Hippy Hooray  by UK Snowy

The car was open but full of junk and it should not have been. The keys were in the ignition and should not have been. The picturesque cottage was lovely but all doors were open and should not have been. There were lights on, coffee smells, windows open and absolutely no one around and there should have been.

"Try the car, at least we know it's here and it's the right one," muttered a disgruntled Paul, glancing again at the sheaf of papers in his hand.

"Should I?" I asked guardedly, it was my first day, but he was an old hand.

"Why not. We're taking it anyway," he answered. "When someone turns up.”

I turned the key and the car started up easily and ticked over sweetly, but somehow even with it's quiet sound, not quite disturbing the absolute peace of the idyllic setting.  Set in deepest Dorset, it looked a bit hippyish in that it was scruffy but cared for. Chickens roamed around Paul and I as we searched the gardens surrounding the rose cla detached home. There was a goat in a small paddock behind some budding apple trees and three or four cats looked at us from their lounging on tops of walls or from the window sills.

"It's taxed, so no plates required and we're starting to run late if someone  doesn't come," moaned Paul looking at his watch. "Fuel in it?"

I nodded positively. He looked surprised but stayed silent.

"Why don't you go on. This is my job anyway to get it back to the compound. You can go on the chase car and find the other guys. I'll wait here and take this one back. Someone must be around," I reasoned.

"Can't leave you here mate," said Paul. "Company policy. If no one arrives, you could be here for ages and stranded. You can't take the car without a signature and checklist."

"Hmm! That's true," I agreed. "What if we unload all that crap in there?"

"No way. It's their responsibility," argued Paul. "If we bust anything like...or we might spoil our clothes. You don't know what's under that lot."

He nodded to the mass of newspapers, bits of pipe, tools, cans of oil, gardening equipment and a hundred and one assorted other items in the vehicle. I agreed and wandered into the garden after switching the motor off. We were officially there to take the leased car away at the term end of the agreement - nothing acrimonious like unpaid rentals or hire purchase. We had documents, the owner or lessee knew we were coming this morning and we had got there in good time. It was 9.30am.

I heard a child's cry or shout and hastened to the end of the garden, my shoes and trouser bottoms soaking with the heavy dew in the long grass. Eager to find someone responsible, I was oblivious to the wetness. I reached a path and stopped dead in my tracks. Through an opening in the hedge, came a goat. An angry looking goat, but luckily it seemed tethered to something behind it. Then came two bodies. A young woman and a little girl maybe two if that. The woman was virtually being dragged along by the goat and she looked amazed to see me standing there smartly dressed in the rustic. I attempted to speak but she got in first.

"Oh you've come for the car. Oh my God! I forgot and Larry has gone for the day and left all the jobs to me. I'm ever so sorry," she lisped.

She was delightful in her lazy, haphazard, open approach complete with the slightest speech impediment as I watched her somehow manoeuvre the tetchy beast in with the other one. Paul - who I guessed was about sixty years old, strolled part way to watch too and looked on with undisguised irritation. I negotiated with her about the car, the checklist and the signatures required and to Paul's satisfaction, he left me to go and pick up other drivers and fill the rest of the day ferrying men or moving cars around the country as that was our business. We moved an assortment of vehicles to and from dealers, airports, docks, new car compounds, leasing companies, private addresses and commercial companies.

As the woman collected some eggs, while she was near the shed, the toddler who was dressed only in a tee-shirt that didn't reach her peachy little bum which was bare, disappeared into the cottage and reappeared. She sat on the door step, completely unabashed and showed me not only her Tweenies book but also full frontal views of her tiny vaginal pouch, between slightly grubby but wide open, rubber booted legs. The child was not speaking yet but made little chuckling noises as she leafed the book.

"Coffee?" said the woman as she arrived at the door, not the slightest bit worried about her daughter's blatant exhibitionism. "What's your name?"

"Kevin," I replied. "Yes please."

"Hi. I'm Pen, short for Penelope - not Penny. Larry hates that," she told me

cheerily.

"Mrs Cholmondley-Harvey Stewart?" I queried, reading carefully from the

documents.

"Yes. That's right. Larry or Laurence blah blah blah is my husband," she

giggled. "A mouthful eh? Come inside, come on Mags."

I willingly followed her, already enjoying the free jiggle of her pert tits with very prominent nipples under her dark blue tee-shirt. Pen was not a slight girl, more classic English pear shaped but not over ripe. Still young and fertile, she had wide hips, a bit of spare flesh at the waist and was maybe an inch over five feet tall. Mags followed us in as I studied Pen's movements round the kitchen. The kid sat on a chair and busied herself, some tune. Pen wore a ragged pair of dungarees, turned down at the waist and tied in a knot. The left side was torn about six inches from the hip downwards and afforded me sight of bare hip, pale and soft looking. No sign of big knickers I mused as she brought the gently steaming mug of fresh filter coffee to me at the huge refectory table that dominated the large room. Mags was given a biscuit as I was, plus a glass of orange juice.

"It's funny how we Brits shorten all our names isn't it?" I ventured as conversation, continuing.," Kev I get called, Pen, Mags - Margaret I suppose? Larry,"

"Yes isn't it. What about Cholmondley-Harvey Stewart then," she chuckled, pronouncing the first name as Chumley, which I knew was the norm in the gentry.

"Hmm! Mouthful and a half," I chuckled, thinking how nice mouthfuls her tits would be. "Bit posh."

"Yes he is, but he dropped out of the family business of brewing a couple of years ago. They are all still great friends and quite close and he hasn't been cut off or anything like that. They are loaded, but we like the country, free style, self sufficiency," she lisped, sipping her coffee in little sharp sups. "Well not really self sufficient. I still use Sainsburys lots. Just turn this oven down and then we can sort the car out - after we finish coffee of course."

Pen adjusted the Aga cooker and squatted to inspect the pot of food inside. I looked at the few inches of her bare back and noticed that there didn't seem to be any sign of thong or panties where the dungarees had stretched down over her fleshy buttocks. We chatted about the weather, the new lease car - a Mondeo which Larry had gone out in, the three year old and perfectly reliable vehicle outside, the rental on the cottage, what she did with herself and I warmed easily to her as she did me I felt. Being thirty, she could relate to me. I guessed she would be mid to late twenties at the most.

Her nipples stayed erect all through and captivated my eyes as they moved so freely with her every movement. She was as usual into conservation, anti hunt, sculpture, jam making, goats milk products and writing articles for some women's magazine. A clever young woman, but every time she mentioned Larry, her voice seemed to tremble and her eyes went sort of misty and occasionally she looked away for only seconds before resuming her conversation. 

I sensed a problem.

I told her about my sport, my painting, my brewing home made wines and my love of travelling and she seemed genuinely interested. Little Mags was an absolute angel and pottered about bare bummed around us or at the table.

"Right the car. Let's do it,' Pen said firmly, gathering the mugs and putting them into a sink.

We went outside into the bright sunshine and she opened the car doors. Mags stayed indoors.

"I have a problem Pen," I told her. "I'm not allowed to help you. It's company policy on the grounds that if I move something and it breaks we are liable or could be. Sorry and all that but..

I gestured with my hands and grimaced apologetically.

"That's OK Kev. It's all rubbish anyway really," Pen responded heaving the child's seat off the back seat.

She dived in and out of the vehicle and I watched helplessly but keenly as she struggled with armfuls of newspapers, empty drink cans and bottles, tools, old blankets - all sorts. My watching was exciting though. Her lovely comfy sort of young body was extremely active as she knelt, squatted, bent and stretched, to unload the stuff. I peered carefully at her rump and she was naked under her dungarees. There was absolutely no sign of visible panty line, the stretched edges of briefs, or a thong, even high above her bum crack where the tiny triangle of thong would plunge into what I reckoned would be a musky and sensuous trail to her cunt.

My mind sizzled with lust realising I hadn't had a good shag since my ex - Sandra and I broke up some months back. The contrast between her and Pen was staggering. Sandra who was called Sandra, not Sandi - oh no, was prissy, house proud and on a permanent cleanliness operation. Hairs in the bath or basins, skid marks in the toilet, bread crumbs on the worktops, toast residue in the butter - all the usual stuff of living together sent her ballistic, but her voluptuous meaty body, huge nipples and a snatch so tight it was like shagging a virgin every time I penetrated the smooth shaven bulge kept me sane and willing to go along with her personal foibles.

Sandra thought her period was something only she endured and that was with great stress, pain and the foulest temper imaginable. Her arsehole was totally out of bounds at all times and the slightest touch if my finger strayed from her peachy pussy was treated as if I was trying to steal the crown jewels. She shagged like a rabbit though, any time of day or night and in the most unusual circumstances, which made a lie out of her otherwise fussy outlook.

We parted amicably, her job offered her a chance to travel the world for two years and I wouldn't hold her back. I had no intention of marrying her, nor she me and she moved out of my flat as smoothly as she had moved in.

Pen opened the boot of the car and I gasped at it's contents. Besides the conglomeration of more tools, blankets, cans of oil and garden implements, a huge waste incinerator lay across the other stuff. I watched as she removed some of the stuff then she struggled with the tin cylinder. I could not stand by and watch this hippy being attempt to move it, so I stepped forward and grabbed the other end. Our heads met under the raised boot lid as we leaned in. 

Maybe a foot apart, our eyes locked, her face glowing with sweat, her deep brown eyes smouldered and she licked her sweet lips. Seconds passed as we just looked deeply into each other, sensing each others needs and desires, then I turned away and made to lift the thing. She did the same and we heaved it out. It was empty, therefore not heavy as such, just awkward. We placed it on the ground, glanced knowingly at each other and then Pen turned and bent back into the car to extract a bundle of six feet long garden canes which lay from the rear of the boot , through the body of the vehicle and into the passenger foot well.

As she heaved at the bundle, her old dungarees - which had been through some remarkable stresses long before today, became sheer and tight over her hips and without a sound, the last remnants of thread at her waist gave up protecting her modesty. As she straightened up somewhat triumphantly with the bundle of canes, her trousers slid to the ground.

It took her some time to realise what had happened and at the same time I was moving forward to take the bundle from her. My arms slid under the canes as Pen's face registered her horror, but not before I had glimpsed her robust thighs and legs and the thick mat of pubic hair sprouting at the base of her rotund belly. She started to whimper, but by now my male instinct had taken over. 

My shag opportunity instinct actually. Instead of grasping the canes, my hands slid to her sides and through her tee-shirt I held her fleshy sides just below Pen's sticky armpits. I pulled her towards me as she held the bundle. My face lowered slowly as she responded, offering her lips.

We kissed tenderly, the heat between us in both temperature and passion continually rising, tongues searching, teeth clashing, lips bruising until I took the bundle of garden canes from her. Our lips parted as I lowered the canes to the floor. Pen just stood there and I could see she was trembling as I remained squatting, my face level with her crotch.

I didn't check with her.

I buried my face into the heavenly softness of her thighs and smelt the musky aroma of Pen's pussy. My face pressed into her belly as my tongue sought out her slit. As she opened her legs slightly, I felt a hand pressing on my head and then two as suddenly my tongue found her labia. I heard her gasp as my mouth roamed up and down her gash, sensing the wetness and snorting in her hard working odours.

"Quick Kev, in here,' she gasped, pulling my hair and moving away.

I stumbled up and followed Pen into the shed after she stepped out of the  creased mass of her trousers, leaving them on the earth. Her buttocks undulated deliciously as she entered the gloom of the workshop. She turned and leaned against the bench and we locked into each others arms, kissing and whimpering. Our hands searched each other and she opened my trousers. I heaved her tee-shirt over her head and revelled in the sight and feel of pale almost pure white breasts that showed no signs of sag. Bright pink teats pointed up at me begging to be sucked but I had no chance. She had my erection out in no time and I wriggled my arse to let my trousers drop  groundwards.

"Turn round Pen and bend over," I told her bluntly.

Willingly she did so and bent with her legs wide apart. I shuffled in between them and aimed my dick at her cunt. My knob slid over her moistness a couple of times until she filtered her hand beneath and supported my knob until it hit the target. Instinctively I thrust and my cock rammed into her fanny.

  Pen cried out as I grunted with satisfaction. I soaked for a few seconds, whilst adjusting my stance and then I started to fuck her. Relentlessly I built up speed as she allowed me more penetration by arching her back and flattening her upper body on the work top. I could see her tits were being forced down into an oily rag and some spanners, but Pen made no objections. Her butt quivered with each thrust and I dared to part her cheeks, getting no rebuttals. Her crack was hairy, with strays out on her buttocks and I loved it.

  One of the assumptions I had made when observing her earlier was that she would be hairy. Her hair line, her brows and her arm hair suggested the rest of her and especially her crotch would be and I was not wrong. Pen's crack was becoming increasingly slippery and her pubic hair was soon matted on her flesh as I shafted her hard. She gasped and grunted and urged me on with words of encouragement, levering her butt back at me in expectancy of each powerful thrust. The work bench creaked and tools rattled and a can of WD40 fell noisily onto the concrete floor but we ignored it.

  I felt under her torso and my hands roamed her soft pliable belly, pulling her onto me. My balls slapped as I gained complete insertion. She was not tight, certainly not as tight as Sandra, but she wasn't capacious. Just in other words as I enjoyed varying angles and depths getting approval from Pen with each experiment.

  Soon my cum was curdling and with a dozen or so strokes, it bubbled forth, deep into her willing twat. With strangled cries I came and came – seemingly spending gallons of the stuff into this unknown but extremely willing woman. Stars circled in my eyes and I felt light headed, but that might have been the paraffin or petrol fumes that were evident in the workshop from the moment we entered. The basic nature of the very urgent and gratifying sex in such rough unforgiving surroundings had excited both of us.

  It had been Pen's idea that it should be in a place where no doubt her husband the very honourable Laurence Cholmondley-Harvey Stewart spent a lot of his time and her initiative had proved extremely sexy. She wanted to straighten up and relieve her titties from the torture of the tools below. My softening cock slid soggily from her cunt and I stepped back.  She stood and turned with a cheeky smile. Her arms came out and we embraced, my wet dick slopping against her belly as we kissed deeply.

  Parting mutually, she led me outside and I didn't attempt to cover my part nakedness as much as she didn't. We must have looked odd emerging from the tumbledown building into the bright morning sun. Her naked apart from some slip on clog type of footwear. Me  still in my shirt and tie which were somewhat ruffled and smeared with unknown substances and my shoes had picked up some straw, but she led me into the kitchen where little Mags greeted us with a smile.

  "She can't tell on us Kev. Don't worry. And she didn't see anything anyway," chuckled Pen.

"Yes Pen it's OK I just want to thank you. I mean that was really cool and so unexpected, thanks," I muttered.

"No problem. It seems we both needed that. I liked it. You are good. Do you want to wash….? " she hinted with a glance at me crotch.

"Think it might be wise. Got work to do you know," I answered apologetically, not wanting to remove her juices from my prick.

"There's a toilet and basin through there, or a bathroom upstairs. Please yourself," she told me brightly.

  With that, Pen turned, grabbed a wet cloth from the sink and swiped it through her crotch several times. Amazed at her simple and open approach, I stayed for seconds as she carefully and deliberately cocked her legs up and sluiced her cunt and thighs until I left her to her basic ablutions and went to the small room in the hallway. When I returned to the kitchen, she had put on a pair of tracksuit bottoms and offered me my trousers, retrieved from the shed. I put them on.  She was still topless as she offered coffee with gestures and I returned them positively. The coffee was poured and we sat at ease on two big old armchairs.

"Sorry I should have used a condom Pen," I offered. "In fact  - not sure I have any in my jacket to be honest. Didn't quite expect a treat such as you in my working day."

"Don't worry Kev. We're lucky. You'll never believe it but my period has literally just started. That fuck must have brought it on," she giggled lightly.

"Wow! Cool," I muttered stupidly.

"Gosh! I did enjoy that. It's a bi….”her voice tailed off.

"It's a what?" I queried sensing her pause meant something problematic.

"Well it's Larry. He hasn't fucked me for two or three months now. He is convinced he has testicular cancer and his mind is unbalanced about us, like our relationship Sˇyou know like he is useless….." she choked but prevented herself from sobbing.

"Oh my God Pen. I am so sorry," I uttered, getting up and kneeling at her feet.

"It's OK Kev. We'll get by. In fact he has gone to see a specialist in Southampton today without telling me, but I found the appointment card for him and secretly rang the clinic to ask who the doctor was and they confirmed his medical specialities. Larry would kill me if found out I had checked up on him, but I had to Kev," said Pen.

"Of course you did dear Pen," I fawned. "You must support him too and the family."

"We all will if it's confirmed," she replied. "But I did really need that sex just now."

  Her sudden brighter comment said with a little smile I think meant we had to change the subject and that pleased me. I didn't want to get drawn into counselling, but I did want to suck those delectable breasts that jiggled enticingly inches from my face.

"Yes I enjoyed it too. You are lovely," I murmured, stroking her knee.

  Mags called out and Pen got up to see to her daughter and I watched happily from the floor, caught up in the domesticity. She moved easily round the kitchen getting the child some water to mix paint with. Mags settled back to amusing herself with big sheets of paper that Pen found under a staircase. I looked at my watch and realised how much time had passed. I wasn't on a time schedule but the job had to be done. But I could always claim problems with the car resulting in the delay in returning to base.

  Pen returned to me and stood over me, smiling down as she put her hand through my curly hair. I gazed up at the unusual view of her breasts hovering above me. They looked twice as big from the angle I was seeing them.

"We did sex so well Larry and I," she said softly, almost wistfully. "I love it, in fact I have to have it - every day and as many times in the day and so does….did he," she faltered. "We were the proverbial rabbits," Pen added gaily.

  I chuckled at her lack of candour and grasped her legs, stroking up and down her thighs. My hands slid up to her buttocks and I clasped the warm mounds through her tracksuit, finding no evidence of underwear. There was no negative reaction to my roaming fingers.

"No knickers again, you naughty girl. Makes it easy to be a bunny though I expect," I smiled up at her.

  She chuckled in response and with a gentle tug I pulled her forward and she stepped over my outstretched legs as I leaned against the chair. I reached upwards, my long arms compared to her small stature making it easy for me to feel her tits. Pen tilted her head back and gasped as my fingers roamed over those perfect firm globes, gently pinching her nipples. I pulled her closer and as I continued to play with her breasts I thrust my face into her crotch. The thin cotton of her tracksuit betrayed the density of her pubic mat to my face.

"I'm not on the pill you know," she told me.

"We both took the risk then," I answered, surfacing from the pit of her belly.

"I've only conceived once in all the free shagging Larry and I have done. It's incredible," Pen added.

"Little Mags?"

She nodded and glanced over at the happy child, immersed in her painting.

"I might have sparked something though," I chuckled. "Except you are on now so there's no danger."

"You fertile then Kev?" she asked.

"Don't know. All the shagging I have done has been safe really. My ex was on the pill and I use condoms otherwise," I told Pen truthfully, then I dove into her crotch again, only to surface once more. "  I do like your bush. It's so thick I can almost feel it tickling my nose through this."

"Hmm! Larry likes it too. Do you want to tickle your nose properly?" she asked softly.

"But...."

  As I started to query the ethics of muff diving a menstruating stranger, only for her own reasons - I have never personally worried about making love to a bleeding pussy orally or otherwise, Pen slid her tracksuit lower and presented me with my first real close-up of her pubes. Light brown like her hair, it bloomed outwards, straggly long hairs spreading over her belly and thighs where they were totally untrimmed. Pen wasn't exceptionally hirsute like some poor girls who endure the pelt of a brown bear round their privates, she was just hairy and I loved it.

  I tickled my nose as she so charmingly put it as the young mother gradually shuffled forward and widened her legs until she stopped me and thrust down her tracksuit in one clean movement, to step out of it. She moved round me and sat on the chair and I swivelled to kneel where previously I had knelt at her feet when she revealed her husband's anxieties. Pen swung her legs wide over the arms of the chair like a porno poser.

"Do you want to?" she queried. "It's OK if you don't."

I looked in awe at the entrance to her vagina, peeping out from the dense surround of curly hair. Moist dark hued cunt lips, neat but long in length, not in projection curled together with a slight glistening gap at the very bottom until they rejoined to make a crease all the way to the deeply puckered knot of her anus. No sign of a tampon string marred the perfection

I gazed on and I wonder if she had planned more sex when she had washed herself earlier. My answer to her - wasn't quite immediate due to the time I took in viewing such sexual beauty, but I gave her my reply by dipping my head between her hotly radiating thighs and slurping into her gash with one swift movement. Pen cried out and Mags called out a questioning ’Mummy' but Pen ignored the child.

  My tongue coursed upwards to uncover the shiny heart shaped button of her clitoris. I felt her tremble as I concentrated on it and her hands pushed my head onto the nerve centre, wanting me to pressurise it. I needed no hints but welcomed her eagerness.

"It's not heavy. It never is, I'm lucky that way," Pen murmured, referring to her period.

"It's fine. I don't mind," I mumbled, enjoying the flood of juices she was excreting.

There was a tangyness to the flavour and her juice was stickier than normal - well normal as I know them to be, not having a clue to Pen's vaginal normalities, but I was happy. I loosened my zip to ease the pressure on my dick which was growing swiftly and trapped horizontally against my belly the creases of my trousers. Her clitty bobbed about under my tongue as I nurtured it, finding that Pen soon placed her hands either side of her gash and pulled it wide open.

  I drank in her juices, tonguing into the wide orifice she presented me with, licking every inch of her labia. Her piss hole was clearly visible and I tickled that with my tongue tip. Pen groaned and gurgled with pleasure until she stirred. I looked up and she smiled. She wriggled in the chair and stood up.

"Sit in here Kev," she told me.

I did as told and thrust my trousers down to my knees. Pen cooed when she saw the seven inches of my gleaming erection. I'm not big in that department, only average I suppose, but I know how to use it.

"It's bigger than Larry's. I felt it was - out in the shed. It's lovely. I'm going to fuck you now."

  She lowered onto my lap, her knees easily fitting either side of me in the big old chair. I held my dick upright as she squatted lower until she grasped in and aimed it. Like a mother hen with a clutch of precious eggs she settled down slowly, enveloping my cock in her very hot wet hole. I hugged Pen to me and we embraced like two lovers who had fucked many times.

We were so at one with each other yet incredibly we had only met about an hour ago. It was a sort of comforting cuddle yet we both anticipated the frantic fuck we would be soon enjoying. Only for a moment I wondered on the sensibility of fucking her in front of her daughter, but she had made that decision - probably Mags had seen her mother and father fucking many times, so she probably thought it was part of the normal days activities. The only other doubt that flashed across my ninety nine percent sex occupied mind was

Larry. It wasn't the adulterous nature of our sex, it was being found out that bothered me. Pen wouldn't tell, Mags couldn't and he was seventy miles away. He slid out of my mind as easily as he intruded. His wife was a real goer.

  I had known at least two women in previous liaisons who were hotter than normal when menstruating, although one of them, an Indian girl, had particularly heavy periods and always insisted - without any objections from me, that I shagged her arsehole. Pen certainly was hot for it and she started to rise and fall on my pole, taking it full length with a big sigh and tensing her inner muscles to grip it in the few seconds before she rose, to plunge back down again.

  Suckling her tits at last, I dwelt on them, plucking the nipples with my lips, lapping the whole area and revelling in their obvious sensitivity - making her shudder with delight. They weren't big hangers, which are my favourite. I am a quantity man rather than a quality man where mammaries are concerned, but Pen's deliciously sweet perfect globes quivered with each lick of my tongue and then settled back to their perky pose ready for the next oral assault. I pondered if she had breast fed Mags as I sucked.

  The chair groaned with the action contained in it's brocaded chenille and I was glad it wasn't mounted on castors otherwise we would be doing a full tour of the roomy kitchen. Pen was now pounding down on me with a vigour that confirmed her earlier declaration of sexual desire. Her buttocks smashed down on my thighs, slapping together our cuckolding bodies. I couldn't concentrate on her breasts, such was her activity, but I clutched her buttocks and kneaded them as she bounced with abandon.

  I could easily reach her crack and inserted my fingers into it, finding her bum. I fingered it and she grinned down at me, nodding encouragement, but not altering her pace. It became soft and open as I slid some of her juices onto it and I stuck my finger tip into it.

"Aaaagrrhhghhh!" Pen gasped, quickening her fucking.

  The angle prevented me from inserting much of my digit, but I managed to the first knuckle realising she liked anal play. I popped it in and out in time to her shag motions and within seconds she started to wail. Her body arched, belly forward, head back as Pen ground her pubis onto mine. I guessed she was stimulating her clitoris at the same time as filling her cunt - it was certainly doing something to her as the signs of her cumming intensified.

  Her wailing grew into a continuous moan, her head thrashed, flinging her hair across her face and getting matted with her sweat. Suddenly she gave one tremendous thrust down on my dick and stopped, throwing her torso forward and gripping me to her breast. It was suffocating - almost, but I had her tit stuck in my mouth and I wasn't complaining. She wasn't either as she gasped.

"Once more in my arse Kev, hard."

I rammed my finger into her anus and she shuddered and gripped my cock with the most intense vice like grip high in her vagina. The grip pulsed as shock waves flowed through her body. It was the most incredible climax I had known in a woman.

  Pen collapsed on me, her body heaving with exhaustion, her wet face buried on my shoulder, her cunt pumping on my dick, but I hadn't cum. I tensed my erection several times and she slowly rose from my shoulder and looked down at me quizically.

"Oh my God, you're still hard. Fuck me again Kev. Cum in me please," Pen whispered.

"Lay in the chair Pen. You're knackered," I grinned.

She nodded and lifted her panting body off me. As soon as my prick exited her sloppy snatch she swivelled to see it's solid projection and giggled.

"Oh yes. I want it hard and fast. Do whatever you want Kev. Anything," she told me with a gleeful expression.

I moved her below me and in one movement, she raised her legs, almost putting her ankles round her neck, like a contortionist. This tilted her butt forward. Her cheeks were tight, her gash was hanging open and her bumhole pouted. In many cases I would have stopped to admire, play and eat but I wanted and Pen wanted my cum. I placed my hands on the chair and lowered my torso down. She grasped my greasy penis and stuck it into her sloppy pot and I lowered into her. My arms tensed, supporting my body weight as I started to shunt. Her hands caressed my arms and body and filtered down to her crotch, pulling her labia wide, feeling my dick pounding into her, frigging her clit. Little grunts and smiles urged me on, even harder, faster.

  The time between cumming in the shed and now was relatively short, but I had repeated performances in lesser times with the right stimulation and this was certainly right. I shagged Pen mercilessly, but my arms were starting to ache as I used them as quadrant levers, swinging my torso forward and back between them. Then I noticed Pen's hand reach lower than her cunt. She smiled cheekily at me when I saw that she was fingering her arsehole. I did need a change of position and wondered.

 I pulled out of her and pulled her towards me slightly, letting her butt overhang the edge of the chair seat. Her head and shoulders slid flat into the body of the capacious chair and she kept her legs doubled back. I sank down onto her for a moment, my weight on her as I fumbled with my cock. I plunged it back into her cunt and fucked steadily, but the angle was wrong and I needed to adjust. I pulled out again and she took the initiative.

  Pen grabbed my swaying erection and I thrust. In her hands literally, at her whim. My knob budged against a solid mass and then again but this time it gave way slightly and I felt it pop inside her. She whispered to me and I eased and stopped until she pulled my shaft in again, her hands round her buttocks accessing her crotch. It felt tight and I guessed she had inserted me into her bum. I almost whooped with joy at the expectation

This car job was turning into one hell of an opportunity.

"Slowly but all the way, take your time Kev," she murmured, raising her eyebrows, biting her lips and grinning naughtily.

"Oh Pen," I gasped as I sunk slowly into her fundament.

I adopted a retreat, run and careful approach to the new situation, but soon I was plunging full length into her bottom. Her agility was something else. Usually - in fact all of the anal fucks I have enjoyed have been doggy style or occasionally with the girl sitting on me, often her back to me. This was unusual and amazingly tight and pressurised my knob so much my cum started to bubble.

 Pen cleverly spotted the signs and urged me on. I went as fast as if I was in her much more used orifice, but she never flickered any discomfort. Her face was totally in league with mine in the satisfaction and sensations she and I were experiencing. My climax happened and I grunted with exertion as I rumbled on her welcoming body, supporting much of my weight on my elbows to save her too much mattress duty. Her fingers gripped into my back but she didn't scratch as she welcomed my seed deep in her rectum.

  Spent - minutes later, we lay quiet, hot, wet and panting as she cooed and stroked my head and body. Mags called out and Pen peered over my shoulder to respond but the child seemed happy, it was probably a small moment of contact she needed.

  My dick slopped out and hung towards the carpet, dripping . I sensed the colder air of room temperature but there was no discomfort. However I thought of the young woman beneath me and raised myself off her. With a grunt, she lowered her legs and grimaced slightly. I shuffled into the chair besides her, the width of the seat just wide enough to accommodate us squashed happily together. We toyed and smooched for a while until a little wet fart escaped her bum and she chuckled and rose.

  I watched her walk swiftly and lightly out of the kitchen and rested for a while, contemplating the day so far. It was awesome and I hadn't done any work yet. Pen returned and threw on her shirt and pulled up her tracksuit. I took the hint and went and washed my dick., It was clean although very wet.

Her period had left no residue on my pubes and her bottom had deposited nothing on it either. If there had been a trace of blood on my dick it would be well inside her anus now.

  Returning to the kitchen I had to make a decision.

"I've still got work to do Pen," I told her, stroking her buttocks as she bent over her child.

"Yes I know and so have I. I am a housewife you know," she said happily.

We kissed tenderly, not passionately and went outside. The sun was hotter now, it was mid morning. Mags followed us out and sat on the steps again, once more exposing her tiny crotch to me. Pen never chastised her or made her move as I did a cursory check  of the car - it's condition and equipment, against the list on the documents.

  If there had been a bad mark, it had to be recorded, but there wasn't. The car had been well used as a family transport. What Larry did I never found out. I drove the Vectra back to base and went on another mission with two other guys. I never followed Pen up. It would be dangerous and upsetting maybe.

After all, she was a hippy. I was happy.
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