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Two-Way Mother
by Kathy Andrews

Chapter 1
Donna woke up with her pussy pulsating.

It was the first thing she felt, and she lay still, feeling the delicious sensations.
She wondered if she had come while asleep. She tried to remember the dream, if any, that would
cause her cunt to throb so hotly. She didn’t remember dreaming at all, but her cunt seemed ve
ry, very hot. Slipping her hand beneath the sheet and into the elastic waist of her bikini pan
ties, she felt the lips of her pussy. They were wet, very wet.

It was odd, because Donna never woke up in the mornings feeling like this. Sometimes s
he went to bed aroused, but never woke up that way. She lay still for some time, letting the w
armth run through her. Her tits, even flat on her back, stood up firmly, with her nipples outl
ined by the sheet. When the throbbing decreased, she pushed the sheet away and swung her long
legs over the side.

Other than her panties, she was naked.

The enticing aroma of freshly brewed coffee came to her, and she smiled with pleasure.

Ted and Mike were up. Feeling good, with the scent of coffee in her nose, she stripped her pa

nties off and stepped nakedly into her adjoining bathroom. Adjusting the shower temperature, s

he stepped beneath the spraying water. By the time she finished her bath, brushed her teeth, a
nd combed her shining coppery-colored hair, she saw it was almost ten in the morning.

Donna hardly ever slept late.

Sliding her satiny legs into a pair of pale-blue shorts, zipping them over her hips, s
he moved her arms into a man’s shirt, tying the tails beneath her thrusting tits. Bare-footed,
she padded into the hall and toward the kitchen.

"Morning, Mom," Mike greeted her.
"Good morning, honey," she said, kissing his cheek.

Mike was growing fast, she saw. Almost as tall as her, he was a favorite at school and
the best wide receiver on the football team. He was already attracting pretty little girls, s
omething that made him feel good, but she knew he was puzzled about what to do with them. He w
as dressed in his old faded cut-off jeans.

"Here’s your coffee, Mother," Ted said, placing a steaming cup in front of her.

Ted was her youngest. Like his brother, he was wearing cut- offs, too. Ted tried his b
est to imitate his brother, Mike. It had been that way since their father had died. Donna knew
Ted missed his father, and was trying to replace him with his older brother. She was pleased

that Mike seemed to understand, too, and tried his best to be a big brother for his brother.

Donna sipped her coffee, wide awake now. She listened with one ear to the boys’ chatte
r, but she was still thinking of how she had felt when she woke up. Her cunt still felt warm,
slightly puffy, and obviously moist. Crossing her legs under the table, she began to rock her
foot. The rippling, gentle pressure of her movements caused her cunt to twitch, and Donna’s ey
es became dreamy.

She began remembering how it had been when her husband was alive, how they fucked. Tho

se quickies they used to have had been very exciting to her. Some of her strongest orgasms had
been when her husband sneaked up on her and plunged his cock into her cunt before she knew he
was there. She was remembering other times, too. Times when they would be in bed and her husb
and would insist she twist and contort her naked body into almost impossible positions for him
She had attempted them all, eager to be a part of his intense drives. There had been nothing
she refused him, and he had shown her how erotic and perverse she could be. This discovery ab



out herself delighted both of them, and before he died, they had discussed other possibilities
, like meeting others for an evening of fucking. It never happened, though, because he died be
fore they could do so.

At first Donna wasn’t sure about it, but the more he talked to her, the more appealing
it became. Her husband wanted to watch, watch her, taking cock in her cunt and mouth. She was
willing to display her wanton behavior with others while he watched, but her one stipulation

was that they would always be together, in the same room, never apart. It wasn’t that she was
afraid to be alone with someone else. Donna wanted to watch, too, and the idea of four or more
people, all naked-and with hard-ons and wet cunts, appealed to her.

Now it would never happen.

She could never do it alone.

So she lived on her memories of her husband, and went to bed aroused and frustrated. A
nd now, waking up feeling that way. She rocked her foot faster, under the table, out of sight
of Mike and Ted. Her cunt rippled with heat, and her eyes almost closed as she produced a mild
, all too mild, orgasm for herself.

When her vision cleared, she saw Mike and Ted looking at her, their expressions quizzi
cal.

"Is something wrong, Mom?" Mike asked.

"No, why do you think that?" she asked, her voice soft and low.

"You made a moan," he said.

"And you got this crazy look on your face," Ted put in.

Donna smiled, softly. "I was just feeling ... thinking, about something."
"Must have been something good," Mike said.

"It was very good, honey," Donna replied, uncrossing her legs and finishing her coffee
"I guess I better get started on this house. You two animals can sure mess it up quick."

"We’1ll help," Ted said.

"No practice today?" Donna asked Mike. "I thought you practiced every Saturday morning

"The coach called it off," he answered.

"You mean I have to put up with you two guys all day?"

"Hey, Mom we’re not such bad guys," Mike grinned. He pretended he was going to poke he
r in the ribs, and Donna squealed, twisting away and jumping to her feet. "You got us to help
out today. That should make you happy."

"If you two would pick up after yourselves, I wouldn’t need any help."

"What would you do without us, Mother?" Ted asked, grinning at her.

"I wouldn’t live in such a messy house, for one thing," she said, and ran her hand thr
ough his hair. "But for you two guys, I’11l take the messy house."

Ted wrapped an arm about her waist and hugged her. Donna leaped into him, her tits sma
shing against his face. She felt an immediate response as her nipples stiffened. There was a s
mall tremor moving up her spine as she pulled his head tightly into her tits for a quick hug.

When she pulled away, her legs felt shaky.

Taking out the vacuum cleaner, she started on the hallway. The two boys began picking



things up in the living room, but that didn’t last long. She heard them laughing as they began
to wrestle. Turning off the vacuum cleaner, she entered the room to see them in a tangle of a
rms and legs.

"Okay, you know the rules around here," she said without anger. "No wrestling in the h
ouse."

They paid no attention to her. Mike let his younger brother pin him to the floor, sitt
ing on top of him. Mike had one knee lifted, his other leg straight out and to one side. Donna
s breath caught as she saw the head of her oldest son’s cock sticking from the cut-off shorts

Her cunt suddenly began to throb as her eyes fixed upon it. She stared hard at the head of M
ike’s cock, seeing his piss-hole. Her fingers curled into fists, her nails cutting into her pa
Im. Her legs trembled and she felt weak.

"No wrestling," she said, but her voice was a bare whisper.

She tried to pull her eyes off Mike’s cock, but they refused to move. As she watched,
his cock slipped farther from his cut- offs, and then she was seeing half of it. Although it w
asn’t hard, Donna felt a growl in the pit of her stomach, a growl of desire. She had not seen
a cock in over three years, and her eyes devoured her oldest son’s cock wantonly.

When Mike heaved his body and tossed Ted away, they rolled toward her feet, laughing a
s Mike began to tickle his younger brother.

"Give up?" Mike was laughing. "Give up now?"

"Never!" Ted giggled, thrashing his arms and legs as he tried to get away from his bro
ther.

Donna found herself trying to get a peek at her youngest son’s cock, but it stayed con
cealed. Her cunt was wet inside her shorts, her cunt-lips pulsing hotly, her clit knotted.

The boys rolled into her legs, making her off balance. She fell on top of them with a
low scream.

"Now we gotcha! " Mike said, grabbing his mother and wrestling her to the floor.

Ted joined his brother against her, and Donna began to laugh almost hysterically as th
ey tickled her sides and ribs. She thrashed her long legs as she fought to get away from them,
laughing hard.

Ted caught her arms and pulled them above her head, pinning them tightly with his knee
s. Mike sat on her thighs, his fingers dancing about her ribs as he tickled her. Donna laughed
, half crying with pleasure, struggling to get free.

Her tits heaved and moved beneath the shirt, and she squirmed her ass and hips, trying
to get her legs from under Mike’s ass. She lifted her head, and saw her oldest son’s cock pre
ssing at her thigh, up near the leg of her shorts. Even though he was tickling her, making her
laugh insanely, Donna could feel the heat of her son’s cock on her thigh. With a violent move
ment, she tossed Mike upward and he fell across her body. He wrapped his legs about hers, stil
1l poking at her ribs. Donna felt the pressure of her son’s body on her stomach, and grew weak.
Ted still sat on her arms above her head, and when she tried to pull them free, one of her pa
1lms cupped his tight ass. It was a brief, accidental touch, but Donna’s palm burned as she qui
ckly adjusted her hand away.

There was a slight tearing sound, and with a sense of embarrassment, she realized the
shirt had become untied. Her tits, naked, were pressing against Mike’s firm, naked chest. She
felt her nipples stiffen as they poked at his flesh. Then she felt Mike moving, his hips rubbi
ng. She felt the hardness of his cock as it slipped against her naked thigh. Feeling that his
cock was hard, she knew Mike had to be aware of her naked tits on his chest, and of her hot th
ighs on his cock. She lifted her eyes and looked straight into his.

Mike was gazing down at his mother’s face, his expression confused.

Donna lay still, and felt her son rubbing his cock at her thigh. She felt the



wetness as his piss—-hole scraped near the leg of her shorts. She felt breathless,
excited. Her body trembled as her tongue moved over her lips. She said nothing.

Then, as if realizing, finally, what was happening, Mike lifted. Not all the way, just
his upper body. His cock seemed to move, and Donna gasped as she felt his cock-head push at t
he crotch of her shorts.

"Oh!" Ted gasped as his brother lifted. He saw his mother’s tits, all naked, her shirt
wide open. He stared at her stiff nipples, then jumped up and turned away, blushing.

Donna, still staring into her oldest son’s eyes, left her arms above her head. Mike, w
ith the head of his cock pushing against the crotch of her shorts, looked down at her exposed
tits for a long time, then lifted his eyes to his mother’s again.

"Mike ..." she said, her voice husky.

"I’'m sorry, Mom," he murmured and slid from her, moving in such a way his cock was hid
den from her.

Ted and Mike walked from the living room, and Donna remained on the floor, unmoving, b
ut trembling. Her tits lifted as she began to breathe deeply. After a moment she sat up. Her c
unt was throbbing hotly and it felt as if Mike’s cock was still pressing there. She saw the we
tness on her inner thigh, the wetness of her son’s cock.

She went about her housework in a daze. Ted and Mike did not return to help. What had
happened surprised her, but only because Mike had gotten a hard-on. Her own responses were no
surprise. Of course Mike would get a hard-on, she told herself. She may be his mother, but she

was still a woman, and he was a boy. Her body had made his cock hard, she knew. It had been t
he closeness of her naked thigh, his cock already sticking from his shorts. The touch of it ca
used his cock to turn hard, and by the time they realized her tits were naked, he already had
a hard-on. When he had seen her naked tits, she had felt the powerful throb of his cock as his

cock-head pushed at her crotch. Mike had, she felt - or wanted to think - almost come on her
shorts.

The idea excited her. She wondered what he would have done if he had come off, spurtin

g his hot come-juice against the crotch of her shorts. He had blushed with embarrassment, just

as his brother had, when he saw her tits were exposed, but surely he had felt her hot flesh o
n his cock before that.

An hour later, Ted came out and mumbled a goodbye to her. She watched him leave, feeli
ng bad about his embarrassment. It hadn’t been his fault her shirt came open. But seeing her t
its, his mother’s tits, made him embarrassed. She wondered if Ted knew his brother had a hard-
on. She watched Ted turn out of the front yard, and then put the vacuum cleaner away.

"I’'m sorry about that, Mom," Mike said as he came into the kitchen where she was prepa
ring vegetables for their evening dinner. "It was an accident."

"I know, baby," she said. "It happens sometimes. Don’t worry about it."

Mike sat at the kitchen table. Donna felt his eyes on her, and she had to fight to kee
p her hips from trembling. She could tell he was looking at her thighs, at the shape of her as
S.

Almost consciously, she shifted her weight on her feet, and the cheeks of her shapely
ass bunched. She leaned over the sink, the paring knife in her hand, a carrot in the other. Th
ere was a tension in the kitchen that felt thick. She could hear her son breathing behind her,

and it was heavy breathing.

Donna didn’t know what to think. She didn’t know how to react.
She saw, in her mind, the way his cock had slipped from his cut-offs, how it looked. S

he remembered how it felt on her thigh, so hot and hard. She remembered how it felt pushing ag
ainst the crotch of her shorts, and her knees began to tremble.



"I'm sorry," Mike said again from behind her.
Donna took a deep breath, closing her eyes as a shudder rippled through her.

Watching her, Mike saw his mother’s ass clench tightly under her shorts. He saw her tr
embling, and wanted to say he was sorry again.

"I'm sorry."

Donna whirled. "Don’t say that!"

"I'm sor — "

"Oh, Mike!" Donna cried, her eyes moist. She leaned on the sink, dropping the knife an
d carrot. She gripped the edge of the sink with her hands, fighting back tears. "Oh, God, Mike
! Don’t say that again!"

"I didn’t mean to ..."

"It was an accident, Mike," she said. "That’s all it was, an accident. Please, don’t s
ay any more about it."

Mike looked hurt. He got up and left the room. Donna wanted to go after him, to hold h
im, to make him understand.

She stayed where she was, shaking, confused, yearning

Chapter 2
A week later, it happened again.

Donna thought her sons had forgotten about what happened. She had not forgotten, thoug

h. All her waking hours were spent thinking about it, recalling it, even the feel of Mike’s co

ck remained vivid in her mind. In the past week, since that happened, Donna fondled herself to

orgasm three times, her imagination growing about what could have happened, what might have h
appened if she had done this, or suggested that, or moved this way, or...

The only difference this Saturday morning was she and Mike were alone.

They were sitting on the floor, and he was helping her go through magazines in search
of coupons. Again she was in shorts, a pair of white ones, with high-cut legs, the waist low o
n her hips. She was wearing a T-shirt now, and her tits were molded against the thin garment,
her nipples protruding. Mike, as usual, was in faded cut-offs.

She was clipping coupons from a magazine when she noticed her son was staring at a pic
ture for a long time. Glancing at it, she saw it was a model in a very brief bra and skimpy pa
nties, and advertisement for hair remover. The slightly bulging panties indicated a darker col
or, and Donna knew Mike was fascinated by the picture. She dropped her eyes to the front of hi
s cut-offs, but saw nothing. She felt that since he was looking with intense eyes at the pictu
re, his cock would be hard, but it wasn’t.

"That looks like you, Mom," he finally said.
"Let me see," Donna said, taking the magazine.

It did look like her, a younger version, though. The hair was the same color, the eyes
the same shape.

"It isn’t me," she said. "I would never be that kind of model."

"You’d be good at it,"™ he said. "Look at your legs, Mom. They’re even nicer than this
girl’s."



"That’s a nice thing to say," she said. "But you must be up to something or want somet
hing. A boy never thinks his mother’s legs are prettier than other girls."

"Yours are," he insisted.
"Oh, yeah!" Donna giggled, and poked him in his ribs.

Mike yelped and pulled away, but Donna was on him, wrestling him to the floor, coupons
scattered all over. Mike laughed and thrashed as she poked and tickled his ribs, straddling h
im and giggling happily.

"Mom. stop it!" Mike laughed, not trying very hard to dislodge her. "You’re gonna
make me pee in my pants!"

"So pee," she laughed and poked harder. With a heave of his body, he tossed his mother
to one side, and was fast to climb on top of her. Donna giggled and thrashed her legs and arm
s, twisting and squirming to get away. But Mike pinned her with ease, mostly because she was w
eak from laughing. She slipped her hands free and placed her palms on his cheeks, looking up h
im with smoldering eyes.

As before, she felt his cock swell against her thigh. Mike was sitting on her upper le
gs, his knees at her waist. Pulling his face down, Donna kissed him, on his mouth. It was a qu
ick kiss, but made heat come to her face. Trying to cover up her feelings, she shot her hips u
p, trying to dislodge him.

Again Mike shoved her arms above her head and pinned her down. Donna thrashed with all
her strength, giggling like a high school girl. Mike fell forward, and she felt his cock move
into her crotch as it had that day a week ago. His cock-head pushed at her cunt, against the

seam of her shorts. She gasped loudly, and her hips lifted, returning the pressure. Mike was s
taring into his mother’s face, his eyes glazed and his lips parted, panting.

"Oooooh, " Donna mewled. The head of her son’s cock pushed hard against her shorts, rig
ht against her knotted clit.

When her son moved, she didn’t blame him. The pressure of his cock on her cunt almost
made her come. She felt Mike’s hips 1lift just a little, only to push down again. They kept sta
ring into each other’s eyes as Mike pressed harder, the head of his cock smashing her hidden c
lit.

Mike moaned.

Donna felt his cock jerking, and then felt the hot wetness as he came against her crot
ch, covering her shorts with come. Her hips jerked, and she whimpered, her cunt contracting wi
th orgasm when she felt his come soak through her white shorts.

Both of them shook, and then it was over.

Mike’s eyes became shy and he started to climb from her.

"No, " Donna said quickly as he released her arms. She shoved her hands to his waist, h
olding him on top of her.

"I’'m sorry, Mom," he groaned, embarrassed.
"Don’t say that!" she hissed, and wiggled her hips beneath him.

She moved her arms about his waist, caressing along his bare back. They kept looking i
nto each other’s eyes, neither of them knowing what to say now. Donna felt his cock hardening
again, and Mike shifted his eyes away, a flush on his face. Donna moved her hands down his bac
k and paused at the waist of his cut-offs, then slipped them lower. She cupped his ass through

the shorts, and made a subtle, but suggestive, movement with her hips. She felt his cock thro
bbing against her closed thighs.

When he looked down at her again, his eyes were glassy with desire.



Donna’s mind spun with perverse excitement. She pressed her hips up at his throbbing c

ock, then slipped her hand between their bodies. She brushed the back of her hand across the s

mooth head of her son’s cock as her fingers tugged at the tight crotch of her shorts. She felt

the wetness of his come-juice there, and managed to pull her shorts just far enough away from
her cunt.

Mike, without saying anything, but still gazing down into his mother’s eyes, lifted hi
s hips slightly. Donna felt the head of her son’s cock rub lightly across the lips of her now-
exposed cunt. A gasp bubbled from her throat, and she shifted her hips. The head of her son’s
cock pushed at the entrance of her cunt.

Both were holding their breath now, staring with glazed eyes at each other. Donna stil

1 held her son’s ass in one hand, her fingers of the other holding the crotch of her shorts to

one side. Mike slowly, very slowly, pushed his cock inward. Donna lifted her hips just as slo
wly, and Mike’s cock penetrated the fiery lips of her cunt.

Again Donna gasped, her eyes slitting but still staring up into his. She pulled down o
n his ass and lifted her own at the same time. She felt his cock move deeper, felt the hot thr
obbing of it. Mike pushed, and his cock slipped into her cunt.

Both froze.

Mike’s cock was all the way inside her wet pussy now, every hard inch of it. Donna’s b
ody shook with ecstasy, and she pulled her hand from between their bodies and placed it back o
n his ass. She held her son’s ass with both hands tightly, and very slowly moved her hips.

Mike moaned.
Donna gave a soft cry of delight.

She moved first, lifting her hips and lowering them, sliding her cunt on his cock. The
n Mike was moving, stabbing his cock into her cunt slowly. They kept staring at each other, bo
th slightly startled at what they were doing, neither wanting to say anything right now.

Mike fucked his mother slowly, letting her set the pace.

Donna humped in almost slow motion, feeling her son’s cock sliding along the gripping,
fiery lips of her cunt. She could feel her clit scrape at his hard cock-shaft, and she breath
ed hotly. They moved in perfect unison, with Mike pushing his cock down as she lifted her crot
ch. The delicious filling of her cunt caused shivers to run up and down Donna’s flesh. She clo
sed her thighs tightly again, feeling her son’s cock stabbing up and down. She moved her hips,
holding his ass, her upper body still. Her eyes burned into his, and she ran her tongue over

her lips as the sensation of ecstasy grew.

Donna’s hips speeded up, and Mike went along with her. He had his elbows against her s
houlders, his hands in her hair. Donna clutched his bunching ass-cheeks tightly, arching her p
ussy upward to meet his cock. She spread her legs, and Mike shifted his between them. She scis
sored her satiny thighs along his, her hips twisting and grinding as his cock pumped into her
cunt.

They breathed hard and fast, the rapture swelling in them both. She felt her son’s coc
k throbbing inside her cunt, and the hairy lips grabbed at it tightly, making Mike groan. She
squirmed her cunt upward. Her eyes were dreamy, almost unseeing, and Mike kept looking down in
to them, his own burning as hot as his cock felt to her. As the ecstasy increased, so did thei
r movements.

Mike began stabbing faster, and Donna strained up at him. Her cunt was stretching swee
tly, taking her son’s cock greedily now. She churned her ass up and down, bouncing her ass-che
eks against the floor, then swinging her cunt up to smash onto his ramming cock.

"Ooooooh!" she moaned.

"Ahhhhh!" Mike gasped.



Thrashing now beneath her son, Donna clawed at his ass with strong fingers. She churne
d and humped her ass swiftly, making choking sounds in her throat. Her cunt seemed to expand,
to swell, then become almost impossibly tight around her son’s thick cock. She was close to or
gasm, and her cunt burned wetly. Mike was almost pulling his mother’s hair as he pounded his c
ock into her grinding cunt. Donna didn’t feel any pain, though. All her sensations were center
ed between her thighs, where his cock was plunging so deliciously. She arched her hips against
him, crying out softly, her hands pulling at his ass, trying to sink his cock deeply into her
fiery cunt. She was going to come, and it was going to be a hot, hard orgasm.

Mike was stabbing his cock almost frantically into her cunt now, smashing at her puffy
, hairy cunt-lips in a frenzy. Donna knew her son would come soon, and she wanted it. She ramm
ed her cunt hard onto his cock, her cunt-lips gripping tightly, a sob of mindless ecstasy boil
ing from her throat.

Her cunt contracted, and she strained, crying out, at his cock.

Mike couldn’t take the wet, hot tightness, the rippling waves of the velvety walls of
his mother’s cunt. He cried out, too, a loud grunting sound, and pushed hard into her pussy.

Again Donna cried out, feeling the gushing wetness of his come-juice spattering into h
er cunt. Each powerful throb of his cock sent a spewing, creamy gush into her pussy, making he
r orgasms go on and on. Even when it was over, they kept straining at each other.

Donna felt his cock soften inside her cunt, and only then did her body relax. She slum
ped her ass to the floor, her hands sliding off his ass to lay at her shaking hips. She shudde
red and pulled in air through flaring nostrils. Her legs relaxed, wide apart, and she felt her

son pulling his cock from her cunt. As it left her pussy, she moaned softly.

Without looking at her, Mike stood and left, making sure his cock was concealed from h
er.

Donna lay on the floor, tears in her eyes. They were not tears of shame or guilt or em
barrassment, they were tears of joy. Her orgasm had been very powerful, almost shattering her
body. It had been so long since she had come that way, she had almost forgotten how good it co
uld feel. She pulled the crotch of her shorts over her cunt, her hips jerking as her finger br
ushed her hairy cunt- lips lightly. When she managed to stand, her legs were weak. She saw the

coupons scattered all over the floor, some of them torn and wrinkled.

Her face glowed, slightly flushed with pleasure. There was a smile on her lovely face,
and her eyes sparkled like they had not sparkled in three years.

She was troubled in one way, though.

She didn’t like Mike’s slipping away that way. She knew he was at least embarrassed ab
out what happened between them. She didn’t want him to think it was his fault, take the blame
for it.

She found Mike sitting on his bed, elbows on his knees and chin cupped in his hands.

"Mike," she said softly as she sat down beside him, wrapping one arm about his shoulde
rs. "It wasn’t your fault, honey. It wasn’t anyone’s fault. It just happened, Mike. Please, ba
by, don’t feel bad about it."

"I’'m sorry, Mom," he said, not looking at her.

"Mike, I told you I didn’t want to hear you say that again," she said, trying to sound
firm, but failing. She felt him shaking and pulled him against her body, hugging him, resting
his head on her chest and running her hand through his hair. "You’re not sorry it happened. I
know. I can tell. Besides, I'm not."

She felt him take a deep breath.

"I’'m not at all sorry," she whispered softly, kissing the top of his head and caressin
g his shoulders.



"You’re not?" he asked, his voice muffled.
"No, honey."
"I didn’t mean to...you know, let that happen, Mom."

She hugged him, feeling his deep breathing. She considered a few moments, then said, h
er voice very soft: "I'm glad it happened, Mike."

He didn’t answer her.

"It was good," she went on. "It was very good and I needed it. I think you did, too."
"It was my first time, Mom," he confessed.

"I thought so," she replied, pleased by his answer.

"I’11l make sure it doesn’t happen ever again," Mike said.

"But, Mike," Donna answered quickly. "I might want it to happen again."

Mike lifted his head, looking at her. "You might?"

Donna nodded her head. "Listen, honey. I'm going to tell you something about me. Liste
n closely, because you might like what I say.

Donna told him about her and the his father, of the fiery passions they shared, of alm
ost becoming involved with others. Mike listened closely, his interest obvious in his young, b
urning eyes. She told of how their father had developed this dormant passion inside her, of th
e crazy positions they would get into. She spoke without hesitation, without shyness, but bold
ly and straightforward.

"And, Mike," she concluded, "It was fun. I loved it, every minute of it. Your father u
sed me, my body, the way he wanted, but I never once felt degraded nor humiliated. I loved it,
Mike! Do you understand?"

"I think so, Mom," he said, his voice thick.

"I want it to be that way again," Donna said in a soft wvoice. "But your father is gone
, and I don’t have anyone, and don’t want anyone, except my two boys."

"You mean Ted and me...doing that with you, Mom?"

"T don’t know about your brother, she said. "He’s kind of young, and I don’t know if T
ed would even be interested."

"But you want to do it with me?" he said. "Since it happened once, why not?"
"T don’t know, Mom."

"What is that supposed to mean?" she asked "You don’t know if you want to, or you don’
t know why not keep on with it?"

"Why not keep on," he grinned now.

Donna’s face 1lit up and she hugged him tightly. She turned his face to hers, and kisse
d him, her lips hot and soft and writhing. She dipped the tip of her tongue against his lips,
licking them, then turning him loose.

She stood up, her shoulders straight and pulled back, her tits straining at the thin T
—-shirt, nipples protruding. The front of her white shorts was wet with his first come.

With her eyes burning, she peeled her T-shirt from her body, tossing it to his bed. Sh
e stood with her hands on her hips, legs parted, her naked tits thrusting. Mike’s eyes glowed
on them, a grin on his face. Donna shrugged her shoulders, making her tits wobble from side to



side. They were full and firm, but not large. She felt good to expose herself to Mike, felt v
ery good. She stepped closer to him, and lifted his hands, curling his fingers about her tits.

"Feel them, honey," she whispered. "Feel my tits all you want."

With hungry eyes, Mike caressed his mother’s tits, twisting and pulling at her nipples
Donna moaned softly in delight, watching his hands squeeze her tits. She rolled her hips as
wetness seeped out of her cunt into the crotch of her shorts. She grasped her son’s wrist, and
slipped his hands down her sides, over her hips and thighs, then pulled them around to her as
s. She pulled her son’s face into her naked stomach, and Mike kissed at her belly button.

"Mmmmm, nice, baby," she murmured.

She unzipped her shorts, and lowered them teasingly, watching her son’s face. Mike wat
ched with hot eyes, his tongue licking at his lips as he swallowed, his excitement showing. Sh
e shoved her shorts down until the soft hair of her cunt showed, and paused.

"Like me?" she asked breathlessly.
"Oh, Mom! You’re beautifully
"Not yet, darling," she said. "I’"11 be beautiful for you in just a minute."

She twisted her hips and pushed her shorts lower, the fan- shaped hair of her cunt-hai
r fully showing now. She slid her shorts to her knees, and caught them there. She ran her hand
through the hair of her cunt and pulled up, the slit of her cunt showing, the tip of her clit
protruding. She squeezed her fingers together, pressing the hairy lips of her cunt at her cli
t, then let her shorts slide to her feet. She stepped out of them, standing naked in front of
her young son.

"Your turn, Mike," she said softly.
He looked up, dazed.

"Ohhhhh, baby," she purred, leaning down and kissing him. "Come on, honey, it’s your t

urn now."

Without getting off his bed, Mike opened his pants, his fingers shaking with nervousne
ss. His eyes gazed hotly right at his mother, seeing that triangle of soft hair, the pink slit
of her cunt. Lifting his hips a little, he scooted his shorts down. Donna, her eyes steaming

with passion, breathed deeply as his cock and balls were revealed.

"Ohhhhh, baby!" she purred hotly. "That’s lovely."

Mike sat with his cut-offs at his knees, his cock standing up with hardness, his cock-
head round and smooth. Donna saw the bead of juice gleaming on his piss-hole, and ran her tong
ue over her lips. The small tuft of hair at the base of his cock appealed to her. His balls, s
he saw, were full and devoid of hair. His cock was surprisingly long and thick for his age. Sh
e felt her cunt start to throb, her clit tightening. Drawing back from him a few feet, she sto
od with her feet apart, her hands balled into fists at her hips, breathing deeply with anticip
ation. Juices from her hair-rimmed cunt seeped along her inner thighs.

Kicking his legs and feet, Mike let his cut-offs slide to the floor. He kept staring a
t her naked body, his eyes going from his mother’s exciting tits, with those stiff, dark pink
nipples, down her flat stomach and fixing upon her hairy cunt. Donna understood her oldest son
"'s excitement at seeing her naked. She saw it the way his cock jerked back and forth, his ball
s writhing. His bare chest heaved up and down as he panted, his expression eager.

Donna’s hips twisted sensuously as she uncurled her fists and caressed her hands up to
her tits. She cupped her tits, her fingers squeezing, her nipples protruding from them. She g
ave a hot little gasp of pleasure. She thrust her hips forward so her son could get a good, 1lo
ng look at her swollen cunt.

"Now I'm beautiful for you," she said, her voice a breathless whisper. "And you’re bea
utiful for me."



"Mom, you’re so...so..." Mike swallowed, not knowing what to say.

"Naked and beautiful?" she asked softly, one hand going down, her fingers toying with
the soft hair of her cunt.

"Yeah," he grunted, nodding his head.

"You have a beautiful cock, Mike," Donna purred.

Mike’s head jerked upward, making Donna giggle.

"It is a cock, isn’t it, baby?" she mewled, her eyes dancing with passion. "That’s wha
t your father called it - cock. I like that name. Cock. It sounds so...so masculine and exciti
ng. Cock...cock...cock..."

Mike was grinning, half shyly, his eyes back on his mother’s pussy. Donna ran her fing
ers through the mass of soft hair and slipped two fingers along her throbbing clit, exposing i
t to her son’s eyes.

"And this is pussy, baby," she whispered. "This is real pussy."

"I...know," he said, choking. "I know what it is, Mom."

"You do?" she asked with a little gurgle. "Then you know it has to be a hot pussy. I m
ean, you fucked it just a little while ago on the floor, didn’t you? Was it hot then? Was it a
hot, wet pussy, darling?"

"Oh, Mom!" he moaned, grabbing his cock tightly. "Yes, it was!"

"This hot pussy is going to fuck your hard cock, again," she gasped throatily. "Mother
has to take care of that hard cock. We can’t have it so hard, can we? It might start to hurt
and then I'd feel bad."

She moved toward her son slowly, swaying her hips. Placing her hands on his shoulders
gently, she urged her son onto his back. Mike lay back willingly, his cock straining straight
up.

"Hey, where is everybody?"

Ted slammed the front door as he came into the house.

Chapter 3

"Shit!" Donna complained.

Mike jerked up, reaching for his cut-offs. But Donna stopped him. She rushed to the be
droom door and closed it, putting a chair against it to prevent her youngest son from barging
in. She listened with her ear against the door. Mike was showing fear, but not so much that he

stopped looking at his mother. As she stood at the door, he gazed at her long, slender legs a
nd satiny thighs, the curve of her rounded, tight ass, the side view of one tit.

"It’s okay," she said softly. "Ted is making noise in the kitchen."

She turned back to Mike. "You know your brother, when he’s hungry he’ll be in there ea
ting for an hour. That’s plenty of time."

She returned to Mike, and pushed him back on the bed again. She climbed onto the bed,
above her oldest son, her knees brushing along his thighs. Her tits dangled at his face as Don
na positioned her naked body above him, on her hands and knees.

With a soft giggle, she swung her tits across Mike’s face.

"Suck them, honey," she urged. "Suck on my tits!"



Mike, his cock driving him, opened his mouth as his mother pushed one of her stiff nip
ples into his mouth. When he closed his mouth on her tit, sucking it. Donna purred, her eyes c
losing with pleasure. She lowered her tit until it smashed at her son’s face. Mike’s body trem
bled, and he placed a hand on her hip, tentatively. Donna lifted her hand and moved his palm a
bout her hip, down her thigh, then brought it up onto her naked ass. She pressed his hand ther
e, making his fingers curl into her flesh.

"Mmmmmm, suck hard, baby!" she cooed "Suck Mother’s tit real hard!"

Mike sucked, his tongue licking, his hand on her ass starting to slide and move now. D
onna wiggled, mewling.

"Oh, yes, Mike. Feel me, baby! Run your hand all over Mother’s body! Touch me all over
Feel me, darling!"

Mike ran his hand feverishly about his mother’s ass, touching and caressing, his finge

rs brushing the soft hairs of her cunt as he moved his fingers along the split of her hot ass.

He squirmed beneath her as he sucked at her tit. Touching her excited him the way he had expe

cted it. He had wondered what it would be like to feel a girl, a naked girl, and all his expec
tations were coming true.

Donna’s flesh rippled with delicious sensations as her son ran his hands about her fle
sh. She shivered and purred. She had missed this for a long time, almost forgotten how good it
felt to have a hot hand touching her body.

She lifted up, pulling her tit from her son’s mouth, looking down at him with blazing
eyes.

"Now, baby!" she moaned. "Oh, God... Mike, Mother wants it now!"

She pressed her crotch down, twisting it as her cunt searched for his throbbing cock.
She felt his smooth cockhead slide along her inner thigh, brush across the wet, puffy lips of
her cunt, then slide up toward her asshole. Mike, just as eager as, or more than, his mother,
shoved his hand down there and positioned his cock.

Donna placed her fiery cunt on his cock-head, and then pushed down. She held her breat
h, feeling her son’s cock slide into her cunt, spreading her sensitive cunt-lips with the thro
bbing hardness.

"Ohhhh, God!" she cried out as her cunt crushed onto the base of his cock. "Mike! Ohhh
h, baby!"

She dropped her weight onto him, wrapping her arms about his neck and holding him tigh
tly. Her firm tits flattened on his chest, her nipples searing his flesh. Mike was holding the
cheeks of his mother’s writhing ass, one in each hand, straining his cock up into her grippin
g cunt. Donna could feel Mike’s cock throbbing against the tight lips of her pussy, her clit p
ressing at the base. She sucked in a deep breath of air, and lifted her hips, her cunt pulling
upward on his cock. She moved slowly, feeling every ridge of his lovely hard cock. She lifted
her ass until she had just the swollen head of his cock inside her cunt. She held it for a mo
ment, then lunged her cunt down hard and fast.

"Ahhhhh!" Mike moaned.
"Oh, yes, baby!"

Clutching him around his neck, Donna began to hump her naked ass up and down, fucking
her son. Her only movements were in her hips, her hot thighs pressing tightly against his. Her
ass bounced and twisted as she lunged up and down. Each thrust of her cunt pushed the breath

out of Mike’s lungs, making him grunt softly.

Donna squealed in delight, her wet cunt making his cock slippery. Her cunt-lips clutch
ed his cock tightly, then opened, tightened again. It was all involuntarily. Donna had no cons
cious thought of what her cunt was doing. Mike’s hands clung to her dancing ass tightly, his f
ingers squeezing at her firm ass-cheeks.



"Ohhhh, this is wonderful!" Donna hissed. "Oh, Mike, you’re so hard and I'm so wet! Oh
hhh, your cock is perfect for my cunt! I can feel your cock stretch my cunt open... fucking it
! Listen to that wet sound, baby! Hear Mother’s wet cunt fucking your cock!"

Mike didn’t say anything. He was almost dazed with pleasure. His hands clutched his mo
ther’s bouncing ass tightly, his hips lifting up to meet the wild thrusting of her cunt. He di
dn’t move his hips, but held them high and let her ride his cock as fast as she could.

Donna gasped and cried out with ecstasy. Her hips pounded up and down, her cunt smacki
ng against the base of her son’s cock, feeling his rounded cock-head push so deliciously into
her greedy, fiery cunt. Her knotted clit scraped along the hard shaft of his cock, sending fir
e through her crotch. She twisted her ass, arching and straining. The sensations of her son’s
cock inside her cunt caused her to 1lift her head, eyes bulging, her lips parted. She curled he
r fingers into his hair, pulling as she squealed and cried out.

"Hold my ass, Mike!" she moaned. "Ohhhh, hold Mother’s ass tight, baby!"

Mike curled his fingers into her dancing ass. His cock was being burned by his mother’
s searing cunt, blistering him. His balls were almost painfully tight at the base, loaded with
hot come.

"Feel it, Mike!" Donna hissed, ramming her cunt up and down his cock in a frenzy. "Fee
1 Mother’s cunt fucking your cock! Can you feel how wet and hot Mother’s pussy is! Oooooh, bab
y, I love your cock! I love the way it feels in my cunt! Ooooh, honey, fuck me! Fuck Mother, M
ike!"

Mike tried to work with her, but Donna was pounding up and down much too frantically,
and all he could do was hold her ass tightly. Donna whipped her naked ass about lewdly, grindi
ng her bubbling cunt furiously onto his cock, making little screwing motions at times, and pum
ping up and down at others.

Her mind reeled dizzily with pleasure. Donna could feel every sensation in every part

of her naked body. It was, in a way, better than those wild times with her husband. Swinging h
er ass with abandon, pumping her cunt up and down on her son’s cock, she cried out with soft s
ounds, clutching his hair in her hands. Her clit became inflamed more than ever, and there was
a wild, powerful orgasm swelling inside her lower stomach. She sobbed lewdly as she increased
the sliding movements of her cunt on his cock. Now, she was fucking her son with wicked, almo
st uncoordinated thrusts. She pounded and twisted her hungry cunt madly onto his cock, her hea
d lifted high, neck stretched. She gasped hotly.

"I’'m getting there, Mike!" she groaned. "Ohhhh, baby, I'm getting ready to come! Ahhhh
, so fucking good, Mike! Can you feel Mother’s cunt about to come? Oooooh, I’'m going to explod
e! Oooooh ... ahhhh, there!"

With a wild lunge, Donna rammed her cunt hard onto her son’s cock, her hairy cunt-lips
clutching with hot spasms. The rippling waves of her orgasm along the hardness of his cock ma
de Mike cry out.

"Oh, give it to me!"™ Donna sobbed.

Mike clawed at his mother’s grinding ass tightly, and with a groaning grunt, sprayed t
he walls of her pussy with boiling come. The squirting come-juice came rapidly, making Donna c
ry out with rapture. They strained hard together, Donna’s cunt pulling on her son’s gushing co
ck. Their moans mingled as one, both of them shuddering with the intensity of their ecstasy.

Slowly, Donna’s body relaxed, everything loosening up at the same time. Her muscles, e
ven her bones, felt like jello. She breathed deeply, her tits smashing against her son’s chest
again. She trembled as her son ran his hands up and down her satiny back, over the swells of
her shapely ass and upper thighs. His cock was no longer inside her cunt, but resting against

her still pulsating, hairy cunt-lips.

"Am I too heavy?" she whispered after a while.

"Ahhhh, no, Mom," he breathed. He wrapped his arms about her waist and hugged her tigh



tly.

"Well, let me loose, anyway"’ she said, a half giggle in her voice.

When he released her waist she rolled onto his bed at his side. She looked at his face
, seeing nothing but pleasure there. Mike had the beginnings of a mustache, and she realized h
e would have to start shaving soon. Tenderly, she caressed his face as he turned his head and
looked at her.

"Was it good, honey?" she asked.

"It was great, Mom."

"Does that mean you’ll want more?"

"As much as you’ll give me," he said, cupping one of her tits and fondling it without
nervousness now. "All I can get."

With a giggle, Donna scooted tightly against him, hugging him.

"That might be more than you can handle," she whispered as the tip of her tongue probe
d his ear. "I'm a pretty hot and greedy piece."

"Piece of what?" Mike teased, pulling her nipple.

"Piece of ass, you nut!" she said, slapping his hand off her tit. "I may want more of
that cock than you can give me!"

"Could Dad handle it, Mom?" he asked.

"That’s none of your business," Donna said, sitting up. "But yes, he could handle it v
ery well. Now it’s time for you to see if you can take care of it.

"If I can’t, I’1ll get help, " Mike laughed.

Donna was picking up her shorts. She turned and gazed at him. "Oh, you would, would yo
u? I suppose you have someone in mind, too."

"Maybe," Mike said, watching as his mother stepped into the shorts. The front of them
was still wet where he had come on them. Donna, knowing he was watching, wiggled her ass more
than usual to pull the tight shorts up. She pulled the zipper and then slipped her arms into t
he shirt, eyeing him.

"Anyone I know?" she asked, enjoying the game.

"Maybe, " he said.

"Mike, I won’t be putting out for just anyone," she said, her eyes going serious. "I'm

hot, yes, but I'm particular. I haven’t had cock since your father died until today. I’ve bee
n going out of my mind for it, too, but I won’t fuck just anyone."
"I didn’t think you would," he said. "If you did, I wouldn’t want you for my mother."

"Even though I fuck good?" she teased, her eyes flirting with him.

"Even that, Mom," he replied, stepping into his shorts. "Who wants a fucking slut for
a mother?"

"Oh, so I'm a slut, am I?"

"Mom, I didn’t mean it that way," Mike said quickly "I meant a girl who takes on all t
he guys. You’d never do that."

"You’re right, I wouldn’t," she lied softly. "I knew what you meant in the first place
, darling. You’re not the kind of guy what would pass a girl around, I know."



Mike started laughing.

"What’s so funny?" she asked. "Do I have a tear in my shorts or something?"
"We’re talking like you were my girl, Mom, not my mother."

"Well, I can be both, I’'d say," she replied, her eyes twinkling.

"That would be nice, Mom."

She stuck her tongue out at him, waggling it suggestively. "You may have more of a gir
1 than you think in me. Just don’t be surprised at my appetites.”

"I won’t," he promised, watching her move the chair from the door and opening it.

Donna peeked outside, then slipped away as if she felt guilty, turning toward her own
room.

She was sweaty, and peeled her clothes off again as the tub filled with water. As she
soaked in the tub, she thought how it happened, not at all surprised. When a boy had his cock
so close to a girl, he was bound to become hard, she thought. What made her feel good, was Mik
e was eager for it. Not only eager then, but wanted more of her. Leaning on the rim of the tub
, she closed her eyes and relived fucking her son. It felt as if his cock was still inside her

cunt, and she wiggled deliciously.

She dried her body as the water ran out of the tub, then stepped into her bedroom and
pulled on an attractive house dress. She was naked under it, the first time she had been naked
under a dress since her husband had died. She brushed her long, soft hair, and when she finis
hed, she felt presentable enough to join her two boys.

She found them playing a dice game.

Mike looked up at her as she entered, his eyes taking in her dress. Since Ted’s back w
as toward her, she gave Mike a lewd wink as she sat on the couch, carefully tucking her skirt
about her long thighs. Mike began to slowly lose interest in the game as she watched them. He
kept looking at her, and after making sure Ted couldn’t see, she drew her hand up to her tits,

smoothing the dress over them so they were outlined for Mike, her nipples protruding enticing
ly.

There was something exciting about teasing Mike while Ted sat there with his back to h
er, unaware of what was going on. Hoping her youngest son would see the expression on Mike’s f
ace, Donna grinned as she slipped the hem of her dress past her knees. Then she lifted her dre
ss, parted her legs quickly, giving Mike a quick look at her naked cunt, then she closed her 1
egs and smoothed the dress over them again.

Mike glanced at his brother, then back at her. Donna shook her head in warning, noddin
g toward Ted. Ted was hunched over, absorbed in the gam