and savor the memory and the taste.
But she was going to continue the orgy. Her newly awakened asshole, her cunt and her mouth demanded it.
Polly said: "Let's let them have a little rest. Everybody into the living room. I've got some ideas."
Doe whispered in Robby's ear as they left the bedroom. "What did you think of that?"
Robby was still stunned from seeing his mom and dad perform like super porno stars. "It blew my fucking mind!"
"Umm. I think Polly wants you to fuck her. She's got that horny look in her eyes that only a big prick can satisfy."
Robby didn't mind that prospect. He asked Doe: "What about you?"
"Oh. I think she's got plans for me, too." Doe smirked knowingly and exchanged looks with her mother.
Polly urged Jim into Doe's bathroom for a shower. She was stark naked � as were Robby, Doe and Jim � and not in the least embarrassed by it. She was proud of her small, big titted body. She exercised daily to keep in shape, to keep her tits high and firm. She had paused in the bedroom on the way out to take a large, flat box from a dresser drawer. Now she was going to get some action � with herself as the centerpiece.
Polly brushed against Robby's bare hip and let her hand trail over his strong, tight ass cheeks. "Let's all get on the floor. Jim will join us in a minute. Now, what I have in mind is something for everybody, with me in the middle, either giving it or getting it."
They sat in a rough circle on the padded carpet. Robby was still amazed. This was turning out to be a real, non-stop, full-fledged orgy!
Polly opened the box and showed a variety of sex toys. She smiled at Doe. "Shall we let Robby do double duty?"
Doe burst out laughing. "Okay."
Robby scowled. "What?"
Polly took an electric crotch-hip harness from a segment of the velvet-lined box.
She said to Robby: "You wear this so the dildo base is against your ass. Doe picks out the cock she wants, screws it on the base, and you become a miracle man, able to fuck two women at once!" Her green eyes sparkled with humor and lust.
Robby saw what was intended. He didn't know if they were serious. But Doe, though giggling, was nodding. Her green eyes, too, were glowing with lust.
He said: "I have a cock front and back, huh? Can you two work out the positions okay?"
Polly nodded. "We've had a lot of practice."
Robby heard the sound of Doe's shower. "What about Jim?"
Polly said: "If he gets interested, one of us will suck him."
Robby blinked. He looked at Doe. She sucked off her own dad? Wow! What a family! He couldn't imagine his mother going down on him.
Doe saw the play of thought on Robby's face. She kissed him. "Don't worry about it. No guilt, no harm. Dig?"
He shrugged. "Okay. Show me how to get this thing on." He took the harness from Polly.
Three minutes later, Robby was kneeling, facing the sofa. Polly was slumped low on the sofa, knees drawn up, legs on his shoulders, with his big cock fucked halfway into her hot, tight, juicy cunt.
Behind him on the low coffee table padded by a long sofa cushion, Doe lay on her back, knees drawn up, hooked by her hands, with a seven-inch vibrator dildo projecting more than halfway into her hot, tight, juicy cunt from the base � which was strapped tightly to Robby's ass.
Polly said: "All set?"
Doe said: "Go!" She reached forward and turned on the cock-shaped vibrator.
Robby was surprised to feel vibration in his ass from the humming dildo. It felt good. He looked around over his shoulder but couldn't see Doe's cunt. Butte noticed tiny twitches in her face. She winked.
Polly said: "Robby, fuck me. Don't think of Doe. Just concentrate on fucking me hard and deep and fast."
"Yeah� okay." He liked the sensation of her honey-fisted cunt tightening on his cock. He plunged forward and fucked his prickmeat in to the hilt.
Polly moaned and clutched the edges of the sofa cushion under her ass. He was just the right size for her. Kenny's huge prick stretched her pussy too much. Taking him was like taking a baseball bat. But Robby � ahhh, his cock was perfect!
Doe bugged her knees closer to her small tits. Every time Robby reared back, he fucked the vibrator dildo deep into her flushed, soupy cunthole. God, it was good! She loved vibrators almost as much as real prick. This vibrator was a favorite of hers, with its molded likeness to a real prick and its clit-thumper projecting forward from the dimpled base.
She admired Robby for his aplomb in adapting to this scene. This was a mind-blowing night for him.
Robby was moving faster now, driving forward, thrusting his fucker to the limit into Polly's grasping cunt walls. He was doing a great job!
He had to work a little harder as he fucked Polly. There was resistance in Doe's tight pussy, as well as in Polly's pussy. He had been a little surprised at the size of the vibrator Doe had chosen. It had to be at least as long as his cock, even if it wasn't as big around. He soon forgot the distraction of the tensioned straps around his hips and upper thighs, and the weird feel of the dildo base against his lower ass crack.
Robby got into fucking Polly. He concentrated on slamming into her sweet, hot, tight cunt with every inch of cock he had. And he was hard as a rock now. She was getting eight solid inches of hard prick.
Polly stared down at the total fuck-plunges. What a marvelous cock! What a great young stud he was! Umm! He was smacking hard against her gaping pink cunt lips, jolting her, sending skyrockets of pleasure into her brain from her impacted, thrumming clit. Her guts were turning to boiling jelly!
Doe was panting, squirming, twitching. Robby's lust was working for her, too! Every time he rammed Polly he had to rear back quick and hard � and that was when Doe got the dildo fucked into, her pussy. That was when the humming, buzzing shaft drilled into her clenching, spasming fuck hole and made her clit explode into powerful shocks of sensation.
She quivered into a swift, sharp climax! She wailed helplessly. She trembled with the intensity of it! And even as she shook, she hoped Robby could last another three or four minutes; she wanted another come. They got stronger each time!
Polly heard Doe's wailing cry and saw how it distracted Robby. He was about to stop fucking and look around when Polly said urgently: "Don't stop! She's only coming! It's working beautifully for us!"
He nodded and didn't miss a fuck-thrust.
Polly allowed herself to give full vent to her pleasure. She moaned as if in agony. She quivered each time he fucked his big cock into her cunt. Her soft white belly was jarred with the impact. Her big round tits heaved and quivered. Her large, swollen nipples stuck out like wrinkled corks.
She cried: "Yes! God, yes! Keep on hammering it in! In! Ahhhh! Ahhh! Harder! Harder! Oh, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"
Her green eyes blazed with hot lust. She gripped Robby's arms where they braced on each side of her head.
Polly was almost into climax. She gasped and groaned. She saw Jim enter the living room, but it didn't matter. All that was important now was the seething, exploding ecstasy in her pussy.
Doe saw her father approach and smile down at her. He was naked. She barely comprehended his presence. Her nerves were delightfully jangled from the marvelous vibrator fucking she was getting.
The sight of his wife and daughter both being fucked at the same time by Robby was amusing to Jim. Trust Polly to think of a gimmick like this! He watched all three getting such great pleasure and it began to get to him, too. Especially the way Doe squirmed and shivered constantly from the fuck-thrusts of the big vibrator. Her long, red hair hung down over the edge of the cushion and the coffee table in shimmering waves. Her small conical tits stuck up, quivering.
It was a tempting sight to Jim. He went to his knees beside the end of the table. His six-inch cock was hard again. He put his hands on her lovely little tits.
Doe smiled and sighed with pleasure and willingness. "Ummm. I like that." She turned her head to the left and saw the head of his prick dancing an inch from her full lips. She flicked out her pink tongue and licked his prick.
Jim fed Doe a comfortable mouthful of his cockmeat. She sucked on his cock avidly, slurping her tongue this way and that, closing her mouth tightly on it, suctioning the cockhead. She loved sucking her father's prick.
Robby saw Jim. Robby was instantly embarrassed and a little anxious. But then he saw what Doe was doing for her dad! Jim even winked at him!
Robby was almost to his peak. His cock was so big and hard it ached. His balls ached. Cum pleasure was seething and boiling in his balls. He panted and gasped and watched Polly go spastic and creamy with ecstasy. Her deep, clenching, slippery cunt clasped his rampaging cock in a heavenly grip. Her internal pussy muscles rippled like fingers. Her face twisted. Her mouth contorted.
Then the boiling cum would not be denied any longer!
Polly went into a long series of shudders that sent screams of rapture from her lungs. She felt Robby's cock erupt in her cunt! The scalding cum inundated her fuck hole. He reared and plunged, fucking her with terrifying power. He was shouting and cursing.
Doe knew what was happening. Her shivers of pleasure increased. She sucked with special fervor on her father's rigid prick. She strained to take more cock.
The vibrator cock was smacked wildly into her spasming, juicing cunt by Robby's savage movements. She crowed with pleasure as a third orgasm flared and as her father's cock suddenly spewed hot, salty cum into her throat. She swallowed greedily as she sobbed for breath and gloried in her shattering sensations.
Wyoma cuddled against Ken on the big bed. They had just taken a shower together. She traced a path on his big chest with her fingertip from droplet of water to droplet of water.
She said: "It's funny, after all these years � I feel I'm just now ready to be a good sex partner for you. I think I'm ready to let you do anything you want."
Ken smiled. He played with her big, soft left tit. "You want me to ass-fuck you? Think you'll really make it that way?"
"Yes. I've discovered I like a certain amount of asshole excitement." She shivered at her boldness in saying those words. She felt her face heat up. "I've broken down a lot of barriers lately, with Polly and Jim and with you. I've burned away a lot of guilt and modesty and narrow-mindedness. I've been climaxing sooner, easier, stronger."
"Okay, I'll fuck you both ways, doggie style."
Wyoma trembled with excitement. "Oh, yes. Do it that way." She put a hand on his huge, soft cock. It was still limp, a giant, limber piece of warm cockmeat. She lifted it up and watched the mauve prickhead droop.
"I'm going to have to put some backbone into your front bone."
She shifted and rested on an elbow and fitted her mouth over the soft cockhead. She tasted a few drops of water, a hint of soap, and then as she sucked on the spongy prickknob, even that taste melted away. She pumped the skin of the cockshaft languidly and settled into a mindless enjoyment of cocksucking.
Her gentle tongue-strokings and slithering and fingering soon had an effect. The monster cock stirred. The fat cockmeat began to thicken even more, and to stiffen.
Wyoma lovingly cupped his big balls with the palm of her free hand and tenderly manipulated and warmed them.
Ken murmured: "Christ, you sure know how to get me hard!"
She sucked luxuriously, taking his cockhead deeper, extending her lips and tongue down the thick cockshaft. She held the massive prick and wondered if she could do it. It was one thing to take an average-sized cock like Jim's. But this? This wrist-thick monster? In her ass?
She shivered with dread and excitement. Her cunt was oiling itself, coating its walls with lubricating juices. Her pussy tingled in anticipation of a sweet battering.
But her asshole couldn't secrete juices. It itched now, and tingled, but it was dry.
Wyoma sucked Ken more ardently. God, she loved this man! She was determined that from now on she would be his sex partner in everything. No matter what he wanted! She didn't want any more orgies with the Wilsons. She didn't want Ken to hire a big-assed young woman to work at the shop and to fuck him on the side.
His cock was nearly rigid. It throbbed heavily in her hand and mouth. In just a minute she would be on her knees and elbows, taking his monster cock into her greased cunt, taking it all the way to the balls. And then he would pull out and force his cock into her asshole! He would cram his cock up her ass, shoving and sawing it in! What had she agreed to?
She knew a moment later, when Ken slid his hand down her back to her taut ass cheeks and found her little puckered itchy asshole with a probing fingertip.
She squirmed as memories of what she had experienced with Jim returned. Oh, yes! An ass-fuck climax was something entirely different!
Wyoma knew Ken was ready. His prick was bigger in her loving mouth. His cockshaft was so thick and long and hard it seemed to have an electric feel to it. He was breathing faster, too, and stirring restlessly. He was ready! His finger in her ass plunged faster and deeper, and it was lubricated by the brown juices inside.
She yielded his cock and kissed his flat, strongly muscled belly, his broad chest, his powerful shoulders � and finally his hot, lusting mouth.
He continued to finger-fuck her asshole as they kissed. She squirmed in increasing excitement. Finally, Wyoma broke the series of passionate kisses and whispered: "Want to start now?"
"Better believe it." He took over.
She found herself being lifted, shifted, arranged on the bed. She was on her knees, her big, drooping tits touching the bedspread, her ass high and vulnerable to his bludgeon prick.
She pressed her forehead to the spread and waited, her breath fast and erratic. She felt his hands on her ass and hips, felt his weight behind her.
Wyoma felt her cunt dripping and oozing juices till the stuff ran down her inner thighs and wet the bedspread.
"Oh, do it, darling! Fuck me."
He nosed his big cockhead into her crotch, found her waiting, puffed cunt lips, and fucked inside.
She grunted at the huge stretching. That first pressured dilation! The sensation of his giant cockhead forcing her cunt mouth so wide! It always shocked her.
She dug fingers into the bed as Ken fucked his giant prick deeper and deeper and deeper! She groaned with lust. This time it was different. This time she wanted that huge cock in her cunt. She was more relaxed inside. She wasn't fighting it.
Ken noticed the slightly different feel inside Wyoma's cunt. She was a lot juicier, and more hot and velvety than ever before. Her cuntal muscles weren't fighting him, but seemed to be gently massaging his cock, even as he fucked in to the limit.
She gasped as his prickhead caused her womb mouth to spasm. He was fucked in all the way now! What had been pain and anxiety and sharp-edged sensations for her were now easy, fearless, exciting thrills.
She quivered with each massive fuck-thrust into her depths. A sweet glow was spreading in her pussy. She knew she could come easily from this wonderful cunt-fucking now.
But she wanted to master taking his cock up the ass.
"Don't forget the other hole," she said.
"Don't worry."
Ken was getting up a good head of steam. He wanted to be close when he fucked her ass. He knew it would be an ordeal for her the very first time. He had to be driven by fuck-lust to go through with it if she screamed and pleaded for him to stop.
He fucked all the way into her pussy. He liked the way that convulsing little inner cunt mouth danced on his prick. And this time he noticed she was really digging it, too. She was babbling for more cock.
Wyoma was about ready to climax! She writhed and trembled as hot surges of pleasure racked her. Her cunt was a seething golden tube. Her clit was a pink stem begging for contact.
She reached under herself and diddled the thrumming little pleasure organ. Her cunt lips were awash with secretion. She gasped from the jolt of sensation that radiated from her stroked clit.
At that moment, Ken decided to do the deed. Her asshole was smeared with her juices from his earlier finger-fucking, and his giant prick was dripping with her cunt juices. He was trembling on the edge of climax.
He pulled out and fisted his massive, ironhard prick. Gritting his teeth, he butted his fat cockhead against her tightly puckered little asshole. He reached around under her lower belly and held her. Now he could pull her ass back against his prodding cock. Now she couldn't move forward to escape his big fucker.
Wyoma barely had time to realize what he was doing before she felt the blunt pressure against her asshole. The pressure increased. Her little ass ring gradually yielded to the powerful force.
She fought the intruder with every ounce of strength in that small sphincter. But the muscles weren't strong enough!
Wyoma sobbed. She wanted Ken to fuck her in the ass! But her resistance was a deep-seated reflex she couldn't control. She had to be conquered. Her asshole had to be trained. This first, awful, forced entry had to be endured.
She wailed as her asshole muscles spasmed into trembling weakness. She howled as Ken's big cockhead popped into her ass. It felt so huge!
"Oh, that's enough! No more. Not now. Not now!"
But the entry had flared Ken's mind with fuck-lust. She was going to be ass-fucked! There was no retreat now!
He kept his fist around his rigid cock to keep the shaft even more hard and stiff. He shoved deeper. He fucked back and forth, working slowly to avoid hurting her.
But for Wyoma her asshole was a ring of fire. It was surely stretched to the ripping point. And now the awful intrusion, the awful bulk of his monster cock fucking ever deeper into her ass.
She took a mouthful of the bedspread and bit down on it. Tears wet the spread. She whimpered and groaned as the ass-fuck continued.
Ken grunted with pleasure and satisfaction. He had most of his cockmeat fucked into her ass now. Her asshole was tight! The poor little hole was spasming on his thick cockshaft. That felt good, too! He had both arms around her hips now, and he was flexing his loins smoothly, fucking his prick in almost to the balls.
Wyoma was helpless, possessed, fucked in the ass by a monster cock. She shuddered with each massive invasion. She was dazed. The sensation of the sliding, deep-reaching cock in her guts was weird. And she felt her interior ass muscles striving to expel the invader, to shit it out.
She discovered she liked the feeling! And now her asshole's fiery pain was diminishing, changing to a familiar tickling glow. She began to work with Ken. She wanted it all now! She pressed back to meet his giant fuck-thrusts into her ass! She grunted with satisfaction when his loins smacked against her taut white ass cheeks.
She had neglected her swollen little clit for a few minutes. Now she slipped her fingers into her juicy slit and rolled her clit between her thumb and forefinger.
Wyoma squealed with pleasures and lust as the ecstasy from her responsive clit merged with the hot, itchy glow from her asshole and the strange pleasures of a massive prick churning her ass guts.
She shuddered into a weird, multi layered climax. She gasped. "Oh, darling! Oh, Ken! Oooooo!"
He was over the edge, too. He fucked into her ass with brutal, powerful thrusts that rocked her and drove her forward on the bed.
But his strong arms dragged her back and she helped by bracing an arm forward against the headboard. Ken's harsh, quick breathing and the incredible fuck-thrusts into her ass made Wyoma even more wild and vocal.
She screamed: "Oh, darling, come! Come in me now! Now!"
It was as if her prayers and commands were answered. He keened as if wounded, as if still a child, and then she felt the hot gush of his cum deep in her ass guts. She felt the strong pulsing of his giant cock as the spurts came, and she quivered like a spent racehorse as he howled and fucked his massive cockmeat into her ass so far it seemed his balls were in her, too.
She panted loudly and squirmed and shook. She raped her hot clit with her fingers and chewed the bedspread in the throes of her continuing ecstasy. As her body was butted to and fro on the bed, she panted and groaned with delight.
Too soon, Ken had pumped out all his hot cum. He slumped over her back, breathing hard. He stopped ass-fucking her, and his mighty cock began to soften and shrink.
Wyoma cried out at its loss when he pulled his fucker out and staggered into the bathroom for a shower. She lay on her belly, recovering from the shattering experience.
She heard the shower start. She lurched off the bed and went into the bathroom and joined him in the shower stall. It was a familiar shower � just a few weeks ago she and Polly had played enchanting sex games in it. That had been the beginning of her transformation.
Ken took Wyoma into his powerful embrace. "I can see I won't need any other woman in my life now. You really surprised me tonight."
She stood on tiptoes and kissed him. Her soapy hands were busy washing his huge cock. "You're all the man I'll ever want."
He grinned and nodded. "Good enough. Want to get dressed and go home?"
Wyoma nodded and pressed herself tighter to her man.
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