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Book One

Chapter One

“You know I don't mind you going to these Tuppa
Ware parties darling. I like you to get out and meet people but
it's just that we haven't got any cash to spare at the moment and
if you go to Ruth Draper's house she is sure to expect you to buy
some of the crockery or dishes or something.”

Jill Bowes pursed her pretty lips as she
listened to her husband. He was right of course. They were very
short of money just now. They had been married three years and with
the mortgage rates of their house going up and the ordinary rates
going up all the time the young couple were finding it difficult to
make ends meet.

“I'm sorry darling,” Allan patted his wife's
dainty cheek. “You do understand, don't you? Why not telephone Mrs.
Draper and tell her you can't make it this afternoon. You needn't
go into the reasons why... just say you had forgotten you had to
keep another appointment.”

“I'll do better than that, Darling,” Jill told
him. “I'll call on her this morning and make my apologies... she
will not think me so rude then... and she might ask me again later
on, when perhaps we might have some money to spare.”

An hour after her husband had left for the
office Jill Bowes made her way to the large house on the corner
where the Drapers lived. She was sorry that she could not go to the
Tuppa Ware party that afternoon.... she liked meeting the other
housewives, even if they all seemed to have so much more spare cash
than she did... still, Allan was right... better not go to the
party... everyone bought something and she could not be the odd one
out.

She was surprised to find Rupert Draper at
home. He was a much older man than his wife, Ruth. She thought he
was something important in the city and certainly she had not
expected him to be still at home at this hour of the morning.

Ruth welcomed her into the wonderfully
furnished lounge. Jill began to explain the reason for her
visit.... Rupert had poured some drinks for them. “If you are not
coming to my wife's little get together this afternoon, Mrs. Bowes,
you must have a drink with us now.” He made her feel at ease... the
drink was warming and she felt more able to explain why she could
not make the party. Ruth seemed disappointed, but smilingly
accepted the apologies of the young housewife.... Ruth Draper
guessed what the real reason might be... she hoped she was right in
assuming that the Bowes were hard up.

“Here my dear,” it was old Rupert Draper again,
this time he was handing an open ornate carved box towards Jill.
“Have a cigarette... my wife tells me these are very special ones
and she likes them a lot. I brought them back from Japan with me a
few months ago.”

“I... I... I don't smoke very often, thank you,
Mr. Draper,” Jill did not take the proffered cigarette. She saw
Ruth take one and the old fellow lit it for her. As she inhaled
Ruth made a happy grimace.

“These are something really special,” she
smiled at Jill. “Do have one, dear... just try one. I know you will
love them.”

Jill was taking one of the thin pinkish-papered
cigarettes. Rupert lit it for her as he had done for his wife. Jill
did not want to appear rude... it was bad enough having to come
here and make excuses for not coming to the party at this late
stage. She inhaled... it certainly was a strange tang... she did
not smoke often. She was not used to the habit at all.

Old Rupert smiled at her and put his hand on
her shoulder. “Inhale deeply, my dear, and try and keep the smoke
in your mouth... you will find the sensation very pleasant I can
assure you.”

The smoked filled her mouth and some of it
trailed down her throat as she tried to keep it before exhaling. It
took her a few moments to get the hang of smoking these strong but
exciting fumes. Rupert had refilled her cocktail glass and she
found the smoking made her thirsty. As soon as she had drained the
glass it was filled again. As soon as she smoked the thin reefer
Rupert Draper had lit a new one for her and was putting it to her
lips. She felt languid and very relaxed.

“Let's go into the other room,” it was Ruth
getting up from the chair and Jill followed her, old Rupert close
behind them. The next room was a smaller, very humid room, like a
study really with strange objets d'art on the shelving that old
Rupert had no doubt picked up on his journeys to the Far East.

Over the fireplace was a large vivid colored
painting... when she looked more closely at it Jill saw that the
centre attraction of the colored maze was a couple making love!

Ruth laughed when she saw her younger companion
looking at the picture so closely.

“You like that sort of painting dear?” she
asked, “it is unusual, isn't it?”

Jill felt strangely warm in this little study
room. She wished there had been some windows open... she settled
down on the wide couch at the other end to where Ruth had squatted.
Old Rupert came and sat close to the visitor. Jill felt her head
spinning. She was giddy, and, yet, elated and relaxed. She felt the
hot breath of the old fellow on her cheek... then his mouth was to
hers. Good Lord... he was kissing her... blatantly and without
warning he had his thin lips to hers... his hot tongue probing into
her mouth. She pushed him away. He did not try and force himself to
her. Ruth was laughing and moving along the sofa to be close to
Jill. She had lit another long thin cigarette... a longer affair
than the previous ones. She took a few puffs to get it smouldering
well and then put the end to Jill's lips. Almost unaware that she
was doing so Jill inhaled deeply, again and again. Ruth was holding
the drugged reefer to the young woman's lips. Jill inhaled... she
relaxed... relaxed a lot... she was wedged between Ruth and Rupert.
It was the hands of the old fellow that were touching her body. She
felt him reaching up under her short frock'..', she wanted to stop
him but she felt so languid... and Ruth was wrapping her arms round
her neck, holding her back, preventing her from making much
resistance. And that long thin reefer was renewed... again she was
inhaling, puffing... inhaling. Those groping hands had reached the
tops of her thighs... the eager fingertips were actually massaging
her warm pussy through her panties. She did not see him nod his
head at his wife... it was the signal for Ruth to start to undress
their guest. Jill heard and felt her dress zipper being tugged open
as Ruth started on her mission. Experienced fingers unhooked the
little clips of the bra and the cups were eased from the firm
fleshy orbs... almost before she knew it was all happening they had
Jill's frock down to her waist. It was too late to protest now and
the will to protest was very weak once she felt her nipples being
massaged by the agile fingers of Ruth.

Jill saw the old fellow gloating at her plight.
She began to sob... to try and push the womanly fingers away from
her tits.

“Now, now... don't make such a fuss, darling,”
Ruth was placating her. “You've got nothing that I haven't got so
why mind Rupert having a look at your lovely body.”

The old fellow had got her panties down and was
gazing in silent awe at her softly fleeced vaginal flesh. Jill had
never felt like this before. She felt sexy, felt hot, felt as if
she were trapped by a pair of licentious folk who knew so much more
about life than she did. It was Ruth getting her hand to the
exposed vagina while Rupert watched.

“Ooohhoo,” Jill felt the feminine fingers
massaging the little sacs of flesh on either side of her
cunthole.

No one except her husband had ever touched her
there, and certainly she had never visualized being touched so
intimately by another woman. She saw Ruth's eyes gleaming as she
took a very deep inhalation from yet a third type of cigarette that
Rupert had lit. When she had her mouth full of the fume-smoke Ruth
put her lips to Jill's mouth, forcing it open and blowing the
fume-smoke forcibly down into the younger woman's lungs. Jill had
never known anything like the sensual sensation that crept over her
whole being. The agile hand of the woman was cupped to her cunt....
fingers were frigging her in a way Jill had not been touched before
while now her free hand was used to massage Jill's breasts. Old
Rupert watched. He loved to see his wife seducing another woman
like this. She kept her mouth glued to Jill's mouth... one hand to
the young woman's cunt, one hand to the titties... it was
impossible for Jill not to surrender. She had long since given up
struggling... her lovely eyes were wide open in her state of
arousal and she went taut with shock when she saw that old Rupert
was now stark naked... his rock-hard penis jutting out massively
from his well muscled body. Despite his age, he must be sixty she
thought, he was very fit... his penis very strong, the scarlet tip
glistened like a beacon, it looked large and swollen.

When Ruth left her alone Jill did not try to
rise from the sofa... she saw Rupert coming closer to them, he was
watching his wife getting undressed. Soon Ruth was as naked as her
hubby. He beckoned to her and then to Jill. To Jill's amazement,
the naked woman lay atop her own near-naked body as if she had been
a man... the wetness of the more fleshy mature cunt massaged
against Jill's vagina and the two women started to gyrate and worm
against one another as if they had been making love.

Jill was moaning, her cunt was agape and very
moist... her clitoris seemed to be hotter than ever before and very
swollen. Ruth looked up at her watching husband and smiled.

“She's very hot now, darling,” she murmured. “I
think she'll take you now.”

The young housewife made only tie slightest
protest when the lithe body of the woman lifted from her and the
heavier stronger one of the old man took its place... his huge
throbbing cock so easily slipped into Jill's wet hungry hole... he
drove inwards, not letting up until his balls slapped against her
fleshy crotch and arse crease.

“Oooaaa... My God... ohhee,” Jill gave a long
drawn out groan as she felt her inner warmth depths being so well
filled with manly gristle... old Rupert was leering down into her
face.

“You feel good... real good Mrs. Bowes,” he
gasped, “have you had much cock, apart from your husband's, since
you were married?”

Jill's arse began a desperate rotation beneath
him... her shapely legs were snaked out on either side of his naked
body. Gently, Ruth lifted Jill's legs and crossed them over the old
lecher's thighs. Jill locked her trim ankles together and clung to
him.

“Have you had much cock?” he repeated the lewd
question.

“No... no one other than Allan... but do it, do
it to me. I want you to do it to me,” she gasped... her mind and
body under the drug spell completely.

Ruth was happy as she watched her husband slide
his long thick root well up into the young housewife's belly... the
little room filled with the suckling squelching sounds....

Ruth Draper's hands were working with randy
fury at her own aroused wet cunthole as she listened to the sexy
gasps and moans of lust that came from the young housewife being
thoroughly fucked by the horny Rupert Draper.

Suddenly the husband and wife exchanged a
glance. Rupert nodded. Ruth knew what was going to happen. She was
ready... as soon as he withdrew his thick steaming cudgel from
Jill's gripping twat Ruth helped her husband roll the young woman
over... quickly Jill was maneuvered by the two pairs of hands so
that she was sitting on Rupert's groin. It was the hands of Ruth
that guided her husband's cock up into that wet waiting hungry
pussy between Jill's thighs. Rupert embraced her around the waist
as Jill let out a long drawn sigh... the breath escaped from her
clenched teeth in a loud hiss as she felt him getting even more
deeply into her from this new penetrating angle.

Bending and straightening her knees Jill began
to ride her master, bringing her cuntlips rushing up and down the
thick stem of his horn.... Ruth came into the sexual fray now,
squatting over her husband's face with her thighs well spread she
let him get his mouth to her cunt that she had well fingered. She
was facing Jill. She leaned forward and kissed the panting young
woman full on the mouth, her han [...]
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