
    
  
    
      
        Mother's Helper

      Chapter 1

      Paul Tomkins,22, picked up his books and headed out of his bedroom to go down and start breakfast. He was a couple of steps past his mother's open door when she called to him. "Paul?"

      He turned back and entered her room. She turned to look at him while she inserted the earring post through the lobe of her ear. "I'm going to meet Sally for dinner after work. Will you be okay on your own tonight?"

      Paul looked at his mother. Like him, she was tall, slender. She wore her honey colored hair in a shaggy bob that framed a face most men would classify as pretty. Her eyes were a light brown, almost caramel colored, against a natural peaches and cream complexion. At the moment, she was wearing only a pair of white nylon bikini panties, which did little to hide full muff she wore, trimmed, but topped by a thin spire of dark hair which reached almost to her navel. She bore smallish, medium sized breasts, capped by pale brown areolas, nipple buds just barely visible. Her trim waist was set off by her hips and relatively flat butt.

      That she was essentially naked was not unusual. It had been just the two of them since he could remember. Rita had given birth to Rick while still a junior in high school. He was the result of a stolen afternoon with her then current boyfriend, during which they finished a quart of Sangria left over from a party his parents had thrown the night before. For both of them, it had been their first time.

      Her father, a doctor and a lay minister in their church, would not allow her to terminate the pregnancy. By the time Paul was due, she had made up her mind to keep him.

      She had dropped out of high school during her pregnancy and completed her schooling at home, while taking care of him, supported by her parents. She completed the requirements for her GED by the end of summer following the graduation of her friends. She entered the community college and took a reduced load, including night classes, while she worked as a clerk in a grocery store, to earn her RN certification.

      When Paul started school, she started taking classes while she worked at the hospital, and, by the time he was in fourth grade, had earned her BSN. Until Paul graduated from high school, she had received some financial help from his grandparents on both sides. Her parents had also helped with babysitting while she went to school, allowing her and Paul to live on their own.

      
        
      

      She had taken a job in her father's practice when Paul was twelve, and, by the time Paul was in high school, obtained her Nurse Practitioner status. As such, she was usually the first or second professional new patients saw. Sally, one of the medical assistants in the large practice, was also a single mom, with two teenage daughters, now 18 and 17-years old.

      They had started working in the office about the same time. The same age, and in similar family situations, they had become close friends. School demands and the age difference had kept Paul and the girls from being any more than friendly acquaintances.

      "Yeah," he answered his mother. "I'll stop and get me a turkey to roast up, or maybe a tenderloin. I'll have to see what catches my fancy."

      Rita laughed. "There's a meatloaf all put together in the fridge, if you want, or there's the stew from this weekend. And, of course, there's always bacon and eggs."

      "I'll be fine. Are you okay?"

      "I'm fine; why do you ask?"

      "Except when it's time for your period, you don't usually put underwear on until you start to dress, and your period isn't due for a week or so."

      "My son keeps track of my menstrual cycle?"

      "It helps contain the fights if I know when not to broach some topics."

      Rita laughed. "Some day, some lucky woman is going to have a very smart husband. It's just a mild UTI. When I get to the office, I'll phone in a scrip for Cipro. Would you be able to pick it up for me?" She turned to start getting dressed.

      "No problem. You be late?"

      "No, it's just dinner. Sally has to be home to talk to the girls. She's been seeing a dentist for almost six months and they think it's time to expose the families to each other more. He has a daughter, 15, I think she said. He's met Patti and Diane, but she hasn't told them about how serious it's become. They want to be able to trade overnights without the kids feeling abandoned." She looked at her son. "How would you feel if I started having men spend the night?"

      "Pretty much, it would depend on the man and how I felt about him. If I thought he was right for you, I'd say it was past time. If I didn't think he was right, unless I knew it was just for sex for you, I'd raise all sorts of hell when he wasn't here to let you know I thought he was the wrong guy."

      "You wouldn't care if I was out, what do you guys call it, sport fucking?"

      "That would imply you were out there every night, Mom, spreading you legs for whoever you could pick up. That would definitely be a problem for me, but, if you were dating a variety of guys and one stayed overnight on a weekend and rarely showed up again, your choice, that wouldn't bother me.

      "You're still young, attractive, and, usually, fun to be around. The question should be, why aren't you?"

      "Why aren't I what?"

      "Dating, enjoying the attention of the opposite sex?"

      Rita heaved a huge sigh. "Inertia, lack of practice, lack of opportunity, lack of candidates. Take your pick." She turned back to her dressing table. "Oh, look at the time! You'd better hurry!"

      "Oy! See you tonight. Have a good day."

      Paul, a teaching assistant for Experimental Psych Lab 115, swore as his phone started vibrating in his pocket. He was setting up a complicated maze for the week's lab assignment, and it needed to be ready for class tomorrow. He pulled the phone from his pocket and checked the incoming phone number, his mom. He'd call her back later.

      The phone stopped vibrating as he put it back in his pocket, only to start again almost immediately. He checked the caller ID again. This time it was the University Hospital. He answered the call. "Paul Tomkins. Yes, I'm her son. Is there a problem? No, my father is gone; what is the problem? Is my mother okay? I'm just across campus; I'll be right there."

      
        Rita had been interviewing a new patient, getting their medical history, which had seemed unremarkable until they had a seizure. She had been taking vital signs and had just turned around to record them when the patient, a young woman, suffered a severe tonic-clonic seizure (once known as Grand Mal seizures), falling into Rita, knocking her down, face forward.

      Rita was able to break their fall thanks to her parachute reflex, but the weight of both of them on her wrists was too much, and resulted in a severe sprain to both arms. She would be unable to use her hands for at least three weeks.

      Paul arrived just as the doctor was finishing the plaster cast, which extended from the middle of her fingers to her elbow. "Plaster?"

      "You must be Paul, her son. I talked to you on the phone. Yes, plaster. I don't want any movement in the wrist for the next ten days. I realize that is going to complicate her life, but better for ten days than the rest of her life, don't you agree?"

      "You're the doc. Hey, Mom. Looks like you'll be home for dinner after all."

      "Looks like it. And for the next several days. I need you to call Sally and let her know I'll be home. When she left, they were thinking about admitting me."

      "Which is still a good idea," the doctor interjected. "Are you sure you will have adequate help at home?"

      "Paul?" his mother asked, looking at him. "It's going to be you, and it will get messy. Do you think you can handle it?"

      "I `handled' it over the summer working at the CP group homes. I had to help both men and women in the bathroom several times. And it's not like I haven't seen a naked woman, Mom, or touched one. The awkward part, which I'm sure will pass once we've been through it, is that it's you. Once we get past that, it should be a piece of cake." The doctor shrugged. "Okay, but if you have any problems, call me. Maybe we can arrange for a home health aide."

      "That won't be necessary, doc. If she doesn't mind me, I'll spank her like she used to do me." The words were out before Paul realized the implication. Only when the doctor coughed and his Mom gasped, did he realize how his statement could be interpreted. He blushed and started to say something, but the doctor had left cubicle. "God, Mom! I'm sorry. I didn't mean..."

      
        
      

      "I know, sweetie. I think you just made his day. Go get the car. It's in the lot across from the Medical Office Building, in the third or fourth row, near the end by the boulevard. And don't forget Sally."

      On his way to get the car, he got in touch with Sally and passed on his mother's message. She asked if it would be okay if she stopped after work. Remembering his mother's meatloaf comment, he invited her for dinner. She asked if he was sure; he told her what was planned. She laughed and accepted.

      He called the Experimental Psych teacher and explained the situation, saying he would be unavailable for the rest of this week and all of next. The professor told him not to worry, to take care of his family. Paul explained where he was in constructing the maze, mostly done. A few minutes later he was back at the ER, picking up his mother.

      On the ride home, Rita was quiet, contemplating how she would react the first time Paul had to assist her in the bathroom. Over the eighteen years since she had moved out of her parents' house, she had dated a few times, but had not let any man get beyond an over the clothes boob squeeze. While she pleasured herself a couple of times a week, no man had touched her since she learned she was pregnant. And now, her son...

      It wasn't unusual for them to see each other nude, nor for them to exchange hugs, or kisses on the cheek; just not at the same time. It had never been a rule, but there had never been any touching while one or the other of them was nude. But now...She wasn't sure which of them would be more embarrassed. Sure Paul had provided personal care to some disabled adults while working for a service agency, but their mother-son relationship was a huge complicating factor.

      "Penny for your thoughts." His voice broke into her reverie.

      She briefly thought about dissembling with the non-committal "nothing," but she had seldom lied to him, especially about important issues. "I was just wondering how this is going to work. Blotting the vulva of a client, or cleaning her butt after a BM isn't quite the same as providing those services to your mother, regardless of how often we've seen each other nude."

      "Are you worried about my reaction, or your own?"

      "Both, frankly. I suppose I should be glad that you are an adult, and should be able to handle those tasks without being traumatized that you have to touch `your mother' `down there.'" She laughed. "At the same time, as I am sure you are aware, from our conversation this morning, it has been a long time since anyone other than my OB/GYN has touched me there."

      
        
      

      "Don't worry, Mom, I'll be gentle," Paul said, the smile plain in his voice.

      "You little shit," Rita replied, laughing. "It's a good thing I have these casts on or I'd hit you over the head."

      "Yeah, but then, if you didn't, you wouldn't need to." He pulled into their driveway. "I had a thought. How would you feel about going around the house commando, in a mini skirt, or short semi-full skirt, like that red and brown plaid one? Then when you need to pee, you can pull up your own skirt, probably, and just let the area air dry. The only time you'll need my service is after a BM and when you take a bath."

      "Sounds workable, if disgusting. We can try it when this infection quiets down. Right now, we need to hurry, all this talk about toileting...I need to go."

      Paul got his mother to the powder room off the kitchen, and lowered the slacks and panties she wore. He closed the door to give her some privacy while she emptied her water. When she called him, he went in and kneeled to remove her shoes, pants and panties. Then he grabbed some paper and reached in to blot the excess urine from around her labia. As he touched her, she flinched. He was immediately aware of the hard rod that was her clitoral shaft under her skin.

      Dropping the soiled paper, he lightly stroked the rod, asking his mother, "Would you like some help with this?"

      Rita sucked in her breath. This was exactly what she had been afraid would happen. Much as she wanted to say no, his fingers were so inviting, and he was barely touching her, she knew. Against her better judgment, and almost against her will, she lifted her arms to Paul's shoulders and pulled his cheek to hers as she nodded.

      Resting his two middle fingers so they bracketed the rod, he began a light massage along the hidden shaft. His stroke reached down to the mouth of her lady where he picked up some of her own moisture to lubricate his fingers. He heard her breathing increase in frequency, then stop as she tensed every muscle in her body. Suddenly the tension released and she sat there shaking, thrusting her hips into his hand. "No...no...more. Stop now," she panted out, whispering, when he showed no sign of slowing or stopping his clit massage.

      "Thank you, sweetie, that was, mmm. I haven't come that fast in a long time. I..."

      
        "If you'd like, we could do it again later, in a more comfortable setting."

      "Paul! What are you suggesting?" Rita asked, her tone anything but pleased.

      Paul rocked back on his heels, surprised. "Mom, you are a young, attractive, no, beautiful woman. Much too young to live like a nun, which is what you've been doing for as long as I can remember. All I'm suggesting is, that since this situation seems to arouse you a little, that you acknowledge that and take advantage of the situation to allow a little enjoyment into your life."

      "By letting my son jill me off? And what would you get out of it? Would you be looking for some kind of reciprocal service? What, since I can't use my hands? A blow job? A fuck?"

      He had never seen her so upset. She seldom swore, let alone use language like he had just heard. He was surprised she even knew the words.

      The hurt was plain on his face and in his voice. "Would you believe me if I told you I hadn't even thought about that, what I would get out of it. I was thinking about you. You always think of me first, and take care of yourself after you've seen to my needs. I guess I would have done the same thing. Seen that you were satisfied, then take care of my needs the best way `I' could," he replied, emphasizing the I.

      "This is obviously upsetting you. Forget I said anything. Lets go get you changed. Sally is going to stop and have dinner with us. I'll put the meatloaf on and some potatoes, along with a salad. Okay."

      Tears started down Rita's cheeks. Her son had made her feel better than she had since before she could remember and she had yelled at him, partly out of fear, partly shame. If she was honest with herself, she wanted what he was offering, even what she had suggested.

      "I'm sorry, Paul. I shouldn't have got upset like that. Or accuse you of wanting to have sex with me. It's just that it has been over 22 years since anybody has done that for me. And to have you offer to do it again...the mother in me wants to run away screaming, but I have to confess, the woman...I am tempted to say yes, let's, but you say Sally is coming."

      She looked at the gobsmacked expression on her son's face and smiled. "And you have class in the morning, don't you?" She put her arm up. "Help me up so we can get me changed." As she stood she moved into Paul's arms, one arm around his waist, the other around his neck, and pulled him in for a kiss. "Thank you,'" she whispered in his ear, then caressed it with her tongue.

      
        
      

      Sally was a short, plump, cute blonde with shoulder length hair, blue eyes, a full BB bust with hips to match, emphasizing an unbelievably thin waist. She greeted Paul with a hug and kiss on his cheek. Over dinner, which she and Paul took turns feeding Rita, to their delight and her annoyance, she and Rita discussed approaches to telling the girls about the change in her relationship with Harry, the guy she was dating.

      Toward the end of the meal, Sally asked, "What do you think, Paul?"

      "Have the girls met him and his daughter?"

      "Yes, once over the summer, we had a joint family picnic at the beach."

      "How did everyone get along?"

      "Pretty much okay. Dottie, his daughter, pretty much just sat all day, her arms around her knees, watching everyone. She didn't even change to a swim suit. Harry and Diane got along okay, and I thought Patti was going to be okay, but she seemed to avoid Harry after we ate."

      "And since then?"

      "When she knows he's coming to pick me up, she goes to her room, and if he is going to spend any amount of time, she..." Sally stopped, thinking. "I think I need to talk to my daughters, and I have a hunch some one should talk to Dottie. Thank you , Paul. If I'm right, you have saved me from a horrible mistake."

      After Sally left, Paul started cleaning up, making certain his mother was settled in the living room, her choice of movie playing.

      Sally headed straight home. As soon as she was in the door, she called her daughters into the kitchen. "Girls, I need to have a very important discussion with you. I want the truth, no matter how much you think it might hurt me. Do you understand?" Both girls nodded, their faces solemn.

      "Patti, why don't you like Harry. Every time he comes around, you have to leave. I need to know why."

      
        Patti dropped her eyes, then raised them to see the very concerned look on her mother's face. "At the picnic, when we were cleaning up, and you took some dishes away to wash, he tried to," she hesitated, "touch me, feel me up."

      "You're sure, he wasn't just being playful, or friendly."

      "Mom! I know when a guy is kidding, and when he isn't going to take no for an answer. Harry wasn't going to stop until he had his hands inside my bra, and he was almost there when you came back. Not to mention he had me trapped against the table so I couldn't move and was trying to stick his fat tongue in my mouth."

      Sally looked at Diane, silent tears coursing down her cheeks. "What is it, baby?"

      "He did it to me, too, last week. Patti was gone. I was doing my homework in the dining room, and you were upstairs, getting ready. He came in and started rubbing my shoulders, telling me what a good girl I was, studying so hard. Pretty soon his hands were inside the collar of my blouse, and then under my bra strap and headed down, When you came downstairs. He jerked his hands out so fast, he pulled my bra up."

      "Thank you, Paul," Sally whispered. Aloud, she asked Diane, "Do you ever see his daughter in school?"

      "Sometimes, at lunch, or in the library. Why?"

      Sally took a big, deep breath, said a small, silent prayer, and answered. "At the time, I just thought Dottie was shy, maybe a little upset still over her parents' breakup. A conversation this afternoon, pointing out, or rather suggesting the reason for Patti's avoiding Harry, made me think of another reason for the way she was acting. Diane, I want you to find a way to talk to her someplace private, and ask her if Harry is touching her inappropriately.

      "The chances are she will deny it, but you will be able to tell by her reaction to the question. If he isn't, she will probably look at you like you are crazy, and/or get mad. If he is, even if she denies it, she will act guilty, as if it is her fault. If you get a sense he is touching her, ask her if she wants to go talk to the nurse, and stay with her."

      "Mom," asked Patti, "why did you thank Paul?"

      
        "I was having dinner with Rita and him, and asked him how to tell you two about some changes in my relationship with Harry I had been considering. He asked some questions about how you two and Dottie got along, and how you and Harry got along. His questions made me see there were some issues I had to see to first." She looked at Patti. "I hoped I was wrong, but I was afraid of what you told me, and I suspect he's been abusing Dottie, too."

      Back at the Tomkins, Paul had finished cleaning up the kitchen and joined his mother on the couch, watching TV. After a few minutes, she curled her feet under her and leaned into his side. He put his arm around her shoulder and drew her in tight. When the movie credits started to roll, she reached up and kissed his cheek. "Does that offer still stand?" she asked softly.

      He turned toward her, pushing her slightly more upright, his arm still around her shoulder, but with his fingers now grazing her breast. Rita pushed herself up some more, pushing the breast into Paul's hand as their open lips met. Paul pulled back from the kiss. "Do you want your bath first?"

      She smiled at him, her eyes full of love. "Sweetie, if this goes the way I think it's going to go, we'll need a shower or bath afterwards, anyway, so let's wait on that."

      "Hmm. Should I be worried?" he asked, slipping his hand inside his mothers shirt.

      She moaned into his mouth, having resumed their kiss. "Only if you intend to not satisfy me fully. I want you to replace all my toys tonight. Do you think you can do that?"

      "All of them, even..." he asked

      "All of them, even..." she agreed, smiling.

      He helped her up from the couch, then, standing in front of her, bent down to lift her by her butt cheeks. She squealed with delight, putting her arms around his neck and her legs around his hips as he carried her to the staircase going to the second floor. "Put me down, now." she ordered. He did, then followed her up the stairs, his hands holding her butt.

      Rita laughed all the way to the top of the stair. She had not received this kind of playful sexual attention in over 20 years. It was heady stuff, better than any wine she had ever had.

      In her room she turned to Paul so he could unfasten her buttons and slide her shirt from her shoulders and over the casts. Then he dropped to his knees and unfastened her jeans, pulling them down and removing them. Rita stood before him, nothing but panties between him and her lady. He reached to pull them down, and saw her panty liner. "Damn!" he swore.

      "What is it, honey? Is there some problem?"

      "Your UTI, it means I can't kiss you like I want."

      "Me, too, but don't worry, unless you are totally turned off by this old body, I don't think this is going to be what Sally calls a one off. At least I hope not."

      Paul looked up at his mother. Without a word he stripped off his shirt and undershirt, then unfastened his slacks. Standing up, he left them on the floor, his only clothing now, a well tented pair of boxers and his socks. His mother looked at his crotch and smiled, reaching for him. He lifted her and carried her to the bed. Placing her in the middle, he lay down beside her, embracing her and rolled her to face him, pulling her hips to his, her mouth to his.

      His hands explored her body, searching for those unique areas which would heighten her arousal. Her lack of flexibility in her arms and hands frustrated Rita. She wanted to touch, caress, feel her son with her hands. She broke their kiss. "Paul, listen to me. Right now, I don't want you to make love to me. I'm already so friggin' wet, it feels like I wet the bed. Right now, I just want you to fuck the bejeezus out of me. Don't worry about hurting me, or making me come, fuck me, use me, spray your cum all over the inside of my cunt. And do it now! Please."

      "Are you sure, Mom? I don't want to hurt you, and I'm so damn hard I could use my cock as a stone drill,"

      Rita smiled. "I'm sure. Just give in to the lust. We'll make love later."

      Paul pushed her on to her back and positioned himself between her knees. He dragged the head of his cock up and down her labia, uselessly lubricating it since precum was flowing copiously from his piss slit. With it in position, he pushed gently forward, embedding his coronet in his mother.

      He heard her breathe in sharply through her nose and glanced at her face. Her eyes were closed and she was biting her lower lip. "Are you okay, Mom?" he asked, anxiously.

      "Oh, yes, baby, I'm fine," she said, a smile taking over her face. "Don't stop, just do it, fuck me, fuck your momma!"

      
        
      

      Paul dropped down to rest on his elbows, wrapping his mother in his arms, his chest pressing on her breasts. He pushed his hips forward, burying his eight inch tribute to Priapus in his mother's Venusian sheath. "Yesssss," she hissed.

      "Oh, Fuck! You feel so damn good!" he cried. "I love you, Momma," he said softly in her ear as he began moving his hips in the manner of men since time immemorial.

      Mother and son joined three times before sleeping that night, her climaxes almost too many to count. Rita woke her son in the morning with that most delightful combination of experiences, the blowjob and cowgirl fuck.

      Sally stopped by after work to thank Paul in person. He was at the grocery store when she arrived, giving her the opportunity to chat with Rita. She noticed the smile Rita wore, the light in her eyes, the smile in her voice.

      "I swear, Rita, having a little time off has done you a ton of good. It almost like you got lucky last night." Rita's blush was unmistakable. "You did get lucky! You sneaky so and so! Who?" Rita simply shook her head, not trusting herself to talk. "C'mon! I tell you about everyone I hit the sack with. You claim you're not seeing anyone, and the only guy you see with any regularity is your...No! You fucked Paul! OMiGod! You did, didn't you? I can see it in your face. Damn, if he can make you look like that, he must have been pretty good."

      "Sally, don't say anything to him, promise me. We had a very long talk this morning about keeping it secret."

      "Rita! I might advertise my own indiscretions from the rooftop, but I don't talk about other people's, especially friends. So, dish, girl. How did the nasty happen?"

      Before Rita could answer, Paul was heard pulling into the driveway. In a few minutes, he came in from the kitchen, where he had left the groceries. He greeted Sally with a hug and cheek kiss, a little surprised by the intensity of her hug. Then he bent down to kiss his mom's cheek, only to meet her lips, enticing him to linger a bit. When he stood back up, his mother saw the question in his eyes. "Sally guessed about us. I guess I seemed too happy today."

      "Seemed!" laughed Sally. "Your smile was wider than if you combined smiles from the whole SNL audience." She went to Paul and put her arms around his neck. "I stopped by to thank you for your input yesterday about the girls and Harry. Did you know, or suspect something?"

      
        
      

      Paul cocked his head, looking at her, thinking. "Suspected. A few weeks ago, I had to go the University Library after supper. I saw Patti there and stopped to say hello. She was studying, which I thought was odd, because I knew she and Diane usually worked together in your dining room. I asked her why and she said Harry was there. Her expression told me she didn't think much of him; when I asked her why, she blushed and blew the question off. Her reaction was enough to make me think Harry had either made a pass or tried to do something inappropriate."

      "Well, thank you," she said, pulling him down to give him a taste of tongue. `You were right. Harry tried to cop a feel off both my girls, the SOB. Worse, I asked Diane to speak to Dottie, his daughter, to ask her if he was trying to touch her. She broke down crying when Di asked her.

      Di took her to the nurse and explained what she said. The nurse called the school social worker, who called the cops. They called Harry and asked him to come to the school, saying Dottie had a problem. When they confronted him, he confessed. His ex is flying back from Wyoming to take Dottie back with her; meantime, she's asked to stay with us because of Di."

      "I'm glad I could help. Um, I better get dinner started. Are you staying?"

      "Depends," she said, with a sexy leer. "Are you what's for dessert?"

      Paul blushed and retreated to the kitchen.. "Sally!" laughed Rita. "Easy on him; he's practically a baby, still."

      "I doubt that; I found out he knows how to kiss. So, how was it last night?" she asked, sitting next to her friend.

      Making sure her son couldn't hear them, Rita answered, "He damn near wore me out. I stopped counting after ten orgasms, to his three. I always hear women complaining when their husbands fall asleep after one ejaculation. Damn, when he was done, it was like a river of cum running out of me.

      "Lord knows, I haven't had enough experience to count, but after last night and this morning, I've been bordering on giddy all day. It was worth waiting twenty-two years."

      "Kinda like newlyweds who have just discovered sex. Great isn't it?" she asked, grinning at her friend. "I don't suppose you'd want to share your new, oops, I almost said toy. He isn't that, is he?" It was as much a statement as it was a question.

      
        
      

      "No," Rita answered, "he's not a toy. In spite of our relationship, he really is my lover. That being said, because of our relationship, I don't have claims of exclusivity on him. If he wants to be with other women, I can't stop him. And anytime he wants to make love with me, I can't deny him."

      "Rita, I wouldn't do anything to interfere with this new facet of your relationship with Paul. I wasn't thinking of some sort of date leading to sex, more along the line of a threesome now and then. Enough to keep the edge off until I find someone new to get serious with."

      "A threesome. Hmm, give me a chance to nibble your bubbies? That might be fun" She giggled at Sally's look of surprise. "Just kidding, girl.

      "Let us get used to each other a little, then, when I get the casts off, I'll ask him what he thinks. Since he is an otherwise normal, healthy 22-y.o., I imagine you are in for a prime pussy pounding in a couple of weeks."

      In the kitchen, because the two women's voices had gradually crept up to normal volume, Paul overheard the suggestion for a threesome. He immediately got hard, just thinking of getting to have sex with Sally, one of his stroke fantasies since he had met her while in middle school. Barely thinking about it, he called, "Hey, Sally, before you leave, could I speak to you out here?"

      "Sure, stud, be right there."

      In a few minutes she appeared, her purse over her shoulder. "What's up?"

      "Over here," he whispered, "I don't want Mom to hear." She walked over to stand next to him. He turned to face her, their bodies practically touching. Before she knew what he had done, his arm was around her waist, his tongue caressing hers in a hard, passionate kiss. When she started to return it, his hand softly caressed her breast. When they broke from the kiss, he bent down and placed his mouth over her obvious nipple and blew softly, sending a wave of warmth over the full, sensitive mammary.

      She groaned and slumped into him. "You motherfucking little tease. Oh, shit, I didn't mean that, not that way. Damn."

      Paul laughed at her discomfiture. "Shhh, I know what you mean. I called you out to let you know I like the idea of a threesome. Why don't you come over Sunday afternoon? We'll surprise Mom.

      
        
      

      "How would you feel about including Patti? Diane's still a little young, isn't she?"

      "She just turned seventeen but since you're over twenty-one, yeah. I don't know about Patti, especially after this business with Harry."

      "Just consider it. You could approach it from the aspect of simply sex for the sake of sex; how'd you put it, to keep the edge off. She'd have her needs met until she was ready to start looking seriously."

      She reached up to kiss him again. It lasted a bit longer than either anticipated. When she backed up, Sally looked at him, her eyes dark with passion. She looked down to see the sizeable lump in Paul's jeans. "Rita," she called, unfastening the waistband on her uniform slacks, "I'm sorry, I can't wait." She looked at Paul and reached for his belt.

      When his pants were down below his hips, she turned to lean on her arms on the table. "Fuck me, kid! Fuck me as hard and fast as you can." Paul slid into her, to the bottom of his root, in a single thrust. Her moan of pleasure was clearly heard in the living room. Rita's laugh was heard by her friend. "Ooohh! Go to hell, Rita! This is your fault, talking about the river of come he left in you. Uuunnnnnnhhh! Oh! Mother! Fuck! Yessssss! O, shit! I'm c...c...c...cccoooooooommmmmmm!" as she began to shake, quiver from head to toe, babbling word sounds.

      From the doorway, Rita cheered them on. "I've seen one or two porn films over the years. This was way better." She walked up and put her arm around Paul. "You did good, baby. Did You finish?" He shook his head, breathing deeply. "Can you take some more, Sally, or do you want to finish him in your mouth?"

      "Paul," she panted, "how do you feel about anal?"

      "I've never tried it, but always wondered what it would be like."

      "Rita, there's a bottle of lotion in my purse. Oh, damn! I'm sorry. Just spill everything on the table. See it, Paul? Spill about a teaspoon on my butthole and rub it in. That's right."

      As Paul massaged the lotion into Sally's crinkle, he felt himself re-harden in her quim. He began rocking back and forth in her while pushing the lotion inside her back door. Soon he was giving her full thrusts, and receiving the same. His thumb was fully embedded in her ass. She was trying to say something, but all that could be heard was, "uhuhuhuhuhuhuhuhuh."

      
        
      

      In a few minutes he felt the tingle at the back of his knees that signaled his impending climax. Soon it was traveling up the back of his legs. Sally suddenly went as stiff as a board. The tingle reached his nuts and he spray painted the inside of Sally's quim with man seed. Sally's cry and sudden release coincided with his spray. He caught her before she fell to the floor, then maneuvered them into a chair, his soft cock still buried in her.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      Sally leaned back against Paul's chest, breathing deeply to catch her breath. Paul's arms were around her, holding her tightly, each hand holding a breast. She tilted her head back, offering her lips for a kiss. He accepted the offer, slipping his tongue in to play with hers; his hand went down to begin lightly caressing her super-sensitive bud. She felt him begin to harden in her quim. She broke the kiss with a short laugh. "Hadn't you better save that for your mom. She'll probably be on you before I'm out of the driveway."

      "Driveway, hell!" laughed Rita. "More like before you're out of the kitchen."

      Sally and Paul laughed as she stood up, releasing Paul's semi-erect rod from its duty as a cum dam. She felt the sticky liquid start to run down her legs. Rita watched it slowly slide down the inside of her friend's thighs.

      "Sally, set your ass on the table and lay down. There's no sense letting that sweet cum get away."

      Sally looked at the tall brunette and smiled, doing as she was instructed. In seconds, Rita had pushed her legs up and began licking her son's deposit from the buxom blonde's thighs. Her tongue had just reached Sally's juicy quim when she felt Paul push her skirt up over her hips. Without stopping her ministrations to the kitty under her tongue, she asked, "Wha ah oo ooig?"

      He didn't need to answer. His rock hard shaft entered his mother's welcoming quim in a single stroke as his hands found another pair of breasts to caress. Rita's mouth closed over Sally's clit as much in surprise as on purpose. The whole taboo nature of the scene being played out around her helped push Sally to another climax, thrusting her hips and quim up into Rita's face. Rita countered by increasing the force and speed she used to tongue the sensitive bud she was trying pull into her mouth.

      
        Already turned on by watching her son and her best friend fuck, and by the illicit nature of her own activity with Sally, Rita quickly followed Sally and had her own orgasm, moaning loudly into Sally, the vibrations tickling Sally's clit, eliciting giggles and squirms from her.

      Rita started to stand, only to be told, "Don't move yet," as she felt her son begin to thrust into her more rapidly, with shorter, harder strokes. Within a few seconds, he froze, mid stroke, and she felt the hot liquid splashing on her inside walls.

      Her moan of satisfaction was answered by a similar one from Paul, and a laugh from Sally, who added, "Damn, there's nothing like a quickie threesome, is there?"

      Her two partners laughed with her. "Wow," said Paul. "This isn't quite the surprise I was thinking about, but..."

      "What surprise?" asked his mother.

      "He heard us talking about a threesome, and called me out to suggest I stop by Sunday to surprise you."

      "What happened?"

      "A kiss, and then I got a bone on," confessed Paul. "To be truthful, I've had a hard on for you two since I was twelve; the thought of doing you both together-- hell, I wouldn't have been able to walk all week. This was actually better than my dreams."

      Rita reached up to kiss his cheek; Sally repeated the action on the other side. "Do you think you can last 'til Sunday now?" Sally asked.

      "You needn't worry about that, Sally," Rita replied, with a sexy smile. "Why don't you come Saturday, and plan on sleeping over?" Sally grinned her acceptance. She looked around for her clothes.

      As she was pulling on her slacks, she watched as Rita idly fingered her son as much as the casts would let her. "Goddam, Rita! You almost make me wish I had a son." When she finished fastening and zipping her slacks, she reached for Paul, asking, "May I?" She pulled him down for a kiss, her hand snaking between them to hold and caress his dick. A responding tingle in her quim made her quickly break the connections. "Shit, if I don't get gone, I won't get gone. Saturday, suppertime?"

      
        
      

      Rita smiled and nodded.

      That night, rather than the fast and furious fucking they had engaged in the previous night, mother and son took the time to, together, explore and discover what Rita enjoyed and responded best to.

      After several long deep kisses, Paul moved to nibble his way from her earlobe to her very erect nipples. He teased them with his lips and tongue, bit them lightly with his teeth, he circled them, licked them and sucked on them, pinched, twisted and pulled them until Rita was unable to lie still.

      He moved down her torso to her belly, teasing her navel in much the same way--circling it with tiny nibbles and licks, sucking on the perimeter until Rita was afraid he'd leave evidence of his passion.

      He followed the thin shadow of a hairline from her navel down to her curly thatch, burying his nose in the shag carpet, using his tongue to gather the strands and twist them into tiny spit curls. When she realized what he was doing, Rita laughed, bouncing his face with her abdomen.

      Paul looked up at her, over her belly, through her boobs, and gave her an impish smile as he dragged his tongue down over her slit, pressuring it to open and give him access to her opening. He continued past it, to the bottom of her perineal area. Flattening his tongue against her, he pulled his tongue up over her labia, sliding it across her clitoris.

      This was an entirely new sensation for his mother. She was not naive; she knew about oral sex, and had heard how wonderful (and how bad) it could be, but the one day when she and her boyfriend had cut highschool to get tipsy and screw, oral sex was not on the agenda.

      That afternoon, she had gone from virgin to expectant mom in one brief five minute fuck session before her boyfriend's mother had almost caught them in the act. It had been just long enough for Tim, the boy, to unload in her.

      Now, as Paul's flat tongue made its way up her slit to her clit, she thought she was going to die of pleasure. The rapture of an orgasmic release was more intense, a more powerful jolt of pleasure to be sure, but the feeling from her son's tongue as it caressed her labia and the surrounding areas was like being stroked with silk velvet. And when it crossed over her clit, it was the most delicious, most pleasing sensation, even better than finally getting to that unreachable itch.

      
        She pulled her knees further apart, giving Paul all the room and access he wanted. Her hands were in his hair, holding him to her pussy. Slowly, her hips began to thrust upward into his mouth. Unconsciously, she began to speed up, matching the speed of his tongue against her pleasure bud.

      Paul slipped his middle two fingers into her, pressing against her crinkled hole with his thumb. Rita moaned loudly and thrust against his hand, holding herself off the bed, trying to suck him into her quim.

      "Oh, yessss! More! In me, now, Paul. I need you in me!"

      Paul nodded, his tongue firmly against his mother's labia, increasing her desire. He moved up her body with his mouth planting kisses every two or three inches, nipping at her nipples, then at her lips as his tongue sought entry at the same time his cock pushed into her hungry, waiting pussy.

      He slid into her in a single stroke, and immediately started to withdraw, to his mother's objection. Her legs wrapped around him, to hold him in her. He thrust his hips forward, slamming into her pussy, and then back out as far as she let him.

      Realizing what he was about, Rita relaxed her legs a little, giving Paul room to fuck. After several thrusts, he stopped and gathered her in his arms. He rolled to his side and then onto his back, still holding her to his chest. He raised and separated his knees, opening her. Bracing his heels on the bed, he began to move into her. The position placed her clit against his shaft for near maximum stimulation.

      Rita was able to get her knees on the bed to stabilize herself and return her son's thrusts. She felt his cock begin to enlarge. At the same time, she could feel the increase in her own arousal; her breathing became labored, her thrusting erratic, Paul's breathing became irregular, his thrusts, faster, harder, more chaotic.

      Suddenly, he arched up off the bed, suspending Rita on his cock, which was fully imbedded in her. She felt the blasts of semen as they coated the walls which enclosed his babymaker, sparking her own mini-explosion of pleasure.

      The identification of babymaker occurred to her seconds later, causing a shiver of panic as she clutched her son and lover to her breasts. Silently, she vowed to call her doctor in the morning, while Paul was at school.

      Later in the morning, Thursday, Rita was on the phone to Sally.

      
        
      

      "Sally, I need a favor. I have an appointment with Wendy Daniels Tuesday after next for a TL. I can take a cab there, but they insist I have family or friend drive me home."

      "Yes, laparoscopically. It can be done in the office, and has the shortest recovery time, as you know."

      "No, I haven't discussed it with him, yet. This is my decision, for me. I have my reasons and they don't all concern him.

      "Can you bring me home? They will call you as soon as the procedure is done. Thank you. See you Saturday? And Sally, nothing to Paul until after, okay? Thank you."

      Paul was in the coffee shop in the Student Union, having a late breakfast while he caught up on some assigned reading. While his TA duties had been reduced because of his mother's accident, he still had to keep up with his graduate class work.

      Between taking care of his mom's minimal personal care needs, and the housework (he hadn't realized just how much there was that his mother did for him each day), and trying to keep up with the lust bunny he had unwittingly unleashed, there wasn't a lot of time left. And he had had the balls to invite Sally to join them. And think about including Patti, her older daughter.

      "Now, there," he mused, thinking of Patti, "was one sweet piece. Taller than average, she must be at least five-ten, nicely built, not too small up top, but not so big the jerks would hit on her just because of her boobs; trim waist, proportionate hips. Not so heavy he couldn't lift her, and not so skinny he'd wind up bruised after a wild session in the sack. Nice face, one you could stand to look at all day; blue eyes, hair like her mom's, dishwater blonde. Cute crooked nose. Fell off a bike, her mom said. And smart..."

      "Hey, Paul. What are you doing here at this time of day? Don't you have a lab to set up?" Speak or think of the devil! He looked up at the person intruding on his reverie.

      "Hi, Patti. No, on the lab. Fitz, Dr. Fitzpatrick, gave me the time off until Mom gets her casts off and can handle a five pound weight by herself. So I'm using the time this morning to catch some breakfast and read some pages. You got time to sit? What's up with you?"

      Patti set her books on the table and sat down. "What's up with me? That must be a good question; it seems to be on everybody's mind today. Mom sent Di and Dottie, Harry's daughter--did you know she's staying with us until her Mom comes?" Paul nodded. "Wow! I mean, usually school bus drivers are among the first to know things like that, but she didn't this morning, but you did. Weird.

      "And last night, Mom came home in a state--wow! Right to her bedroom and I bet she wore out a set of batteries using her--thing she has that uses batteries." Patti blushed, realizing she might have revealed something her mother would prefer to keep secret. "And whenever we were alone, all she wanted to talk about was me and sex, I mean, sex and me, and if I did, did I want to.

      "Am I making any sense?"

      Paul smiled and nodded. "So, what did you tell her?"

      Pat ti looked at Paul, shocked. "I told her my sex life, or lack of it, or surplus of it, was nobody's business but mine. And she could keep her cougar bait boyfriend to herself."

      "Her cougar bait boyfriend! That's funny. So, which is it, surplus or lack?"

      Patti gaped at him, shocked again, then laughed. "Damn. Well, since you seem to be so interested, there has been a severe dearth of attention paid to the carnal appetites of this young woman."

      Paul's eyes twinkled in amusement as he replied. "That is just one fucking shame. Anything I can do to help?"

      Patti was speechless. She opened her mouth to reply, but couldn't think of a suitable response. She pulled her books to her, to get up to leave, but sat, rooted to her chair.

      Paul got up and walked around the table to her, tilted her head back, then bent down to plant a kiss on her lips. "Think about it, and call me. I would really, really love to help."

      After Paul had walked away, Patti slowly regained her orientation to place and time. She shook her head to clear it and watched him as he walked through the coffee shop doors. She stood up and glanced down at her books. There, on a post-it, stuck to her Psych text, was Paul's name and what she recognized as a cell phone number. She wondered why she was smiling.

      
        That evening, after dinner was done and cleared, Paul joined his mother in their living room. She was sitting in the easy chair, legs curled under her, watching TV, but not seeing it. Paul sat on the couch, looking at his mother. "Everything okay?" he asked.

      The question filtered through her musings. "Hmm? Oh, yeah. Just wool gathering, nothing important."

      "And bananas are this color," he replied, holding his hands about a foot and a half apart. "What?" he asked, again.

      Rita looked at him, a trace of annoyance on her face, then grinned. "One of the problems of teaching your kids to be good at reading people is that it's hard to keep a secret.

      She lowered her eyes, and speaking haltingly, told him, "I made a decision last night which may or may not impact us. I made it to avoid what I see as a strongly negative possible outcome of our relationship. I made it based on my history, and I made it only partly considering the impact on you, even though I knew you might have feelings about it.

      "My decision would have been the same, regardless of how you felt, so I went ahead and started the process to implement that decision." She paused to look at him. "I am having my tubes cut and tied two weeks from this past Tuesday."

      Paul sat open mouthed for a moment. "Just like that? I don't get a vote. Your body, your choice; that's the drill?" Hurt and anger were clear in his voice, on his face.

      It was the reaction she had both feared and expected. With a mixture of anger and exasperation, she replied, "Don't do that, Paul! Don't make it sound like you will never have another chance at fathering a child; like I am your last hope. Society has changed a lot in their view toward unwed mothers, but there is still a social stigma attached to it unless you are very rich, very poor, or in an acceptable long term relationship, none of which describes what we have."

      "What do we have, Mother? What is our relationship? What is our future?" The bitterness and pain were still evident.

      "Our relationship? We're mother and son, first, last and always. Nothing will ever change that. Over the years, I think, we have also become friends. At least I like to think so. And recently, we have become lovers, lovers whose love must be kept secret, but lovers, still. Our future? I hope none of it changes.

      
        
      

      The way we express our love, our friendship, even the responsibility in our biological relationship may be altered by time, but I hope the base relationships don't change." She looked at her son, seeing the anger, her expression, one of sadness and pain.

      "Why the TL? It isn't necessary. I would be proud to care for our baby."

      "Oh, Paul." her voice was a combination of sadness, exasperation, regret and anger. "You have no idea what it would be like for me to have a child without a husband today. You have no idea what we, what you would have to sacrifice. Don't you think I've considered all that? I went through it once; I won't go through it again!" Her voice and visage expressed a firmness he had never heard.

      "What do you mean, you went through it once? You said my father walked out on you..."

      "And that's the truth. When he found out I was pregnant, he simply stopped talking to me. I never said he was my husband. Legally, Paul, you are a bastard." She hesitated, then went on.

      "I was sixteen and thought the sun rose and set on Timmy. One late summer afternoon, I was at his house. We were alone, drinking some wine punch his parents had left over from dinner the night before. We got a little silly, and before I left, for all intents and purposes, I was pregnant.

      "My parents fought for a month before my father agreed to let me stay in his home. As soon as I finished my GED, they asked me to move and take you with me. They helped pay the rent, and so did Tim's parents, to be fair, as much as they could. And mom and dad did babysit so I could go to evening classes when I had to, to get my RN.

      "But, as soon as a guy learned I was an unwed mother, they either ran, or assumed I had a price stamped on my ass. About the only people who were unconditionally supportive were the other women who were in similar circumstances. Go through that experience again, even with your support and help? Not if I can avoid it.

      "Think what it would cost you if it got out that you were the father of my baby. You wouldn't be able to get a job anywhere in your chosen field. Even if it didn't get out, you'd have to drop out of school. One of us would have to stay home to care for the child. We couldn't afford day care and your school on my salary, even with the assistantship.

      
        "And when my father found out I was pregnant again without being married, I'd be out of a job, and disinherited. And if he learned you were the father, he would denounce us from the pulpit of his church every week as long he drew breath.

      "Dad is as skilled a physician as there is in this town, but his ability to tolerate human frailty doesn't extend to their behavior or emotions." She paused. "Shit! I'm rambling."

      Paul broke in, speaking softly. "I'm sorry, Mom. I didn't realize it had been so hard. You always seemed so cheerful, even when I could see you were tired, you always had a smile for me." He crossed the room and dropped to his knees in front of her chair. With his face in her lap, he asked, "Can I do anything to make up for all the problems I've caused you?"

      She pulled his face up and kissed him warmly on his lips, coaxing them open. "Oh, Baby, you didn't cause any problems, any more than any other baby, that is. It was the holier--than--thou attitudes I had to deal with while making our way that caused the problems. Nobody could understand why I wasn't apologetic or ashamed of what I had done.

      "Regardless of how Tim acted afterward, that afternoon had been an act of love, and you are its fruit. Why should I apologize or feel shame?"

      "Do you know where he is?"

      "Sadly, yes. He got a job teaching at a suburban school out around Chicago. There was a school riot. He tried to break up a fight and was stabbed in the abdomen. He died before help could get to him. I hear he left a wife.

      "His parents were school teachers. When they got the news, they were shattered. He was an only child. They were older when he was born, in their late fifties, when you were born. They retired and moved to Florida; I heard they died shortly after they moved down. Sally and her girls live in their old house. 'Swhy I don't visit her often, but don't tell her that."

      "I'm sorry I got upset, Mom. I should have realized you had a good reason for making such a hard decision. I like the way you described our relationship--mother and son, friends, lovers. And just like nothing will ever change the first part, nothing will ever change the other two, either.

      "I will always be your friend, and while we may not always be sexually involved, I will always love you, not just as my mother, but as the lovely woman you are." He reached up to kiss her, and was rewarded with a teasing tongue. He smiled and kissed her again, invading her mouth with his.

      
        Rita broke the kiss. "I'm so glad you felt secure enough to make your offer the other day. Any way you want to interpret it, I am one lucky mother," she said, with a wide grin. "It's bed time, isn't it?"

      "You're the momma. If you say it's bed time, it's bed time."

      Friday afternoon, just before the one o'clock lab started, Patti knocked on the TA office door, looking for Paul. He was inside, talking with the other TA's, explaining he would still be off next week, but should be able to resume his duties the following Monday. He looked up at her knock, and smiled at her.

      "Can we talk?" she asked. The other TA's noticed the time and left them alone.

      "Something wrong? You look upset," Paul opened.

      "Wrong? I guess that depends on your definition of wrong, or on your personal philosophy. You're my mother's cougar bait, aren't you? I should have realized it the other day in the coffee shop. I should have realized the night before, when she came home that she had just been...you know."

      "Go ahead, say it. You'll be surprised how much better you feel. It's a powerful, taboo word. Saying it gives you a sense of freedom."

      She glared at him, her face a mix of emotions and confusion. "Fuck you!" she blurted out at him, then laughed. She laughed again, covering her mouth with her hand. "Oh, I'm sorry. I didn't..."

      "Yes, you did, but not literally. I understand that. Why are you angry at me?"

      "Because you're screwing my mother and you made a pass at me like asshole Harry except you seem like an okay guy and I wanted to accept your offer the other day and then I realized about mom and you and, oh, I am so screwed up." She sat down and buried her head in her hands and began to cry.

      Paul pulled his chair up beside her, put his arm around her shoulder and pulled her into his side. "Lets take those one at a time. So far, I have had sex with your mother only once. It was a spur of the moment thing, me, realizing a years old dream. We agreed to maybe get together again, if it worked out. I even suggested she invite you to come with her sometimes."

      "You did? Why?"

      
        
      

      "For the same reason I made the offer the other day. I want to have sex with you, but more about that in a minute.

      "Me being like Harry? No way am I like that creep, except in the way that all men are like him. I do like pretty girls. I don't fuck their mothers to get close to them, though. Nor do I force myself on them, especially if they are underage or other wise defenseless. I should resent you comparing me to him, but I understand; you're a little upset.

      "Now, my offer the other day. I had mentioned to your mother she suggest to you it would be okay to establish a relationship with me based only on sex, so that you would have your sexual needs taken care of until you were ready to look for a permanent partner. This would preclude the necessity for you to go out, looking for sex, putting yourself in danger. The offer the other day was for that kind of relationship, mostly." He grinned.

      "So that's all there was to it?" Patti asked, turning to face him.

      "Honestly, no. I wanted to ask you out, but from what Sally says, you have a history of a lot of first dates, a very few second dates, and no thirds. I thought if we started with the sex, then dated, I'd have a better chance of getting to number five or even ten."

      Patti laughed. "What kind of Psychology are you studying?"

      "Reverse." She laughed again, touching his arm.

      "Maybe it's working. How would you like to take me to a movie tonight?"

      "Are you serious? Of course."

      "Okay, I'll choose the movie, you get to choose the drink and location after. Okay?" Paul nodded. "Pick me up at seven thirty."

      She had chosen a classic Japanese film, 'The Seven Samurai.' After the movie, he had taken her to a coffee house popular with grad students. He had expected to find the crowd there he and Patti joined. He did not introduce her as an undergrad, only as a friend.

      
        She had held her own in the discussion about the film, able to spot faulty reasoning, unfearful of asking questions when she was not familiar with the people being quoted. When at last the waitress told them they had to leave at midnight, she heard her main adversary in the discussions say to Paul, "Hey, Paul, if you're not going to see her again, can I have her phone number. She's good."

      Paul had looked at her and smiled. "Am I going to see you again?"

      She had grinned, shrugged a shoulder, and replied "Depends."

      Paul had turned to his friend and said, "Sorry, Sammy, I don't think, philosophically, you could handle the uncertainty." Everyone had laughed, including Sam.

      Patti led Paul around the house to the back door. Inside, she led him to the basement, to the rec room. She turned on a table lamp, providing just enough light so they could see each other. He watched as her hand went up to unbutton the top button of her shirt. He reached up to help, only to have his hand pushed away.

      "Paul, I want you to know I'm not desperate, and I am very nervous about this. I am willing to go further tonight with you than I've voluntarily gone with anyone. I'm not a virgin, but my experience wasn't anything like a good time.

      "Besides that, I'm having a hard time getting past the fact that you and my mother...so, you are going to have to convince me to open up for you, but I am willing to be convinced. Are you still in..." Paul's lips stopped her talk.

      Patti let Paul lead her to the couch. They continued the kiss as Paul explored her body through her blouse and skirt. In a short time, she was not surprised to find them missing, along with Paul's pants and shirt. His lips were busy exploring her breasts along the inner edge of her bra when he discovered the front opening clasp. She nodded and smiled when he looked to her for permission to open it.

      She bent down to kiss him while he manipulated the simple mechanism. His hands were warm and gentle as he explored the pear shaped mounds, while tongues engaged in battle. She felt a momentary sense of abandonment when his hands left her to remove his t-shirt; then they were holding her body tight to his, her breasts compressed against his chest.

      
        "Damn, you feel good there!" he exclaimed, moving his mouth to her nipple. He was able to get nearly a third of her breast into his mouth. She giggled and asked if he was hungry. She giggled more when he nodded yes without removing his mouth.

      His hands were exploring her ass inside her panties. She moved to take them off, then removed his shorts. She gasped when she saw his erection.

      The first (and last) time she had seen one, she had been fourteen, forced into an unwanted liaison to save her sister from gang rape. Her rapist was only 16, and if memory served, was only about half the size of Paul.

      Paul pulled her over him as he laid back on the couch, guiding her into position. When she felt his cock at her opening, she smiled and lowered her self, engulfing the crown before she stopped.

      "Omigod! It feels so...I can't describe it." She raised up a fraction and pushed down again, reaching the halfway point, "Yessss! Mmm." She pushed again and hit bottom.

      "Oh, Momma, why didn't you tell me it was gonna be so good?" She opened her eyes and looked at Paul. "You aren't planning on going anywhere this weekend are you? I think we are going to be busy right here until next Thursday."

      Suddenly the light in the stairway came on. "Patti? You down there?"

      "Yes, Momma!"

      "Are you okay?"

      "Yes, Momma," she sing-songed.

      "Are you alone?"

      "Uh, no, Momma."

      "Oh." They heard her start down the stairs.

      
        
      

      "Momma, go back upstairs."

      "Are you sure you're okay?"

      "Oh, yes, Momma. Better than okay!"

      "Okay, if you're sure." They heard her go back to the kitchen. There was the scrape of a chair being pulled out.

      "Momma, go back to bed. I'll answer your questions in the morning."

      The chair scraped again. They heard her foot steps cross the kitchen.

      The two young adults looked at each other and laughed. Patti bent down to kiss Paul as he began to thrust his cock deep into her.

      Saturday morning, Rita had woken Paul from a dream about being smothered by breast and pussies. She was shaking him, laughing at his morning wood. "C'mon, Paul, I'm gonna need your help. I'm sorry, but you have to hurry. C'mon, baby, you can go back to bed, if you need."

      "Okay, Mom. Go ahead, I'll be right there."

      While Rita took care of her business, Paul hopped in the shower to help him wake up. By the time he was done, she was ready to be cleaned up. When that was satisfactorily completed, he slipped some plastic sleeves over the casts and got back into the shower with her.

      His cleaning of her was accomplished to the accompaniment of giggles, squeals, gasps, moans and groans, smiles, and kisses; lots of kisses.

      Out of the shower, Paul wrapped his mother in a large terry bath sheet. "Mmm, nice. Good date last night?" she asked with a smile.

      "Yeah. I'd say. Better than the usual first date."

      
        
      

      "What'd you do?"

      "Checking up on me?" he laughed. "We went to see the Seven Samurai, then went to O'Grady's for coffee and conversation. Sam, Sue, Rick and Elle were there. We sat and talked about the movie until Millie kicked us out. Then we went back to her house and made out for a while."

      "Made out, huh?" She laughed. "Have you seen your back?"

      "Wha..."

      "Patti must have fingernails like a hawk." She reached up to kiss her blushing son. "Sweetheart, I'm not jealous. I have no claim on you or your body. If there were some reason you wished to not continue our sexual relationship, whatever, or, more likely, whoever that may be, I would accept it without question or retribution. I would be disappointed, yes, and would miss it, even after this short time. But I would accept it." She looked at him and grinned. "Was she good?"

      "It's funny. Her experience is kinda like yours, but worse in a way. Some jerk in her neighborhood threatened Di with a gang rape if Patti didn't let him screw her when she was only fourteen. That had been her only experience except for the usual gropes and grazing teenage girls are exposed to.

      "Last night, she didn't want me to leave. She's as open and curious as you are. Nothing I wanted to try last night, nothing I asked for, or suggested for her was turned down. Between the two of you, I may have met my Waterloo."

      With a sly grin, Rita reminded him, "And that doesn't include Sally, who is to spend the night tonight, remember?"

      Mid afternoon, Paul had caught up on his reading for the week. He ambled down to the living room, where his mother was dancing solo to her Ruth Young album. He moved in behind her and intercepted her movements, joining her in the slow dance. "I was just going to make me a drink; want one?"

      "Mmm, surprise me."

      Paul went to the bar and surveyed the supplies. "Is there any OJ?"

      
        
      

      "Fridge."

      He got the juice and mixed a pale lilac concoction, divided it between two glasses full of ice, and held one to his mother to have a sip through the straw. "Mm, what is it?"

      Paul grinned. "It's called a long sloe screw on a Sunday afternoon."

      "What?" his mother laughed.

      "A long sloe screw on a Sunday afternoon. It's a variation on the basic screwdriver. A pony of vodka, a quarter cup of OJ, an ounce of sloe gin all in a shaker with some ice. Shake hell out of it, pour over ice in a tall glass and top with Asti Spumante or a brut champagne."

      "Well, it's very nice. Let's dance some more."

      A few more dances and a couple of more drinks, and the mother-son duo were dancing in the living room nude, allowing Paul's hands the run of his mother's body. The Ruth Young CD had repeated twice, and was now playing 'My Ideal,' a slow tempo piece. Rita was backed up to Paul, his cock caught in her ass crack. His left hand was cradling her right tit; his right hand was just barely caressing her clit.

      The front door flew open. Mother and son heard Patti saying, "Momma, we can't just barge in."

      "Like hell we can't!" Sally exclaimed.

      The two women turned the corner into the living room to see the Tomkins duo, Rita, in full frontal nudeness, being held by her son, his hands busily stroking areas society said no son should touch, her hips swaying side to side, obviously caressing her son's genital area.

      "Hi, guys. Something we can do for you?" Paul asked.

    
  
    
      
        
      

      Chapter 3

      
        Patti and Sally have just barged in and caught Paul and his mom dancing nude, with Paul copping a feel.
      

      *

      Patti stopped, frozen in space while Sally stormed forward, screaming "You fucked my daughter last night!" Patti started at her mother's rant, then turned to leave, her face pale, her mind in a turmoil, not believing what she had just seen.

      Paul pushed his mother into Sally's arms and ran after Patti. Catching her at the front door, fumbling with the knob. He grabbed her from behind, his arms a round her waist. "Patti..."

      "Take your hands off me!" Her voice was loud, harsh.

      "Patti, come..."

      "I said, take your hands off me." She was still forceful, firm.

      "Not until you agree to come back and talk to me."

      'Why? What is there you can say that will change what I saw?"

      "Nothing that will change it, maybe something which will help explain it."

      "There isn't anything which will explain it. It's just plain..."

      "Plain what, unnatural, wrong, un-human? It's not just plain any of those. There is a whole specialty in psychiatry dealing with the desire of men to mate with their mothers."

      That piqued her interest. "What?"

      
        
      

      "There are therapists who specialize in helping men come to grips with their desire to sleep with their mothers. Society says we mustn't, but there isn't a man alive over the age of 13 who hasn't experienced the desire to take his father's place between his mother's thighs. So, how can it be wrong, or unnatural, or un-human?"

      "You're trying to confuse me. If it's not wrong, why does Society condemn it?"

      "Three basic reasons. Come, sit down, and I'll try to explain."

      Patti turned from the door and let herself be led into the living room. Sally was sitting on the couch, fuming. "You son of a bitch," she hissed when he came back into the room. "You fucked my daughter, with me right up there in the kitchen..." She stood up to confront him.

      "Is that what you told your mother? That I fucked you?" Patti shook her head.

      "I said we had made love," Patti replied, in a soft voice. Paul bent down and kissed her lightly on the lips. She started to return the kiss, and stopped, giving him a quizzical look.

      "That's what I'd call it, too," he whispered to her. He looked at Sally. "Yes, Patti and I made love in your basement last night. You knew I wanted to, and, from what Patti told me, you suggested as much to her. Why is it a problem?"

      "B...b...be..." Sally stood there, her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. "Because, because, I.. wasn't.. ready.. to share you.. with anyone but Rita. I know you suggested it, and I mentioned it to her, but I wasn't ready for it to be real. Shit, what does that make me?" She plopped back down on the couch.

      "Human," Paul replied. He turned to Patti. "This is sort of an example of why society condemns what Mom and I are doing. Way back when civilization was just starting, and communities were still nomadic tribes, children were discouraged from having sex with parents to keep peace in their tents.

      "Think what would have happened if a father and son were to fight over who was going to mate with the mother/wife; or if the mother preferred the more virile son.

      
        "And if the son was having his needs met by his mother, it would have discouraged him from visiting other tribes looking for a mate, establishing ties between tribes, until he was nearly at the age where it was difficult to conceive.

      "In addition, it was believed that the seed of younger stock was stronger, and, when paired with similar young stock, resulted in healthier offspring. The owners of the flocks applied that same thinking to their children, encouraging the young men to mate with young women."

      Rita tapped Sally on the shoulder and led her to the kitchen. "I think we should leave them alone to work this out. Anything we try to add will only muddy the water." Sally nodded.

      "Do you have anything stronger than coffee?" She asked. Rita nodded and pointed her to the cupboard.

      Back in the living room, the couple had seated themselves on the couch. "You said there were three reasons," Patti reminded him.

      "Property rights. A man had to be certain that all the children in his tent were his and had a right to share his estate. If sons could mate with their mothers, it would have muddied the inheritance question beyond solution."

      "And you think that's all there is to it? What about all the stories about birth defects and malformed children, children with mental defects or crazies or..."

      "Many of them are like urban myths, based on situations resulting from generations of in-breeding, or cases involving young girls who were abused by parents or older relatives, brothers, uncles, even grandparents.

      "On one of my career exploration site visits, I had a chance to interview a woman who had been involved with her father, her mother's two brothers, both grandfathers, a younger brother and her mother. None of that was causing her any problems, even though it had gone on for eight years. She even laughed about her mother's father trying to feel her up at her wedding.

      "She was having a problem accepting that her father had admitted to her he was gay, and her two siblings were half siblings, each by a different uncle with her mother. The children all looked normal and functioned in society without problems."

      
        "But, this is all aside from the issue at hand. I don't plan to have children with my mother. The only woman I want to have children with is you. I realized that this morning, but, if you can't accept my relationship with my mother..."

      "What about your relationship with my mother?"

      "Like I told you yesterday, we had sex once, totally spur of the moment, maybe to be repeated. It pretty much depends on you and her."

      "So, you'd continue to sleep with your mother, but not mine. Why?"

      "All of this assumes that we are involved in a sexual relationship, is that right?" Patti nodded. "That means that you have accepted, if not approved of, my continuing to have sex with my mother.

      "If your mother wanted to have sex with me, occasionally, regularly or sporadically, since you would be my primary partner, we would need your permission, blanket or episodic, to engage in any sexual activity."

      "Primary partner? What does that mean?"

      "Mostly it means, you are the woman I must satisfy. If we are involved in any kind of group situation, unless you say otherwise, you are my first partner, and regardless what else happens, you are the last woman I'm with each night. And there is no sex with any other woman unless you give me permission.

      "What if I want to have sex with another man?"

      "I could hardly say no, but I would hope you would let me know before hand, and honor my feelings about it. There are certain people I would rather not see you involved with, but ultimately it would be your decision."

      "Christ, Paul, you make it sound like a business transaction. If the client wants option A, then...if not, then option B and C will entail..."

      "I guess in some ways, it is. Most couples get to work this out, implicitly over a few months. We've had it pushed in our face after, what, two conversations and one date..."

      
        
      

      "Could you at least put your shorts back on while we talk?"

      He grinned. "Only if you strip down to your panties."

      "What!!" she shouted, "why?"

      "Because, we practice casual nudity at home, and I like to look at your bubbies; they're cute."

      Patti looked like she was going to explode. Briefly, Paul thought he had just blown any chance of saving the relationship he wanted with her. Then she laughed. "Be serious," she said, earnestly, slapping his thigh. "This is important. We're talking about our future here."

      "Are we, Patti? Are we talking about our future?" he asked softly.

      She recognized the import of what she had said, and the implication in his question. She realized the man she had been with last night was the man she wanted to be with the rest of her life. She also knew she would be sharing him, with his mother, with her mother, and probably, with her sister.

      Patti pulled off her tee shirt. "I'm afraid so. Ours, our mothers'." She stood up to remove her slacks. "I hope you're up to this, 'cuz you're gonna be one busy fucker."

      Paul stood and put his arms around her to unfasten her bra. "Are you sure? Is this what you want?"

      "Is it what I want? I... I don't know. I know I want to be with you; that means accepting your mother into our lives in a unique way. And if I do that, I can't very well exclude my mother, or my sister. Is that what you want?

      "If what you said earlier, about wanting to have children with me is true, then, in accepting you and your mother, I'm bringing you a harem of sorts. Are you ready for that?"

      "Who in hell knows? What happened between me and Mom was an accident, neither of us were looking or prepared for. If she hadn't hurt her wrists, it probably would never have happened.

      
        "Somehow your mom clued into it and suggested a threesome occasionally. I was in the kitchen and overheard her, so I called her out and arranged for her to stop by tomorrow so we could surprise my mom. Things sort of got out of hand and we had a quickie threesome on the spot. My mom invited yours to come over tonight to spend the night, but that's probably out of the question now."

      He pulled her bra down her arms and dropped it on the couch. His hands slid down her sides and into her panties, caressing her buttocks. She grabbed his hands. "Sorry, not a good idea. I'm surprised you didn't taste the blood last night. I was a bit of a mess when I woke up."

      "Damn. When?"

      "My first two days are usually the heaviest, with probably more flow than you want to deal with on the third day. By Tuesday, she should be open for visitors," Patti smiled. "Just for the record, all that stuff before about us having children, and who could sleep with who, was that supposed to be a marriage proposal?"

      Paul cocked his head to look at her, his hands still in the back of her panties. "And if it was?"

      "No, no," she chided him. "None of that; yes or no?"

      "Then," he hesitated two or three seconds, watching the smile in her eyes trying to avoid her mouth. "Yes."

      "Then," she said, reaching up to pull his face down for a kiss, "yes." Her eyes were dancing with happiness when she broke the kiss. "I think we should go tell our mothers. Mine is going to flip her lid."

      They walked into the kitchen, hand in hand. As soon as she saw Sally, still fully dressed, Patti went, "Tsk Tsk, Momma, you're over dressed. Paul told me this is a nude zone. Hurry and get stripped, we have some news for you."

      Open mouthed, again, Sally stood up and pulled her top off. "Can I help, Sally?" offered Paul, walking to her and unfastening her bra. Rita joined in and managed to grab the zipper pull on her slacks. Sally unfastened the button and Paul pushed slacks and panties to the floor, then rejoined Patti. He whispered something to her, eliciting a saucy smile.

      
        "Momma, you didn't tell me you had been invited to spend the night here tonight. I was going to invite Paul to spend the night with me, but I guess I can't do that now."

      "Patti, last night was bad enough. If Di had been home, I would have come down and made Paul leave."

      "Oh, Momma! You're not protecting Di from anything. She knows all about the birds and bees, and men and women. She's already surveying her classmates to find her date for New Years Eve so she can give up her cherry after midnight."

      She turned to Paul, "Di was born on New Years Day, can you believe it? We've talked a lot about what she should be looking for. She'll freak out tonight when I throw my fiancé into her bunch of guys to consider."

      Sally looked at her daughter, consternation on her face. "What bunch...Fiancé? Who...when...what...Patti! What the fuck are you talking about?"

      Rita had walked around the table and was hugging the two young adults. "I guess that means you two have settled Patti's concerns."

      Paul nodded. "She's going to go home tonight to stay with Diane, while you and I entertain Sally as we had planned."

      Rita looked at Patti, the question plain. She nodded. "My period started this morning and I'm not in any shape to participate. This seemed to be a good way to announce my acceptance of the situation.

      "Paul has promised that when I do join the group, I can be first if I want to, but I will definitely be the last one in the group he fucks."

      Sally had made her way to the group. "Patti, baby, are you sure?" She looked her daughter in the face. "Are you sure this is what you want, this kind of open marriage?"

      "Momma, Thursday morning, I saw Paul in the Student Union, and when I saw he left me his cell number, I couldn't understand why I couldn't stop smiling all day. And yesterday, after we made the date to go to the movies, I felt like I was floating all day. And last night...mmm!!

      
        "This afternoon, when we barged in, I was shocked, as much at the nudity as at what Paul and, may I call you Rita, Rita were doing. His explanation reminded me of some other stuff I had read, and since children won't be an issue with them, the fact they are mother and son isn't anybody's business but theirs.

      "I've come to expect that men are going to cheat. I saw it in high school. I've seen it this year on campus, you say Daddy did, my friends' dads did. Hell, I knew of at least two of my high school teachers who were cheating on their wives, with other teachers! At least this way, I know who with, and with the three or four of us, we should provide enough variety to keep him home."

      "Four?" asked Rita.

      "Paul, close your ears. If you hear this, she'll kill me." He grinned and went to the bathroom. "Di has had a crush on him for years. I've heard her call his name sometimes when, you know. I'm sure when I tell her he will be available for her on her birthday, she'll stop hunting for so..."

      They heard the toilet flush. "So, anyway, you three can have your good time tonight. Paul said I had to give you both my permission, and you have it, whenever he isn't busy in my box; just remember we all have to share, so be gentle with him," she laughed.

      Paul walked Patti back into the living room and watched her as she dressed. "Damn," he said. "I wish..."

      "Me, too," she said, smiling. "Tuesday. We can send Di back here to help Rita, and you can spend the night with me and Mom. Will that make up for having to wait?"

      "Probably not, but it'll help. Next weekend, you'll stay here?" He bent down to nibble at her neck.

      "You, sir," she moaned, "are a fucking tease. I'm so glad you encouraged me to use that word. It has come in very handy." Paul laughed and released her.

      "If you're gonna go, go. As far as I'm concerned, messy is no impediment to making love. Which I will demonstrate to you sometime soon." He smiled at her shocked expression.

      "It turns a lot of guys off, but I'm not one of them. In my sophomore year, I dated a girl who had painful periods; her roommate told her sex was a sure fire way to relieve the pain. Twice a day and she was pain free, mostly."

      
        
      

      Patti shook her head. "Reverse Psychology, and now naturopathic medicine. Any other talents you're hiding."

      "I'm a fair cook of microwave meals, and play a mean shoe horn in the hat band. That's about it."

      "You're crazy, but I love you."

      "Love you, too, babe. I'll drive Sally home tomorrow. See you then." he said, kissing her lightly. "Now, go, or Di will be calling the cops looking for you and your mother."

      "You be good to momma; she's had a hard afternoon. Make it a harder night." She laughed and ran out the door and down the driveway, feeling, again, like she was floating.

      Paul walked back into the kitchen. Rita was sitting at the table sipping at her drink through a straw. Sally was bent over pulling on her panties, her back to the door. Paul signaled his mother not to say anything, then sneaked up behind Sally and pulled her panties back down. She fell on to the table, enabling him to pull them off her feet. "Paul!" she screamed. "What are you doing?"

      "Don't you remember, this is a nude zone. And Patti gave me some very definite instructions regarding you. She said you'd had a hard afternoon, and I was supposed to make it harder."

      He reached for the voluptuous blonde. When she felt his hands on her waist, she twisted away and faced him. At five-three, she had to tilt her head back slightly to look at his face. The nine inch differential in their height was substantial.

      "Make it harder? What does that mean?"

      "I heard her give you and Mom permission to avail yourselves of my service whenever it was available to you, so I expect she meant I was to make whoopee with you; isn't that what the song says?"

      "I can't do that with you now; you're my future son-in-law."

      
        "True, your future son-in-law who has been instructed by his future wife to fuck the bejeezus out of his future mom-in-law. You don't want me to get into trouble with my future wife, do you?" He moved toward her, she side stepped away from him.

      "Rita! Speak to your son! Make him behave!" She had run into the wall, and was looking for a way to avoid him. Suddenly, he was hoisting her over shoulder. "Paul! Put me down, right now!" she screamed. "Rita! Do something!"

      "I' m sorry, Sally. There's nothing I can do," she said, holding up her casts. "Besides, isn't it a little hypocritical of you, saying it's okay for me to fuck my son, my blood relative, but it's not okay for you to fuck someone who is only going to be related by law some time in the future."

      Paul looked at her, sitting there, nude. "Why don't you come join us in a half hour or so? Will you be okay until then?"

      "I'll be fine. Will that be long enough?"

      He reached up and pushed his fingers into the space between Sally's thighs from the back, searching for her lady. When he found it, Sally shook her hips to dislodge his finger. Feeling the moisture, he just grinned at his mother. She laughed.

      "Paul Tomkins! You put me down right now," Sally ordered him.

      "In a minute, Ma." he replied.

      "Ooo!" she growled. "You just wait until I tell Patti what you're doing. She won't stand for this."

      They were in the upstairs hallway. Paul flipped her over and pulled her down so he was cradling her in his arms. "Now that's about as empty a threat as I've ever heard. I'm only doing what she told me to do." He turned into his room and carried her to his bed. Knee walking up onto the bed,he dropped her in the center. After the bounce, he lowered his head and caught one of her nipples in his mouth.

      "Oh god, you little...unnnh", she reacted to his teeth grazing the tip of the nipple. "Damn you. What are you going to do to me?"

      
        He turned so he could look at her face without relinquishing the breast. "Evwe fwing," he said around the nipple.

      "Ooohhh!" she said, her eyes wide. "Oh, no, not...you can't try to put that thing up my butt! You'll kill me!"

      "Okway," he replied, "evwe fwing elph." grinning.

      She laughed and collapsed on the bed. "Oh, shit! What have we got ourselves into?"

      Paul let go the tit and pulled himself up beside her, capturing her mouth in a tender kiss. "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted to do this with you? Do you remember the first time we met?

      "It was ten years ago, you and Mom had just started working for the doctors, and they were having their annual beach picnic for the families. You were there with the girls, and I was with Mom. You were wearing a brown and black bikini and brought your blanket to lay down by ours.

      "You said hello to Mom and introduced your girls to her, then Mom introduced me to you. I thought you were the prettiest woman I'd ever seen in real life. When you turned away to take your cooler to the picnic area, I told Mom some of your pussy hair had escaped from your suit. She caught up with you and said something. I could see the blush from where I was.

      "You turned away from the crowd and fixed it, before you saw me watching. You blushed again, then smiled at me, like we had a secret. I almost came in my swimsuit. I think I jacked off to that for almost two years."

      Paul's hands had been lightly stroking Sally from her breasts to her knees, as he talked. He had also been kissing her lightly around the face and shoulders, occasionally, randomly nipping at her with his lips. She had been turned on in the kitchen when he threw her over his shoulder. Every thing since then had only heightened her arousal.

      His story brought back her memory of the day, and the embarrassment at being seen by her new friend's 12-year old. And now, ten years later, that same twelve year old was getting ready to fuck her.

      She reached down to grab him by the hair and pulled him up for a kiss. "You are a goddam fucking tease, do you know that? If you're gonna do it, dammit, do it." She opened her legs to him and pulled him over her. He positioned himself, his crown right at her opening, maybe a quarter inch inside.

      He bent down to whisper, "Are you sure?"

      "You little bastard," she laughed, wrapping her legs around him and pulling him into her. Paul lowered his weight onto her just enough so she couldn't move. Then, using about half of his length, he began to slowly stroke into her.

      Unlike their slam-bam sex the other day, this was slow and deliberate, hitting all the spots in and outside. Fast enough to build her arousal, but slow, so it denied her the immediate release she was craving.

      "Goddam you," she moaned, trying to thrust her hips at him, to no avail. "Paul, you son of a bitch, oh, goddam it, unnnnnnh," she tried again to move. "Oh you mother lover, I'll get you for this, I swear!"

      Paul just grinned at her, then covered her mouth with his and slid his tongue in and out of her mouth, never quite leaving it, matching the movement and tempo of his cock in her pussy. She squealed in frustration, her hands and fists beating a tattoo on his shoulders and back.

      He pulled back from his 'kiss,' to whisper in her ear, "What do you want, Sally?"

      He felt as well as heard her laugh. "You bastard, you know what I want."

      "Tell me."

      "I want you to fuck me," she said, just barely above a whisper.

      "I can't hear you."

      "I said I want you to fuck me," she repeated in a normal tone of voice.

      "Hmm? I still can't hear you."

      
        
      

      "You fucking tease," she said, smiling. "Fuck me!" she shouted. "Fuck me, hard! Fuck me, fast!" She pulled his face to her and began tongue fucking his mouth, jabbing her tongue into him in the manner she wanted his cock. "Like that," she panted.

      Paul grinned and shifted his weight off her. Slowly he increased the force and tempo of his sawing motion. "Yesss," Sally, hissed, returning his motion. "Ooohhh, god, yessss! It's cooooooooooommmming! Ooooooooooohhhhhhh, motherrrrrr!!! Yesssssssssss!" As her hips began to become erratic in their thrusting , Paul lowered his hips, pinning her to the bed again.

      All her energy was transferred to the muscles in her sheath, which began to spasm rhythmically, milking his cock, setting off his own climax. The hot splashes of his fluids against her inner walls added to Sally's orgasmic bliss.

      She threw her arms and legs around Paul, pulling him into her so tightly, there was no space between them from shoulder to crotch. "O my god, o my god," she chanted as she lay there under him, holding on as if for dear life.

      Until Rita spoke, Sally was unaware of her presence on the bed. "Are you okay, Sally? Do you need anything? You seemed to be a bit out of touch there for a while."

      "Oh, damn, Rita. Your son...Has he ever done that to you? I swear, he's a fucking sadist, excuse my french."

      "I don't know; what did he do?"

      She poked Paul, still laying on her, her legs still wrapped around his thighs. "Tell your mother what you did to me, you little snot."

      "All I did was make her admit she wanted me to make love to her."

      "Oohh! You...stinker!" She made a face at Paul. Looking at Rita, she went on, "First, he teased the shit out of me until I couldn't stand it, I was so turned on. Then he held me down so I couldn't move anything but my hands and arms while he screwed me so damn slowly I thought I was going to burst with needing to come. Then, when I finally did come, he held me down again and it was like my damn vagina was trying to break out and run away."

      
        "Sooo," Rita laughed, "you had a good time. Any regrets?"

      Sally grinned. "No, dammit. I suppose this means I have to let him fuck me now." She patted him on the shoulder. "Hey, are you awake? Are you gonna stay there all day?" She flexed her Kegel muscles, and was surprised to feel a substantial resistance. "Holy crap, are you still hard? I can't believe it. Easy out then; I can't take any more right now."

      He bent down to kiss her. "You sure?"

      She nodded. "You have to remember, this isn't one of your co-ed pussies; it's more like a soccer mom pussy, one that gets tired after a romp like that."

      "Okay, if you say so," he said sawing his way back out, to her moans.

      "Mmm, damn. We do get to do this again tonight, right?"

      Rita laughed. "Just remember, we're sharing."

      They decided to go out for dinner, to a local franchise steakhouse. Like they had the first night Rita had needed help, they took turns assisting Rita with her meal. When ever it was Paul's turn, his left arm went around her shoulder, to caress and pet her. There was nothing seemingly inappropriate, but it served to remind her of what was to come.

      If he was overly attentive to his mother, Sally did not suffer from lack of attention. While not overly solicitous, he was the perfect gentleman, opening doors, pulling out chairs, ordering drinks and meals for his two companions. It was an evening of being doted on such as the two women hadn't experienced before, and they were both damp with anticipation when they left the restaurant.

      When they arrived home, Paul offered them a drink. While he mixed them, he asked Sally to select some music they could listen and dance to, something slow and romantic. She selected an eclectic mix of Frank, Sarah, some early Norah and Dianna Krall.

      He had mixed up some more of the drinks he and his mother had shared earlier in the day. Sally looked at the strangely colored drink before she tried it. "Some witches brew?" she joked.

      "Maybe," admitted Paul. "It's a long, sloe screw on a Sunday afternoon."

      
        
      

      Sally coughed and spit out the bit she had in her mouth, laughing. "You're kidding?"

      "Swear to God. Based on the screwdriver, with some sloe gin and topped with a sparkling white wine. There is a version called a long sloe screw that replaces the white wine with club soda, but I prefer this one."

      "You know, you don't need to get us drunk. We're pretty much sure things for you tonight. Any night, now, I guess. If I had any reservations, you did away with them this afternoon. I don't have any idea how I'll face my daughters tomorrow, but after our two times together..."

      Paul stopped her with a kiss. "Thank you, but it was just as much you as it was me. "

      She smiled. "Why don't you take Rita and get her ready for bed. I'll straighten up down here and load the dishwasher, then come join you. I need a shower before...you know."

      "You don't really, but it's your decision. See you soon.

      "Mother, Sally has ordered us to bed. Come along, or I shall have to boost you."

      "You wouldn't dare," Rita laughed.

      "Oh, God, Rita! Don't challenge him; there's no telling what he might do to you." Sally warned her. "Look what he did to me."

      Paul had swept his mother up in his arms and started for the stairs. Over his shoulder, Sally saw Rita smile and nod at her, as if to say, "I hope so."

      Rita lay on her back, her knees drawn up even with her waist, and spread to give Paul total access to her quim, where he was busy, lazily lapping her labia. Three times he had stimulated her to the point of orgasm, only to stop or to change his rhythm, denying her the release she was beginning to need. The technique he was using was different, but the result was the same as he had achieved with Sally earlier.

      
        Sally was enjoying herself, playing with Rita's smallish B-sized boobies. Especially now, that her nipples seemed to be super sensitive due to her level of arousal. It, of course, helped that Paul was playing with her lady while he ate out his mother.

      Rita was moaning, "Damn you, Paul! Let me come! Oh, shit! I swear, if you don't, I'm gonna break one of these casts over your head. Paul! You little shit! Ohmigod! Yesssss! Uuunnnnnnnhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" Her hips began to thrust up into Paul's face as she orgasmed, fluid spouting from her vulva like a small geyser, surprising Paul.

      Laughing, he moved up over his mother, catching her ejaculate the length of his torso, to smear over her as he laid his body on hers. He entered her as her spasms slowed, to restimulate her to a short, quiet climax, sending a shiver of pleasure throughout her body. The smile that welcomed him was like a candle in a dark room.

      He began to move in her slowly, gradually building his speed and force, varying the length of his strokes. Rita sighed and lay back, enjoying the feel of her son as he tended to her lady. She looked at the blonde beside her, and pulled her face to hers for a deep, soulful kiss. "I'm glad you're here, Sally. It helps make the pleasure feel more real."

      Sally nodded. "I know what you mean. Don't talk. Just let it happen. I can tell you, not all men are able to do what Paul seems to do so easily." She saw Rita wrinkle her brow. "I don't know how your husband was, but mine didn't seem to care if I climaxed or not. You know I've been with a few guys since him, and more were like him than were like Paul."

      Rita started to speak, then her eyes opened wide, as did her mouth as she felt the tingle in her abdomen which signaled that her climax was starting to build.

      Sally recognized the signal and smiled. "See. Christ, I envy Patti. If...if wishes were dishes, we'd never go hungry, right." She bent down and kissed Rita, with a touch of tongue, then got up and ran to the bathroom.

      She returned just in time to hear Rita's orgasmic groan and see her legs and arms wrap Paul and pull him into her, as he rolled onto his side.

      Sally spooned in behind Rita and wormed her arms around her, finding a breast with each hand. "Sweetie, I don't know how you did it alone, but you raised a fine son," she whispered in Rita's ear, nibbling at the lobe. Rita turned her head to capture Sally's mouth.

      
        "Remember how I cleaned you up the other day?" Rita asked. Sally nodded. "How would you like to return the favor?"

      Inwardly, Sally blinked. She had been involved in one other threesome, many years ago. The girl-girl action at that time had been limited to some soft kisses and boob play. Rita's actions Wednesday had surprised and excited her, and were much of the reason she had worn out the batteries in her vibrator that evening.

      Although she was mentally hesitating, her head was already nodding, and she was backing away from Rita to give her room to disengage from her son, who was grinning from ear to ear. Another of his fantasies was going to come true before his eyes.

      As Rita pulled off her son and positioned herself on her back, she pulled Paul toward her head by his shaft. With Sally beginning to kiss and lick the inside of her thighs, Rita closed her mouth over Paul's cock, sucking in about half of him. He felt her tongue begin to lick and caress him, vacuuming out the little remaining seminal fluid in his shaft.

      Sally was on her side, under Rita's leg, stretched across the bed. Her quim was in plain view to Paul, inviting him. Without disturbing his mother, he dropped to his side and pushed Sally's legs open. She looked at him, her eyes wide, and smiled. It soon became a race to see who could get who off first.

      Paul won, because of his greater experience, but not by much. Sally's noisy climax, muffled by Rita's lady, resulted in some vibrations which triggered Rita's orgasm, with a similar result, so that Sally was still in the throes of her own little death when Paul's man sauce hit the back of her throat. It wasn't the first time she had tasted cum from the source, but it was while she was, herself, coming.

      The three lay there, gasping for breath, recovering from their pleasure, heads on thighs, in the classic daisy-chain position. Paul started to laugh, huge belly shaking laughs. As such laughter often does, it became contagious. Soon Rita joined, quickly followed by Sally.

      After a few minutes, Paul regained control, at least enough to speak. "Goddam, ladies. I do believe you two have purely fucked me out. I don't think I have anything but powder left in my sack."

      "That's good," said Sally. "I worried we might have left a couple of teaspoons of cum in there I'd have to suck out, because I certainly ain't in any shape to fuck anymore tonight. But in the morning, watch out."

      
        Her two companions laughed with her. Rita raised her head to look down her body to her friend. "I'll flip you for first, loser gets to cook breakfast." She flopped her head back down. "Shit, that won't work. You two flip to see who does me, that loser can get breakfast. Yeah, that'll work fine."

      Paul huffed out, "I'll get breakfast; you two do each other. First to make the other come gets to do me first. Sally, to keep things even, you can't use your hands." He groaned as he sat up. "Shower, anyone?"

      The three of them crowded into a space which was usually overfilled by two people. Pussies, cocks and asses were more than adequately cleaned to the accompaniment of laughs, squeals, tickles, feels and kisses. Paul was the first to exit, and hear the phone. He glanced at the clock. Eleven o'clock. It had to be Patti.

      "Hi, babe."

      "Hey, love. How's Mom doing?"

      "She came around," he laughed, pausing briefly, "three or four times."

      Patti laughed. "Good. How are you holding up?"

      "Okay, I guess. We may need to find another man, though. I'm not sure I'll be able to keep up the pace."

      "As long as you can keep the other up, let us worry about the pace," she giggled.

      "That's bad," he groaned. "How are you and Di doing?"

      "When I told her we were engaged, she looked like she had lost a friend, until I told her you were willing to be her first lover. I had to explain about you and Rita and Mom. Now she doesn't want to wait. You need to talk to her."

      "No problem." He sighed. "This is weird. I know I love you and want to be with you, but we've hardly been alone more than four hours total, and I miss you so bad it hurts."

      
        He could hear the smile in her voice. "Thank you, love. I think that's the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me. I love you, too. I wish I was there. I'll dream about us tonight. About last night. Tell Mom and Rita I wish I was there with them. Good night, love."

      "Good night. Miss you."

      Because he liked to sprawl when he slept, Paul had a king sized bed. That is where the trio went to sleep that night. Paul spooned Rita, one hand holding a breast, the other lightly holding her belly, just above her muff. Sally was behind him, holding his dick. As they drifted off to sleep, Sally gave him a light squeeze. He heard her mutter, "Damn, I've missed this."

      He was up by nine, in the kitchen, heating up the filling for a frittata. He had just finished beating the eggs and milk when he heard Sally scream, "Oh, shit! I'mmmm coommmmiiiing!"

      He poured the egg mix over the filling and was moving it around so the bottom was set when heard his mother's orgasmic scream. He popped the dish in the pre-heated oven and put on the toast and started the coffee. In a few minutes, he was joined by the two radiant women.

      "You two look like I shouldn't ask what you've been up to," he teased.

      "You shouldn't," his mother retorted. "Smells good. What's for breakfast?"

      "I heated up the left overs we brought home and made a frittata. It's about ready to come out. Toast is down and coffee's dripping. As soon as the table is set, we can sit down."

      "Well," said Sally, "point me toward the dishes."

      After breakfast, the women dragged him into the living room and pushed him down to sit in the middle of the couch. Sally knelt before him and pulled off his sweats and shorts. His mother was able to work her hands into the waistband of the bottoms of the shortie pjs she had put on. Sally was attending to his prick orally, deep throating him, to get him ready for Rita.

      When he was sufficiently ready, Sally moved aside and helped Rita mount him. She rested her cast covered forearms on his shoulders and began to raise and lower herself, at the same time moving her hips in an elliptical orbit around his rod.

      
        He sat there, unable to move. Soon, the ellipse was disintegrating, her up and down motion, became erratic. She lowered her cheek to his. "Oh, god, Paul. I love you. Promise me..." She stopped in mid stroke. "No, I can't..." she started to say and dismount from him.

      Paul stopped her and pushed her back onto his shaft. "Promise you what, Momma? That we will always be able to do this?" She nodded, not looking at him.

      "I thought Patti made that clear last night. When we talked, I told her you and I and this were a package. If she wanted to be with me, she had to accept this. She will come first; she has to, but just like Sally, if I'm not making love with Patti, and you feel the need, you can have me.

      "And I'm sure there will be times when I want to be with just you, to express how much I love you." Rita looked at her son, her eyes full of love.

      "I'm sorry. I'm just being silly, I guess." She turned to Sally. "You said I raised a wonderful son. You brought up a remarkable daughter." she held out her hand to Sally, and brought her in for a three way hug. She pulled herself off Paul and pulled Sally in to take her place, kissing her. "Finish him for me. I need to go pee." She turned to kiss her son. "Thank you, love."

      Paul was driving Sally home in mid afternoon. "How's school going? What are you studying? Your Mom said Psychology." she inquired.

      "So far it's going great. Yeah, I'm going for the PhD in Psychology, trying to find a way to apply behavioral analysis to clinical psychology outside of a psychiatric hospital or developmental center."

      "Do you plan on teaching or practicing?"

      "It will probably wind up being an 'and,' rather than an 'or.' I enjoy the bits of teaching I get to do as a TA, but I'm more attracted to the clinical side. It's just difficult to get started, and it takes a long time for it to be profitable enough to have a family. Combining the two, even as an adjunct professor, might make it possible."

      "Have you thought of a research topic for your dissertation?"

      He laughed. "You won't believe it. I submitted the proposal last Spring. An analysis of the effects of sexual tension in single parent families."

      
        
      

      "You're shitting me! Oh, god, that's ironic! Does your mother know?"

      "She helped me put the proposal together. I don't think she's remembered." He pulled into her driveway.

      "Coming in?" she asked.

      "Try to keep me out," he countered, laughing.

      Patti met them at the door. After a brief air kiss with her mother, she melted into Paul's arms, their lips locked like a bank safe on Sunday. After what she thought was an indecently long time, Di coughed behind them. Paul opened one eye and looked at her, then separated from his fiancé.

      "Wow! I guess it's true, then, what Patti told me. You two are engaged. When did that happen? I mean, when did you get together? I know most of Patti's dates. I don't think she's ever gone out with anyone more than twice."

      "Well," answered Paul, "we had a couple of short conversations at school, and then the other night we had a date that lasted almost twelve hours..."

      "Twelve hours? What did you do?"

      "Uh, we went to see a movie, stopped and had some coffee and conversation, then we came back here and...

      "Talked," interjected Patti.

      "And kissed," add Paul.

      "And cuddled," continued Patti.

      "Patti," called Sally, "can you come help here for a minute? I need you to reach a pan."

      
        "Be right there." She looked at her sister. "You can ask him anything, Di. I told you last night how it was." She reached up and gave Pal a peck on the cheek. "See you in a few. You can tell Di everything. We don't have any, er, many secrets from each other."

      "Can I take him to my room, to talk in private?"

      "Hmm, dare I trust my younger sister with my fiancé? More, do I trust my fiancé with my little sister? I guess. The real question is, should I tell Mom."

      "Never mind, we'll go to the basement," Di grumbled. Paul grinned. He wasn't sure it was that much safer. Di led him around the kitchen to the back hall and down stairs. She sat him on the couch where he and Patti had spent most of their night. He felt a small surge in his shorts, eliciting a smile.

      Di saw the smile and asked, "What?"

      "This is where Patti and I spent most of the time we were here. Just brought back some nice memories."

      "Did you two make love?" Di asked. "It sounded like that's what you were leading up to upstairs." Paul nodded, looking at her. "Did she enjoy it?"

      "I think so. She didn't want me to stop, or to leave, but we decided it was best not to upset your Mom by having her find me here in the morning on our first date. Turns out, it didn't matter."

      "Is it true you're doing our mother, too?" He nodded. "And yours?" He nodded again. "And Patti said, when I'm eighteen, if I want, you'll take my cherry?"

      "If you want me to." He nodded.

      "Why do I have to wait? It's only a few months."

      "Quite simply, it's the law. If you're between the ages of fifteen and seventeen, you can have sex with another person in that age range and it's legal; however, if you are even one day short of your eighteenth birthday, and have sex with anyone over the age of 21, that person is guilty of what used to be called statutory rape, and it is a felony. If your partner is between the ages of 18 and 21, it is still a felony, but one of lesser degree.

      
        
      

      "Even if you didn't complain, or if Sally didn't complain, but someone in the neighborhood suspected it happened and reported their suspicion to the police, they'd have to investigate. And if they decided there was enough evidence that we had sex the day before you were eighteen, I could be arrested and tried, for up to seven years after the fact.

      "Under the circumstances, since you would be willing, and I had your and your mother's consent, I probably wouldn't be convicted, or if convicted, not sent to prison, but I wouldn't be able to work in the field I want, and would be labeled a sex offender for life. That's why."

      "That sucks. Is there anything we can do?"

      "Like what? Maybe I should ask, what have you done?"

      "Nothing. After what Patti did, I was scared to go out with anyone."

      "What Patti did? Oh, you mean..."

      "Yeah. Here I am, seventeen, a high school senior, and I haven't even been kissed. I bet the guys at school think I'm a lesbian or something. I hardly even talk to them."

      Paul patted his lap. "Come here."

      "What?" she asked, warily. "Why?"

      He reached and picked up the teen and set her on his lap, his arms around her waist. "So, you've never been kissed, and you're worrying about losing your virginity in, what, seventy-five days or so. I think we need to start with some basics. Show me how you kiss."

      Di looked at him, a little wild eyed. All she knew about kissing came from watching movies and tv. You just opened your mouths, stuck out your tongues and brought them together. So that's what she did. Paul smiled.

      
        "Try it like this," he said, bringing his closed mouth to hers and opening it just enough to slip his tongue our to caress her lips. With tongue and lip pressure, he coaxed her lips open and pulled the lower one just inside his.

      He felt her relax and slide her arm around his neck. When he backed away from her, her eyes were closed and she was smiling. "Better?" he asked. She nodded and reached up for another try.

      He met her half way. This time, he slipped his tongue through her lips to tickle hers, eliciting a small moan and tightening of her arm around his neck. He slid his hand under the bottom of her tee shirt to caress her bare stomach.

      She pulled back suddenly. "What? Why are you..." She started.

      "It's the Paul Tomkins crash course in making out. Too much too soon?" His hand was still, laying on her bare stomach.

      "No, I just wasn't expecting it. It feels nice. What else does your course cover?"

      Paul just grinned and bent to kiss her just below the ear and let his lips slide down the side of her neck to the pulse point. He closed his mouth over it and applied a little suction, teasing the spot with his tongue. "Mmm," she hummed, "that's nice." His hand began tracing circles on her stomach, slowly enlarging them. "Oooohhhhh, yesss," she cooed.

      The first time his hand grazed the bottom of her bra, she stiffened, then relaxed, almost immediately. The next time he hit her bra, he let his hands slide up onto the band so he brushed the underside of her breasts. She gasped and waited to see what he was going to do.

      She didn't release her breath until his hands were on the down stroke. On the next pass, she grabbed his hand and pressed it to her, cupping the small B-cup mound. "Please," she murmured, her lips seeking his.

      His tongue pushed its way into her mouth, and as it began to imitate a penis, his hand slipped under her bra band, pushing the cup over her breast, to play with the hard nipple. In a few minutes, he felt her tense up, then she squealed into his mouth and began to quiver from head to toe. He felt some definite dampness on his lap.

      When her spasm had passed, she buried her face in his neck. "I'm sorry," she said.

      
        
      

      "For what?"

      "I think I peed all over you."

      "You mean this?" he asked, slipping his hand between her thighs, over her mound, seeking the moisture which had soaked through her light jeans. He gathered some on his fingers and brought them to his nose to sniff. "Here," he said, offering his fingers to her to sniff. "Not pee, girl cum. Did you know you were a squirter?"

      She shook her head. "I never did before."

      "I'll take that as a compliment. It means I got you really aroused. One more lesson, then we're done for the day, okay?" She nodded, smiling.

      "Now, you know about kisses and how good they feel here," he said, touching her lips with his finger. She nodded, a puzzled look furrowing her brow. "Well, then, imagine a kiss here," he said, running his finger over the nipple poking through her tee shirt.

      She gasped and smiled, nodding. "Or here," he said, lightly scratching her belly. She laughed. "Or here," caressing the inside of her knee; "or here, or here, or here," he teased, walking his fingers up the inside of her thigh.

      Her breath had caught when he touched her knee. His hand was less than a hand width from her quim, when she let it out. It was that or faint. "Or," whispered Paul in her ear, caressing her earlobe with his tongue, "here," cupping her vulva.

      It was too much for the teen. She came again, her girl cum soaking through her jeans and Paul's slacks. She lay there shaking in his arms, unaware of her sister and mother, who had come running down when they heard her scream.

      "Is she okay?" asked Sally, quickly identifying the odor permeating the area. Paul nodded, holding her to his chest. Patti just grinned.

      "There's something about you and this place. Women just can't stop coming in your arms." She glanced at his lap. "What's all over your pants?"

      
        
      

      "Di squirts, lots. And did twice."

      "Take 'em off and I'll wash them."

      "I can't. Mom's home alone. I've already been gone longer than I planned. I'll be alright from here to my car, and from the car to the house."

      He looked down to the teen in his arms. "She's asleep. Is she on some contraceptive?" Patti nodded. Paul laid the high school senior down on the couch and walked to Patti. "I really hate to go without having a chance to talk. How late are you in class Tuesday?"

      "I'm done at two; you?"

      "Noon," he grinned. She kissed him, her tongue, the aggressor.

    
  
    
      Chapter 4

      "Do we have to go?" whined Di. "I don't really want to go to the damn ball. Paul," she whimpered, "do you really, really want to go some old high school formal, get all dressed up in tuxedo to hang out with a bunch of losers?"

      Paul laughed. "Why not? Why don't you want to go? It might be a lot of fun."

      "Or a total disaster," she added. "Why can't we just hang out with our moms, along with Patti?"

      "Think of it as extensive foreplay. We'll be there dancing; our bodies rubbing against each other, making out on the dance floor; showing all the loser guys what they missed out on; showing the girls how lucky they were that the guys didn't notice you.

      
        "Tell you what. We'll get there late, around nine, and leave at the intermission, right after they crown the King and Queen. There are a couple of parties I promised to drop in at on campus, then we'll join our moms and Patti to watch the ball drop. How would that be?"

      "Well, it sounds better. When do we get to...uh"

      "Get together?"

      "Yeah," she answered in a tiny, almost fearful voice.

      "I promised Patti she and I would watch the ball drop alone in my room, having our own ball dropping ceremony, if you know what I mean." Di giggled. "Any time after that, if you're still awake. Or, since you're going to be sleeping over, you could come in and watch the parade with me in the morning, just us. Although, the Moms may come in to 'celebrate' after your first time. That is the only time I can guarantee we will be alone this weekend."

      "I understand. I think I'd like to 'watch the parade' with you. Okay, we'll go to the Ball. How do I introduce you?"

      "Tell the truth; I'm an old family friend, and you knew I'd be home for the holiday. Make it romantic, tell your friends you've always had a crush on me, and found out I liked you, too. You could even hint at what we're going to be doing later. Just don't mention your sister."

      "I'm beginning to see why Patti refers to you as the Tease. What time will you be picking me up tomorrow?"

      "Where is the dance?"

      "Brannigan's, downtown. In the banquet room. Since no one is allowed in unless they are coupled with a member of the junior or senior class, they decided they didn't need a huge, huge hall."

      "That's reasonable. If we're planning to arrive about nine, I'll be there to pick you up between eight-thirty and quarter to nine. What color is your dress, so I know what color rose to order for your corsage?"

      "I told you, it's green."

      
        
      

      "I know you told me green. What shade of green?"

      "It's dark; so dark it's almost black. It has like a velvet skirt, so that when I move, it's like green flashes in the black skirt."

      "Hmm. So, something light in color, or a deep red. Light like white or yellow. No, the red is best. Okay, see you tomorrow around eight-thirty."

      He paused. "Diane, you are going to be stunning tomorrow night. I am going to arrive with the prettiest girl at the dance on my arm. If I wasn't engaged to your sister..." Even over the phone, she could sense the desire in his voice.

      "Thank you, Paul. I appreciate that. See you tomorrow night." She blew him a kiss and closed her flip phone.

      Paul handed their coats to the girl in the checkroom. He became aware of the sudden silence in the area outside the ballroom. He knew the reason, and turned to look at her. Like Patti, Di was tall, and slender. She had inherited her father's coloring. Coal black hair, to which Di had applied a henna rinse, bringing out the highlights to her new pixie cut, framed a model's face.

      Her natural porcelain pale complexion was enhanced tonight by the dark green cocktail dress she wore, accented by the blood red rose pinned to her bodice. The dress was a satiny material which hugged her body from waist to bust. A mid thigh velvet skirt fell from her waist in inch wide pleats. Eighteen, she could have passed for 23 at any club in America or Europe tonight .

      Paul offered her his arm and led her into the ballroom. There, one of the seniors doing security, checking IDs, stopped them. "Sorry, folks. No admission unless you're coupled with a member of the senior or junior class."

      Di looked at Paul and let out a deep breath, as if to say, "See, I told you, children." She opened her clutch and took out her school ID and handed it to the student. "Here you are, Larry. Will this do?"

      Larry looked at the ID and then at Di. Seeing it was a school ID, he barely glanced at it, saying "Oops, sorry, Diane...Diane! Omigod! Diane, I didn't recognize... you look so, so ...uh!"

      
        Paul laughed. "Yeah, that's what I said, too. Thanks, sport." He led Di into the crowd. Their small contretemps had been noticed by more than a few of the attendees. Several of them wondered who the woman was. She certainly didn't look like any of their classmates. First she was too mature; more than that, she was simply too pretty.

      Paul noticed a member of the faculty making his way toward them. "Uh oh, here comes Mr. Kinsler. He's going to want to check your ID." Kinsler was within greeting distance, obviously heading for them. "Hey there, Mr. Kinsler. How are you this evening?"

      "Paul Tomkins! Good evening; it's good to see you again, but I'll have to ask you and your young lady to leave. Only..."

      "Yes, we know. We were told by the student manning the door. You must know my date, Diane Williams."

      Mr Kinsler looked up into Diane's face. He was an institution at the high school. He had started teaching there, right out of college, thirty five years ago, but his knowledge of teen culture was as current as that of any of his students.

      "Diane Williams, from Ms Tate's home room? No. It can't be. Good God, girl! Where have you been hiding this alter ego, this doppelganger. I'm afraid there are going to be an awful lot of disappointed young men going home tonight. You had better protect her, Paul. Some one, including me, may try to steal her." Paul and Di laughed with the old teacher. "Have a good time, you two. Incredible," he said, shaking his head as he walked away.

      Di led Paul to a group of girls and introduced him, using the old friend from college story. He listened as the girls chatted, being a little catty about some of the other girls there. As they discussed one, Di pointed her out. Kitty Evans, daughter of the president of the local bank.

      It was rumored among the girls that she had offered sex to any football player who handled the ball (other than the quarterback and center) on any scoring play. The team finished the season with the highest scoring season ever, and the highest scoring high school defense in the state

      The live band started a slow tune, and Paul asked Di to dance. On the floor, they made it clear theirs was a serious relationship. There was no light visible between their bodies; Di's face was nestled in his shoulder. Both of his arms were around her waist; hers, around his neck. Occasionally, she would tilt her head up for a kiss. When the music stopped, they continued dancing for several seconds; when they did stop, there were several hoots. The young couple just grinned and walked off arm in arm.

      
        
      

      Di and Paul were at the 'bar,' getting some punch, chatting with some of her friends who wanted to see whom she had been dancing with so intimately. As they talked, Paul watched the dancers, particularly Kitty Evans, whose dress was giving her and her date fits as they danced.

      She was wearing a strapless black sheath dress which had a white lace overlay on the front from her bust to her waist. When they danced close, the buttons on his tux would get caught in the lace. After the third mishap, Kitty turned and left her partner alone on the dance floor.

      While she waited for him at the edge of the dance floor, Kitty surveyed the crowd, assessing her competition that evening for the title of prettiest girl at the Ball.

      She dismissed most of the young women there without a second glance. But who was the striking brunette in green at the bar, and who was she with? Kitty's date she considered the prize from among her classmates, star quarterback and captain of both football and basketball teams.

      The brunette and her date could have been a matched pair-black hair, deep blue eyes, pale complexion, tall, slender but well built. Maybe they were brother and sister, that would be a hoot. She turned to ask a girl standing close by if she knew the girl was. When she learned, she found it hard to believe.

      That was the mousy Diane Williams. The little nothing girl who barely participated in class discussions, and walked around school studying the floor. Kitty had to have a closer look. She turned to say something to her hapless date and started for the bar.

      Paul saw her coming and turned to say something to Di. She looked at him with a quizzical look and nodded. Kitty approached the small group, and positioned herself behind and between Paul and Di. She waited patiently for about ten seconds before asking, "Diane, aren't you going to introduce me to your date?" Her tone was haughty, superior.

      Without missing a beat, Di replied, "No," and went on with her conversation with her friends, for a long three count as Kitty stood there, open mouthed in disbelief. "Just kidding, Kitty. Paul this is Catherine Evans, who prefers to be called Kitty. Kitty this is Paul Tomkins, my sub."

      "Mistress, may I ask Ms Evans to dance?" Di waved her hand, dismissively. Paul took Kitty's arm to lead her to the dance floor.

      
        "Excuse me, Paul," Di stopped him. "Are you forgetting something?" He turned to kiss her. "That's better. Don't forget who you belong to. Kitty, treat him gently. I want him back in one piece." She watched them walk to the dance floor, wondering what Paul had up his sleeve.

      It was a slow tune, suitable for the close contact 'hug dancing' Paul needed. They started with a few inches of gap between them, Paul's hands on Kitty's waist. As the dance progressed and Paul's hands wandered from her hips to her rib cage, Kitty moved closer until the gap disappeared completely. Paul's hand's continued to roam. When Kitty moved against him, Paul's hands moved to her back and began the same slow searching movements.

      The song changed, and with it the tempo of their dance. It wasn't long before Paul released one of her hands and pushed her back to twirl under his other arm. Unfortunately, her lace had caught on his tux, and her zipper had loosened, the zipper which went all the way down beyond the small of her back to the prominence of her butt.

      When she reached the extent of their combined arms, Kitty realized what had happened and screamed. Everyone turned to look, and saw her standing there in her panty girdle, her double-B sized breasts totally on view; her dress in a heap on the floor.

      In an instant, Paul had picked up her dress and covered her with it, pulling it back up into place. He saw the tears begin to spill down her cheeks. "Omigod, I'm so ashamed. Everyone seeing me like this..."

      As he reached behind her to zip it, he spoke to her softly, so no one could hear. "Keep your head up, don't let them think you are ashamed. It is a lovely body, all the pieces are in the right place. It is a body to be proud of..."

      "What happened? Why..."

      "My jacket button must have got caught in your lace. When you stepped back, it must have pulled your dress down."

      The crowd was all abuzz. Ms Leary,one of the female chaperones had finally made her way through the crowd to the couple who was the center of attention. "Are you all right, Kitty? What happened?"

      "I'm okay, Ms Leary. Paul was able to put me back together enough to preserve what ever modesty I have left. I think I need to go pull myself together a little more, though. Thank you, Paul. And thank Diane for me; I'm not sure anyone else would have reacted the same way."

      
        
      

      She turned back to Ms Leary. "Do you think you could find me a pair of scissors. This f... foolish dress," she recovered, remembering who she was talking to, "needs some altering."

      Ms. Leary, barely out of her twenties, laughed. "It certainly is a f... foolish dress, and I'm sure we can find some scissors somewhere. Come with me."

      Paul watched the two women leave; Ms Leary leading the way, Kitty with her head held high, not making eye contact with anyone, until she passed Di, to whom she briefly nodded. Di simply smiled and raised her eyebrows in acknowledgment. She greeted Paul with a kiss.

      "You guys are all wrong about her. She's probably as much a virgin as you are, or as Patti was our first time," he told her. "I'm sure her attitude is put on to hide a bunch of insecurity. If you try to reach out, I bet you'd find a friend."

      "What happened? Did you do something?"

      "Let's just say I had an inkling of what might happen and helped it along. I saw she was having problems with that lace thing getting caught on her dance partner's tux, and I sort of loosened her zipper. I didn't expect it to go all the way down to her butt. She really felt shamed that everyone saw her so naked.

      "I'm sorry I did it; it was a bad joke. Let's get out of here."

      They ran into Kitty coming out of the ladies room on their way to get their coats. "Kitty, " Paul said, "I'm sorry about what happened."

      She laughed. "It's alright, Paul. When I realized what you must have done, I was angry, but then I realized, you helped me conquer one of my biggest fears. I'm going into theater arts in college, and one of my biggest roadblocks has been the fear of making a fool of myself.

      "What can be worse than suddenly appearing nude in public, literally having your clothes fall off? Well, it happened to me, and the world didn't come crushing down on me. People will talk about tonight for years, and if I become a star, I will always have an icebreaker story. So, while I should be totally pissed at you, thank you."

      
        Paul hung his head, abashed. "I... I... I don't know what to say. It was a stupid joke. I'm just glad you're okay."

      Di broke in. "Kitty, would you like to get together for lunch over the holiday?"

      "Sure. That'd be nice." Paul left to get their coats. "Is he really your sub?"

      Di grinned. "Only until midnight. I have him on loan from my sister, tonight, and then in the morning from six til noon. Why?"

      "Oh, uh, I, uh, just..."

      "Wanted to borrow him?" Di laughed. Kitty blushed and nodded. "I have been promised the right to a sample of his services tomorrow. And at times in the future. Let me talk to my sister and Paul. Maybe some afternoon you and I could share him. That'd be the best I could offer."

      "That's fine," Kitty nodded, licking her lips. "Whenever you want."

      Paul returned with their coats. Kitty waited until Di had hers on. "Well, I better get back inside and find my date. Thank you, both," she said, hugging Di. She turned to Paul, and grabbing his head, pulled him down for a tongue filled kiss.

      When she broke away, she turned to Di, "if you weren't here, I'd drag him off and give him my cherry now." She released Paul and stepped back, the hunger plain. "Good night and have a Happy New Year. Call me soon about lunch, Diane." With which, she turned and hurried into the Ballroom.

      "Wait until Patti hears about this. She won't let you out without a leash ever again." laughed Di. "C'mon, lover boy. It's time to leave. I'm glad you convinced me to come; I had a good time," she said, reaching up to give him a kiss on his cheek.

      They got back to Paul and Meg's place just after eleven. They had stopped in at a faculty party put on by the Department of Psychology. As a TA, he had been invited, as were the other TA's, fellows, and research assistants.

      
        Although the party was barely under way, a few of the graduate students, and some of the professors, were already showing signs of over -indulging in the spiked punch. Paul and Di had hardly arrived at the punch table when Sam, who had been so taken with Patti, approached them.

      "Paulie! Old friend! Happy New Year. Who is this fair young beauty on your arm?" He looked at Di closely, as closely as he could with his alcohol befuddled vision. "Do I know you? Are you a graduate in some other college or department? Paul, where do you find all these beautiful women? "First, there was that girl,,,.the one who argued with me about the meaning of the Seven Samurai. Undergrad, my ass! No way was she an undergrad, let alone a freshman like you claim. And then," he paused to belch, "there was that blonde I saw you at lunch with. My god, what an MILF. Just a family friend, you said. Uh huh, that's why she had her hand an inch from your...oops. Tales out of school. Sorry. And how about the tall brunette I saw you with over Thanksgiving/ The one you were feeding, playing lovers' games with. The one you claimed was your mother. She was too young to be anybody's mother.

      "How do you...can you tell me, pretty lady? Why are all you beauties attracted to plain ol' Paulie, here?"

      Di, with a devilish gleam in her eye, crooked her finger and beckoned Sammy closer, so she could whisper to him, "I have it, on fairly good authority, that Paulie," and she hesitated for a brief two seconds, "fucks like a stallion."

      Sammy jerked back as if he had been burned. "Paulie! Fucks like a stallion!" he shouted. With a wide grin, Di was nodding. Several people in the room, hearing Sammy's shout were looking at them, many of the women with a curious look on their face.

      "I don't believe you." Sammy, slurred. "I've seen him around the women on campus. He's so polite and politically correct, it hurts to watch him."

      "Well," said Di, "those three beautiful women you say you saw him with are all good friends of mine; and stallion is their word, not mine."

      Paul stood by the punch bowl, blushing, both at Di's assertion and the obvious attention they were drawing. He handed Di her punch and took her arm to lead her away. "Happy New Year, Sammy."

      As they made their way through the party-goers, Paul was the target of some good natured ribbing from the male faculty, several appraising looks from their wives and female colleagues, and some jealous glances from his peers when they saw him with Diane. Between Di's obvious adoration and Sam's drunken outburst, he knew his reputation among the grad students had improved quite a bit this night. He was worried about what the faculty would think.

      He and Di made their way around the party room, and eventually found the Department Chair and his wife, the hosts of the party. He introduced Di as an old family friend. They wished each other Happy New Year, and Phil bid them a good evening. A few minutes later they were on their way out the door. Behind them, they heard somebody whinny. With his arm around Di's waist, Phil flipped them the bird.

      When they pulled into his driveway, it looked like the house was dark, and the front window drapes closed. Paul grinned, correctly guessing the women had already started the carnal part of their celebration. He turned the car off and turned to Di. She looked at him, a question on her face. He pulled her face to his, and engaged her in a kiss.

      On several occasions over the past few months, he had continued his crash course in making out, but it had always been with the understanding that there were limits which couldn't be crossed. While the kissing instruction, after that first night, had been thorough, it had also been passionless. Until now. There had been no further touching, except as examples, over Di's clothes. Until now.

      Tongues were dueling for position; lips were pressing, teeth, nipping; hands were petting, caressing, exploring. When Paul's fingers grazed the top of her breast, Di took his hand and pulled it from her chest. Paul started to pull back until Di's teeth lightly closed on his lower lip.

      She guided his hand to the hem of her skirt, and pushed it under. Paul slowly proceeded the rest of the way. He moved his lips to her ear. "Dammit, Di, I don't want to wait. I want to fuck you right now. I've wanted to since the first time I saw you tonight."

      "Do it, Paul," she breathed in his ear. "Fuck me now. Take me, please. I don't want to wait, either." She pulled his arm toward her, pushing his hand to her pussy. "Feel how wet I am. This is my third pair of panties tonight. Now, Paul, please." She reached under his cummerbund, unzipped his fly and unbuttoned the waistband of his pants.

      Paul reached into the back seat for the blanket which was always there. While his hips were up, Di pulled his pants and shorts down. Next to come off were her very damp panties. Paul had her lift so he could slide the blanket under her, pushing up her skirt at the same time. He pulled her under him and positioned his cock.

      He reached up and kissed her, and pushed his hips forward, slowly. He felt his crown fully enter her just before he reached her barrier. He pulled his lips from hers to ask, "Ready?" She nodded and tightened her arms about his shoulders. "On three, push your hips at me. One, two, three!"

      
        
      

      "Eeennnhhh" she yelped. Paul stopped, letting her adjust to him, and to get used to the pain. "Oh, shit!" she sort of half laughed, half cried. "That smarted a little. Slowly, okay? They weren't kidding when they said it hurt. It's going away now. Faster, a little; yes, that's good . Yeah, yeh, yeh, good, faster, okay, a little harder, oh yes o mi god yes yes yesyesssss o! mi! god! Ooooooooh!" she groaned as her orgasm flooded over her and she collapsed back onto the blanked covered seat.

      A few seconds later, the splash of Paul's creamy spend made her eyes fly open, and her smile widen. "Oh, that feels so good." She pulled Paul to her for a gentle kiss. "Thank you."

      She giggled. "It is about as unromantic and cliche ridden as a situation can get, but it was better than I imagined." She kissed him again. "Unless my sister is a hell of a lot more generous than I would be, I may grow to hate her.

      "How is this going to work, you and four women. And I already know of one more who wants to be with you at least once, and that won't be enough for her. And all the women who were at the party. Even I could see they all wanted to know about the stallion."

      He stayed in her, enjoying the feeling of closeness with her. Before answering her question, he kissed her again, exploring her mouth with his tongue. He buried his face in her neck and spoke.

      "So far, it has been mostly group sex; me and Patti, and which ever mom's home we're at. Or if Patti has been busy, or had a class, our mom's and me. Usually one on one, but often as a threesome.

      "We all talked, and realized you might need some time to adjust to the idea, and Patti has told me you and I can have solo sex until you feel ready. As for anyone outside the family, Patti has to approve of them. They would have to be part of a group experience. My only one on ones are just you four."

      "Kitty as much as told me she wants you to take her cherry," she said, holding him tightly, squeezing her sheath on him. "That's what that good night kiss was all about. I told her it would have to be a threesome with her and me; that didn't seem to matter."

      "Mmm, much as I would love to... it's up to Patti. Was Kitty seen as a bitch last year? Is that the way Patti would remember her?"

      She patted Paul on the back. "Let me up." He saw the box of tissues on the floor in front of the passenger seat and reached for it. Grabbing a handful, and forming a pad of them, he pulled his flaccid dick from Di and placed the pad over her opening. While she was catching most of the runoff, he prepared another pad to place inside her panties until she could get to the bathroom inside.

      She went on to answer his question. "No, and that is the funny part. Until last Xmas, she was just a skinny, nerdy art geek kind of person. She didn't really have a figure. Unless she was cold, she didn't even look like she had any boobs. Then over winter vacation last year, she began to develop, and for her birthday, her dad gave her an MG roadster, which attracted all the boys. She seemed to get taken over by the in-crowd and started to act like them. By the end of the school year, you'd have thought she had grown up bitchy. If Patti was ever aware of her, it would have been as the arty person."

      "Then you might have a chance of Patti saying okay, especially after what happened tonight. Well, we should get in. You should probably go right to the bathroom and clean up a little. I will, too. They might guess, but don't tell them anything unless they do. Okay?" Di just grinned and nodded.

      Paul had just closed and locked the door when he heard someone behind him. He turned to see Patti, smiling, holding Di in one arm, her other held out, open to him. She was asking Di, "Well, was it everything you expected?" Di just smiled. "I'll take that as a yes." Turning to Paul, she asked, "Did you have a good time at the dance? I mean the one just now in the driveway."

      Paul's surprise was evident. "I saw your headlights turn into the driveway at least fifteen minutes ago. It's the only thing that could have taken you this long. Go on up; your Mom's waiting for you. I'll see you in your bedroom around midnight. Mom, Di and I have some, uhh, talking to do. Have a good time."

      Rita was waiting, reclining on the bed, reading. She was wearing a sheer black peignoir, tied at the throat and bust. It revealed her B-sized breasts, the light brown areolas highlighted tonight with some edible body makeup.

      Her honey blonde hair framed her face, also made up so she looked like a bride waiting for her new husband. The sight sent a fresh surge to Paul's groin even though he had come only a few minutes ago.

      Rita got off the bed and walked to him, to help him out of his tux. Paul watched her as she approached him, taking in the lovely sight-her graceful curves, the blonde muff covering her mons. She slid her hands inside the jacket, up and over his shoulders, down his arms, pushing it off him.

      She reached up to kiss him as her hands went around him to unfasten his cummerbund. The kiss lasted while she unfastened his waist band. "God, you're beautiful," he whispered. If you weren't my mother, I'd marry you tomorrow."

      
        
      

      Her smile accepted and acknowledged his love. "Thank you, Paul. I think that is one of the nicest things you've ever said to me."

      "It's something I should've said a long time ago. I love you, Rita. Not because you're my mother, but as a man loves a woman. I am so lucky to have you in my life."

      "I'm the lucky one," she smiled. "To have you as my lover and for my son. Come, lets go to bed, until you have to join Patti. We don't need to make love tonight; we can do that tomorrow, when Sally and the girls go home. Tonight, just hold me and kiss me. Just be here with me."

      They had lain on the bed, cuddling and talking. He told her about the dance, and the bad joke he had played on the teen queen. She chided him for it, saying he should find a way to make it up to her. He told her Di had already reached out to her, and was thinking of including her in a threesome so he could deflower her. "Then you should," was all she said.

      They briefly discussed dinner for the next day, traditionally a quiet meal for them, albeit a fancy one. However, it was Di's birthday, and they had been invited to join the Williams' for dinner at their house later in the day.

      About a half hour later, Rita kissed her son. "It's almost time for you to go to Patti. I'm going to go wish Di a happy birthday, then come back and go to bed. I'll see you in the morning. Tell Patti I love her." Paul gave her a passionate kiss, which started out high in intensity, and increased in tenderness as it went on, until, at the end, it was almost chaste.

      "I love you, Mom; Happy New Year."

      "Love you, too, Son; Happy New Year to you, too."

      Paul gathered his tux and headed for his room. Patti was just coming out of the bathroom. "Hey, lover, ready for me?" she greeted him. He simply smiled in reply. She stepped into his open arms and hugged him, her face buried in his neck. Patti inhaled deeply, sensing his man scent. She pulled back slightly and looked at him, puzzled. "You didn't..."

      "We just cuddled and talked. It would have been too rushed, and neither of us would have enjoyed it. We have a couple of hours alone tomorrow; we'll make it up."

      
        "You're sure. We can wait..."

      "Bull. I can smell you," he grinned. It was true. Practically since the second she had seen him in the hall, she had been wet. In spite of her arousal, with all the moisture between her legs, it almost felt cool around her vulva.

      "I know, but she's your mom..."

      "And she sent me to you, with her love and wishes for a happy new year."

      She stepped out of his arms. "I'll be with you in a minute," she said, turning and hurrying in to Rita's room. Rita was sitting on the edge of her bed, looking for her slippers. She looked up, surprised as Patti ran into her room and sat down beside her. Patti put her arms around the older woman.

      "I just wanted to say thank you; thank you for Paul and all that he is; thank you for tonight; and, however it came about, for this remarkable situation we all find ourselves in."

      Rita laughed. "Even if I could take credit for that last bit, I'm not sure I'd want to. You don't need to thank me, Patti. In fact you probably shouldn't. If Paul weren't my son, we'd be at tooth and claw over him. Even though he is my son, I love him the same way you do.

      "Because he is my son, and because I love him so much, I want what is best for him. That is his relationship with you. Whether in this morass we find ourselves in, or someplace away from all of it, love him. That is all I ask of you. Just love him, Patti, like we both love you."

      Patti's arms went around Rita's shoulders and their lips closed together in a family style kiss. Rita's hand found Patti's breast. Pulling away from the kiss, she asked, "Shouldn't you be giving this to Paul about now?"

      Patti grinned. "Yes'm," she replied and stood up. " I do, Rita; I love him so much sometimes it hurts to look at him. If it weren't for this situation, I don't think I would survive. It's like I have to be away from him for a day or two to be able to..." She searched for the word.

      "Breathe?" prompted Rita. Patti's smile was all the confirmation she needed. "That's how I was about his father, until he cut me out of his life. But I think, even today, if he walked into a room where I was, I'd follow him if he asked me to." She stood up from the bed. "Now, off with you. I'm going to go say goodnight to your mother and sister, and go to bed."

      
        
      

      "I think they're already asleep. They were up early this morning to get Di ready for the dance, and Di wants to be up early to "watch the parade' with Paul, as she put it."

      "I'll just go peek, then, in case they aren't" She made her way to the basement guest room, and peeked in thru the open door. Sally and Di were asleep, with Di's head on her mother's chest. The vision stirred a memory in Rita, a memory from a long time ago. She made her way back to her bedroom, struggling to recall the memory.

      Paul was poised at Patti's entrance, waiting for the countdown for the ball to drop to begin. 10...he pushed the head of his cock into Patti...9...he pulled back about half way... 8... in... 7... out... 6... in... 5... out... 4... in... 3... out... 2... in...1...out... Happy New Year...in, balls deep, and their lips meshed, tongues met, arms encircled shoulders, legs, hips.

      "You, sir," Patti whispered, "are a silly romantic, and I love it. As long as we celebrate like this, I don't care if we ever go out for New Year's, or have a party." And she engaged his lips once more and began to move her hips toward him, coaxing him into their unique version of the universal mating dance.

      In her bedroom, hearing the galloping springs, Rita smiled and slept.

      Patti slipped out of Paul's arm and out of bed. She gathered up the dirty bed linens and carried them downstairs to the laundry room, next to the guest room. Paul had made her come three times last night before he had come.

      The last time, she had squirted through her own orgasm, then each time Paul's dick had spasmed, sending a dose of cum into her, she had also squirted, resulting in some very wet sheets. When they were able to move, with a lot of laughing kisses, they had changed the bed and gone to sleep.

      She sneaked into the guest room and shook her sister. "Di, it's time."

      "Mmphmm, time for what?"

      "Time to go wake Paul, to watch the parade," Patti told her, smiling. "Unless you've changed your mind, then I'll go back and keep him company."

      
        "What parade? I want to..." she mumbled. "Parade! Oh, shit! Did I miss it?" Oh! Damn, let me up, Momma!"

      "Shhh, you'll wake the house. You've got lots of time. It's only seven thirty. Paul and Rita are still asleep. We'll be having breakfast around ten thirty. I'll send Momma up to join you in a couple of hours. After we clean up from breakfast, we'll take our leave so Paul and Rita can have their alone time today. So, off you go. What are you looking for?"

      "A robe or something."

      "Di, you're about to go fuck the only person who should concern you about being naked."

      "Oh." She laughed. "It is kinda silly, isn't it. Okay, I'll see you at breakfast."

      When she was sure Di was out of the room, Sally opened her eyes. "God, I envy her enthusiasm. I can remember when I was like that and could...never mind. There are some things about your mother you don't need to know. Have you decided about Kitty? Did you take time to talk to Paul about her?"

      "Yeah, he is really bummed at himself for listening to those little cats, including your daughter, and pulling that dirty trick on her. As long as she's limited to sharing with Di, he doesn't have a problem with including her. She just wouldn't have any time alone with him.

      "Di said she didn't think that would be a problem; they could have some time alone during the threesomes while Di had to be out of the room, or chose to leave them alone. Di will just have to understand she can't discuss our arrangement with her. Ever. At all."

      A few minutes later, Paul and Di were having a similar conversation. Di had jumped on his bed, waking him. "Hi there, stallion. Do you remember we were going to watch the parade this morning," she paused, "or something," she added with as sexy and inviting a grin as he could remember.

      "Patti and I had a talk last night, and I asked her about Kitty. She said if I wanted to invite her into my one on one with you to make it a threesome, that was up to me. Then she said I could never talk to her about the family arrangement, about how we all share sexually."

      "Do you have a problem with that?"

      
        "No, just with her telling me, like I was ten or something."

      "It's just to make sure you understand how dangerous it could be for all of us. If even a rumor got out about my mother and me, our lives in this town would be over. One or both of us would have to leave town, which would only fuel more damaging rumors. As long as we don't flaunt our relationships, and are circumspect, we'll be okay. We can include Kitty sometimes if you want to, we just can't let her know about me, Mom and Sally. Okay?"

      "If it's so wrong and dangerous..."

      "Why do we do it?" Di nodded. "For the same reason we made love in the car last night, and didn't wait until midnight or later. There is an element of lust, and of the taboo. The fact that it is seen as wrong by most of the world gives it a little spice, I can't deny that. Mostly, just as I told you last night, if I wasn't engaged to your sister, you'd be my next choice. And that it was Patti not you was probably just because of her age." he paused, searching for the words.

      "In the same way I love you and Patti, I love my mother. Growing up, she never really treated me like a kid. I wasn't an adult, but I was a person. She'd guide and advise me, but she would respect my decisions, even when she disagreed with them, unless they were too dangerous, or too expensive.

      "And she always let me know she loved me, as her son, and, when it became a fact, as her friend. If she hadn't got hurt last fall, it probably would never have progressed beyond that. But you can't unring a bell. Long rambling answer to a simple question, but not really simple.

      "What about Mom?"

      "Your mom? Wow! That is hard. I have wanted to fuck your mom since I was twelve; from the first day I saw her, met her. It was a company picnic, and when Mom introduced me, I saw some of your mom's pussy hair had escaped from her swim suit.

      "I told Mom, who told her. She turned away from the crowd to fix it, and turned so I could see everything. When she saw me looking, she just smiled, like we had a secret. I almost creamed my swim suit right there.

      "And now, we have a kind of lust relationship. We like each other, enjoy each other's company, at least I do, and it's sex with no, well, hardly any, limits.

      
        "And when Patti and I get married, it will all be as illegal as the relationship with Mom, even ours."

      "Why? We aren't hurting anybody?"

      "For now, just take my word for it. I'll explain some other time. We are wasting some perfectly good time here, discussing stuff you can look up on the internet to get some background on before we discuss it anymore."

      "You promise?" He nodded, and held out his arms. She jumped to straddle him and bent down to kiss him, bumping his lip with her teeth and cutting it slightly. "Oh, god, Paul, I'm sorry." She pursed her lips to make a small kiss.

      He laughed, "Don't worry; if it kills me, I'll die happy."

      "Don't say that!" She slapped his chest. "That's not funny!"

      He pulled her to him so she lay on his chest, stroking her hair and back. "I'm sorry. All my attempts at jokes these days seem to be farts." She giggled. "C'mon, forgive me so we can get on with making love."

      She turned her head so her chin rested on his chest and looked at him with those deep blue eyes latched on to his. "Convince me," she said, with a small smile.

      He pulled her up over him, her legs between his. He captured her lips with his and started as series of short, light kisses, barely nipping at her lips. His hands were busy stroking her back and sides, his finger tips barely touching her skin. Her squirms against his chest and barely audible mmm's let him know of her enjoyment.

      His fingers danced down her spine, and over her cheeks. She thrust her hips at his pubes so he could feel her moist heat against his dick. He wrapped his legs around her thighs and his arms around her shoulders and turned them onto their side. When he released his grips, she fell back on the bed, exposing her breasts and stomach to his caresses.

      His mouth found her nipples for the first time. A gasp and a moan resulted in his tongue rapidly lashing the sensitive bud. When she pushed her chest at him, he dragged his teeth along and off her erect nipple. She moaned again, a hint of disappointment and desperation evident in it.

      
        
      

      His mouth closed over her other breast, engulfing nearly a third of it, his tongue exploring her areola and nipple while he tried to suck the whole thing into his mouth. Di began to laugh, until he started to pull away, stretching the pear shaped mound as far as he could.

      She moaned some more, with an increase in volume when his hand began tracing patterns on her tummy. Di was having a hard time laying still. She was squirming on the bed, her legs moving back and forth, her hips thrusting in their instinctual pattern. If one listened closely, they could hear, under the moans, "yesohyes, more, more, yesyes, more more."

      Paul abandoned her breasts, except for the occasional caress as his hands continued their random wandering over her chest and stomach. He laid a trail of kisses down the midline of her body, exploring her navel with his tongue.

      At that, Di froze, not moving until he went past it. She let her breath out in a huge sigh of relief, and was caught totally unaware when he returned to blow a huge raspberry directly on her navel, shocking her into a fit of laughter which left her defenseless against a brief tickling attack, which ceased as suddenly as it began.

      She lay there gasping from the laughter, glaring at him, trying not to laugh more, and failing. "You bastard," she puffed. "I'll get you for that. Sometime. Just you wait."

      "I will," he smiled. He bent down to kiss her on the lips. Warily, she accepted it, and when he offered his tongue, she readily accepted it, her hand moving to hold his head in place. He pulled back and laid the trail of kissed down through her mammary valley, past the navel, through her closely trimmed landing strip. Di became more and more still as she realized where he was headed.

      Even before his tongue started to probe at her slit she began, "omigod, omigod, omigod, o Paul o Paul o Paul omi omi omi omi omi..." He began moving his tongue around her vaginal opening, pushing against the walls, opening them.

      When he moved up to caress her pleasure center with his tongue, he slipped a finger into her and searched for the little spongy area on the front wall. When he found it, he sucked her clit and its shaft into his mouth and began to run his finger over her g-spot. In less than half a minute, Di was dancing off the bed, speechless.

      Slowly, Paul stopped his caresses and helped her back down onto the bed. He wrapped his arms around her and held her while she recovered.

      
        "Oh, you son of a bitch," she cooed. "I'll give you twenty or thirty years to stop that, what ever it was. I'm gonna have to pay you back for that, too. But you're gonna have to teach me how."

      "Be glad to. But now, if you're up to it, it's time for the parade," he said, turning away from her and reaching for his tv remote.

      She sat up to watch him. "But... but... I thought..." He turned back to her, laughing and pushed her on to her back, and moved over her, kissing her and thrusting his tongue into mouth, engaging hers.

      "Mmm." she went. His first stroke carried him half way into her. He pulled back from the kiss. "Ooh, you are going to be in such deep shit when we're done. This better be a spectacular fuck, or the next time... I'll find ways over the next several years to torture you so bad... Unngh, oh yes," she finished as he sank all the way in.

      "Oh shit, Paul, does it always feel this good? How does anybody not do this all the time? Can we do it slow for a little while first?"

      "Anyway you want it, love. Slow, easy, fast, hard. Like this, or you on top, or on your hands and knees, or on your tummy. Or one of my favorite ways," he said, pulling her legs up to her shoulders and over his, "is like this."

      He crossed his legs behind him and wrapped his arms around her, then sat back, campfire fashion. She slid down his staff, so he was totally engulfed in her pussy.

      She looked at him, through her legs, wonder on her face. He raised his thighs, lifting her about an inch, then relaxed. Her smile went from ear to ear. She pushed her face forward to kiss him. "I forgive you for all the mean tricks. Now, what are the other women going to do for the rest of the year, because I don't intend to move from here."

      Paul reached down between them and began to caress her clit while he continued to raise and lower her. Her eyes grew wide, and her pupils dilated as her breath came more and more rapidly.

      "Omigod, Paul, what... omi omi omi, it's starting I can feel it in my tum... o god o, o, o, o, unngh goddam uh, uh, uh, yessss," she hissed as the orgasm washed over her, and she began to shake in Paul's lap. He held her tight until the tremors passed, then lowered her to the bed, his shaft still embedded in her.

      
        Her eyes fluttered open. She looked puzzled for a second, then realized where she was. Her arms went up to pull Paul down for a kiss. "Last night, I thought our experience in the car would be hard to beat. I guess I was wrong."

      He kissed her again, and began to slowly stroke in and out of her. Her eyes widened in surprise. "Didn't you..." He shook his head. "Good. Do it now," she grinned, tightening her arms around him and her legs, still over his shoulders. "God, you are so deep in me; it feels so gooood," she said, moaning out the last word.

      Paul began picking up speed, his thrusts becoming shorter. In a few minutes, he felt the tingle in the back of his knees which signaled the beginning of his climax. For him, from here it was a balancing act of the sensations. He felt a need to increase speed, but at the same time, as the tingle rose up the back of his legs, it was all he could do to move, the pleasure was so intense.

      In about two seconds, he had reached the point of inevitability, and couldn't move. The tingle continued up his thighs, meeting in his sack and setting off the male explosion, expelling his seed like a cannon into his lover's receptive tunnel.

      Di felt the warm splashes against her walls and tightened her grips as she squealed in pleasure. Paul let her legs down, then rolled to his side, staying in her as far as he could manage. Di reached up to give him a warm kiss. "I don't know which is better, coming myself, feeling you come in me, or watching you come."

      "Know what you mean," huffed out Paul, breathing deeply between words. "In a lot of ways, sex is just about the only activity where the objective is to pleasure your partner that it is totally okay to be completely selfish and also pleasure yourself at the same time."

      Di glanced at Paul's dresser, at the clock sitting there. Nine twenty. "Damn, Mom's gonna be here in a few minutes. Does that mean we're through? When can we get together again?"

      "No, we're not through, unless you want to be. You can participate in what is going to happen, or you can watch me and your mom, then be a participant while your mom watches."

      "What's going to happen?"

      Paul shook his head. "I'm sure you've heard about it; if not, you have a good imagination. Because it is your mom, it might feel a little strange at first, but we all thought it would be best to start your threesomes with her."

      
        
      

      "Why?"

      "Truth is, she drew the short straw. They all wanted to, and she won."

      "You're kidding me, aren't you?" She looked at Paul, trying to see if he was telling her the truth. He shook his head.

      "If you need to use the bathroom, this is a good time. Otherwise, things tend to get hot and heavy pretty quick in threesomes, and there really isn't a good time to break away."

      "Oh! Oh, yes, I do. I'll be right back." She opened the door, just as Sally was about to knock. "Oops, sorry, Mom. Be right back; potty break."

      Sally smiled. "Understand. We'll wait for you." Sally sashayed into the bedroom, her hips swaying seductively from side to side as she approached Paul. "Good morning, lover; how are things going?"

      "Pretty well. She's uncertain about joining our threesome, especially with you. I told her you won in the short straw contest to be with her first. I'm not sure she bought it." He patted the bed for her to join him.

      When Patti returned, she found them wrapped in each other's arms, in a passionate kiss. "I thought you said you'd wait for me," she laughed.

      "We did," said Sally.

      "Just not til you returned," finished Paul. "C'mon, join us."

      "How?" she asked crawling up on the bed.

      Sally backed away from Paul. "Here, get in the middle. That's where most of the action is."

      
        Di got between her mother and her future brother in law, facing them. Paul reached up and pulled her face to him for a kiss. "Now, just relax and listen to your body, not your head." It was a deep, soulful kiss. Di felt herself open even more.

      In the bathroom, she had cleaned her quim as much as she could without a shower. With Paul's kiss, the moisture began to flow down her leg. She felt a hand caress her breast, a hand a lot smaller than the ones that had been caressing her earlier that morning.

      She felt Paul's hand on her knee, and one holding her head. A fourth found its way to her tummy while the one on her breast moved to the other side and her mother's mouth closed on her nipple. Di couldn't help it; the moan came from so deep it sounded like it was reverberating in a barrel.

      "Oh, Momma, that feels so goood. Don't stop."

      Paul and Sally's mouths traded tasks. Sally engaged her daughter in a tongue duel while Paul took over nipple duty.

      Still aroused from her earlier session with Paul, the taboo nature of the situation triggered a small orgasm in Di. "Oooohhh, shit!" she moaned. "I'mmm gonnnnnna!" and the feeling of pleasure washed over her.

      Paul lowered her to the bed and ran his hand up her thigh, spreading her legs. She lay there, her eyes closed, recovering.

      She hadn't quite recovered when she felt the bed shift, and a head was between her thighs. The tongue was more agile, more delicate than the one which had pleasured her earlier. Her mother was eating her pussy! Omigod! What should she... How would she... WherewasPaul?

      She became aware of the bed shifting again; of the warmth alongside her cheeks. She opened her eyes, and looked into her first pussy-her mother's. She was looking into the very passage through which she was delivered exactly eighteen years ago.

      Through her anxiety, she again became aware of the pleasure her mother was giving her. Damn, if her mom could; if Paul and his mom could; dammit so could she. She reached up and pulled her mom's hips toward her face. She knew what her mom was doing to her, and what Paul had done. She did a great job trying to copy them.

      
        Her mother's responses to her efforts guided her as she traced Sally's labia, tongued her clit, and fucked her tongue into Sally's love chute. The fact that it was Di applying the tongue pushed Sally to the precipice.

      As her orgasm swept over Sally, she closed her mouth over Di's clit and muffled her scream of joy on it. The vibrations were enough to trigger Di's fourth climax of the morning.

      When they had both calmed down, Sally turned around and kissed her daughter. "Happy Birthday, Sweetie." she said, grinning.

      Di broke into a big grin. "And a Happy New Year to you, Momma."

      Paul positioned himself behind Sally and began to run his helmet up and down her slit. "You guys have no idea how hot that was to watch. I thought seeing you with Patti couldn't be beat, but it's damn close." He pushed his hips forward.

      "Oh, God, Paul, right here?"

      "Yeah. Can you think of anything sexier? Putting it to a mom doggy style over her just fucked virgin daughter. Kiss her nipples, Sally, Play with your mom's tits, Di, pull her face into your tits."

      There was a sound from the door. He turned his head, to see his fiance and mother watching them, feeling each others' boobs and pussies. He grinned and motioned them in with his head. Rita latched onto Di's other nipple, while Paul made room for Patti to get to Di's quim and begin sucking on her clit.

      The extra stimulation was too much for the recent virgin teen. It felt like the climax began with her curled toes and moved up her legs like a warm bath, to explode out the top of her head with a loud "oh fuck!!" as she began to shake and quiver all over. A few seconds later she passed out, and missed her mother's climax as Paul hosed his seed into her.

      Patti sat up and looked at her sister, laying under her mother. She laughed. "Well, this is one birthday she'll never forget." She put her arm around her fianc‚. "You did good, lover. You okay? Need anything? Something to eat? To drink? Someone to fuck?"

      Paul looked at her, seeing the laughter in her eyes, the pure joy in her expression. He bent down to kiss her. "How did I get so lucky?" he asked her.

      
        
      

      "Damned if I know," she replied. "I think you drugged me, all those male pheromones floating around the house that day." Di began to stir. "Aha, birthday girl is waking up."

      Paul pulled his flaccid dick from Sally, who then moved to sit by Rita. Di's eyes opened and she saw her family in a ring about her. "Jeezus, what did you guys do to me. I feel like I been run over by a boulder."

      Patti laughed. Sally grinned. "Yeah, it can feel like that, especially when you come a lot in a short time." She looked at Paul. "Is there anything else she has to sample today?"

      "Has to? No, but there is one more act she has yet to perform."

      Di looked at him questioningly. "What?"

      "You haven't done oral on me yet, and you said you wanted to."

      "Oh. Well, bring him here," she said, lying back down.

      "No, your first time, it will be better for you if I lie down and you kneel over me. As tired as I am, and as desensitized as he is, there's no way of telling how he will react when you take him in your mouth."

      He laid himself back on the pillows, his legs spread. Patti guided Di into position, then instructed her, "okay Di, keep your mouth open as far as you can. Don't close your teeth, just your lips. Think of it as a popsicle you're trying to suck the flavor out of without getting any ice.

      "Today, don't try to swallow it, just lick and suck on it. With your tongue, look for the ridge around the base of the crown of his cock, that's where he's the most sensitive. Paul, if you start to come, warn her. We don't want her choking her first time."

      Flaccid, Paul was a tad under four inches, counting his foreskin. Erect, he was almost eight and a half inches long, and nearly six inches around the base of his crown. Di bent down and sucked his flaccid member into her mouth.

      
        Paul relaxed with his eyes closed as she used her tongue to collect his and Sally's juices off the shaft. She had just about finished when he opened his eyes. Di's eyes opened wide in alarm and she started to pull back as fast as she could move. It looked like she was vomiting his erect dick as it emerged from her mouth in snakelike fashion.

      "Shit, Paul!" Di shouted. "What'd you do?"

      "I'm sorry, sweets. When I opened my eyes and saw how sexy you looked, it just happened."

      "Don't blame Paul for anything but being a man," put in her mother. "They all pretty much react that way. You're lucky he didn't fill your mouth with his seed. That's how most men react. So I hear." she finished, with a smile.

      "Mom, you take Di down and get dressed so we can get out of Rita's hair. I'll be right down." While her mom and sister left the room, Patti was eyeing Paul's erection hungrily. She remembered last night, how Rita had made Paul rest up for her.

      "Rita, I think you should take care of this for him. Paul, treat my future mother-in-law nice; she is a special lady." Patti crawled forward on the bed to kiss the older woman. "You coming over for dinner? Good. If there's anything left of him then, I'll take care of it. Love you both. Happy New Year."

      An hour later, Paul sat at the kitchen table, sipping his brunch coffee while his mother loaded the dishwasher. He was watching her, admiring the way her medium sized breasts swung as she moved, placing the dishes. She put in the last plate and distributed the silverware, then straightened up and faced him.

      He marveled at the perfection confronting him. Her skin was flawless, accented by the honey blonde patch covering her mons. If she had had any tan on her breasts, her nipples would have been invisible. In spite of his activities earlier that morning, he felt a surge in his groin, eliciting a smile.

      He patted his lap, offering his mother a seat, which she accepted with a smile. Once seated, with his arms around her waist and hers around his neck, she shimmied a few times, looking for the best position, and bent down to kiss him. It was a warm lovers kiss, just enough tongue to acknowledge that part of their relationship, without totally denying their primary bond.

      While his left hand continued to hold her waist, his right hand found her breast and began to fondle it, paying a great deal of attention to the nipple, already erect. "Mmm," was her only response, except for more pressure from her lips, and another small shimmy of her hips. As he continued to play, she pulled back from their kiss. "Are you ready for more? You've had a busy night and day."

      He buried his face in her neck and shoulder, nibbling at her skin. "I could fuck the entire women's soccer team and you'd still make me hard," he growled. "Are you ready, because we ain't gonna do anything else until it's time to get ready to go to dinner?"

      Rita's laugh was pure joy. "Promises, promises."

      He put his hand under her knees and stood up, cradling her in his arms, and carried her to her bedroom. With a grin, he threw her onto her bed, getting another joy-filled laugh from her. He was with her in a second, their lips joined in a passionate kiss, his hands exploring the now familiar territory of her body, finding new ways to give his mother pleasure. Soon he found himself gazing into her love tunnel, caressing its perimeter with his tongue and lips.

      Their lovemaking that afternoon ranged form intensely passionate to deliciously languid. Three times he brought his mother to her crest before he loosed his seed.

      Her hands healed, she delighted in using them to explore his body, stroke his staff, caress his sack and its precious cargo. Nor was he hesitant to return the strokes, pets, and touches.

      Their mutual love was expressed in countless ways, not all sexual, nor even physical. While it was some time before he entered his mother, once joined, they remained joined until it was time to get ready to leave.

      Much of the time, they lay on their sides, trading kisses, talking as lovers so often do, and as mother and son, and as friends. Neither the first nor the last time they made love, both would remember it as one of the most meaningful and lovely times they were together.

      Sally looked at the circular pill container, a sick feeling in her stomach. "How the fuck did that happen?" she asked herself. There was no denying the fact. There were seven blue pills, and a white one. A white one which should not have been there.

      Every day, between 5:45 and 6:15PM she took a white one, for twenty-one days, then for the next seven days a blue one. She had been doing it for eighteen years. How the fuck had she forgotten the one friggin' white pill?

      
        When? That was the question. If it had been early in the month, then maybe she was okay, but anytime after the middle of the month and she was screwed. She laughed at the term. Literally and figuratively. She shook her head in resignation when she remembered. Yesterday, she had been so busy getting Di ready for the Ball, she hadn't eaten supper, her natural reminder to take the pill. Shit!

      There wasn't anything to be done. Even though she was a medical professional, she didn't believe in either abortion or Plan B contraception. Other than Paul, she had always insisted her lovers use condoms, believing in the value of double protection.

      She had made the same mistake nearly twenty years ago. But 'he' had married her. And somehow, even though she had been nursing her first baby, she had gotten pregnant the first night she and her husband made love after she delivered Patti. Now this. Fuck!

    
  
    
      Chapter 5

      Sally unlocked the side door to her house and led Rita to the kitchen. As they passed the stairway to the basement, they heard two distinct female giggles and the male groaning which usually accompanies an ejaculation.

      "Sounds like Di and Kitty are torturing Paul again," commented Sally, whispering.

      "He's a big boy; he can handle them," Rita replied. She looked around the kitchen, remembering a day over twenty years ago. "I've always liked this house, even when I was a teenager. It always seemed so homey."

      "Did you know Dr. and Mrs Williams?"

      "Everybody knew them. They both taught at the high school. I dated their son one summer."

      "You dated Tim Williams? It is a small world. He's the girls' father. We were married his senior year at Northern State." Sally was busy at the stove, putting on water for tea. Rita felt her heart drop into her stomach. Tim Williams was Paul's father.

      "Are you okay?" Sally asked. "You look kind of pale."

      
        
      

      "I'm fine; just been a long week, and this humidity is getting to me. It does every Spring until I adapt." She sat down at the table. "How are you doing? Is the baby behaving?"

      "As much as any of them do. He's an active little bugger. Thank you for interceding with your father. He has a reputation for being strict about being and appearing professional."

      "It was easier than I thought. Since my mother died, he's been easier to talk to, more accepting of people and their foibles. He seemed happy when I told him about Paul and Patti. He's even invited me for dinner this weekend."

      The sound of heavy footfalls on the stairs alerted them to the imminent appearance of their children. Kitty was the first to appear, completely nude. Di, also nude, was right on her heels. Paul, coming up after them, pushed the girls into the kitchen. "Ooh," screamed Kitty, covering herself with her hands. Thinking quickly, to preserve their secret, Paul and Di copied her.

      "Wh...when did you guys get here?" Di stammered.

      "Um, just a few minutes ago, about the time Paul climaxed, I think," grinned Sally. "At least, that's how it sounded." Kitty didn't notice, but she was the only one who blushed at Sally's statement. "Are you finished? Would any of you like some tea? Paul, your mom will need a ride home, if you don't mind."

      "No problem; I have to drop Kitty off on the way home, too."

      Rita looked at Kitty. "Hello, I don't think we've met. You must be Kitty. I'm Paul's mom, Rita."

      "G... g... glad to meet you, Mrs. Tomkins. If you'll excuse me, I should go get dressed."

      "Probably a good idea for you two, also," Sally said, pouring hot water into the teapot. "Would any of you like some tea when you're dressed?"

      "Not for me, Mom."

      "Do we have time, Mom, or are you in a hurry?"

      
        
      

      "No, thank you, Mrs Williams."

      "That depends on when Kitty needs to be home."

      "There's no hurry, Mrs. T.; my parents are going out for dinner tonight. It's their twenty-fifth anniversary."

      "Would you like to have dinner with Paul and me; but I must warn you, at home, Paul and I are nudists."

      Kitty looked shocked for a moment, then laughed. "Well, you've already seen everything, so why not. I'd be happy to. Thank you."

      Dinner at the Tomkins that evening was surprisingly comfortable. Kitty seemed totally at ease, despite being nude in Rita's presence. The teen helped the older woman put together a simple supper of chops, mac and cheese and salad. As they worked, the two women talked.

      "You're a nurse, aren't you?" Kitty asked. "I think that's what Paul told me."

      "Yes, I'm a nurse practitioner with the Southern City Internists."

      "May I ask you a question? It's about sex, and I'd be embarrassed to ask Dr Pederson. She's been my doctor since I was five. It's almost like she's my mom."

      Rita laughed. "I understand, and Kate's reputation for preaching abstinence is well known. What do you want to know?"

      "Isn't it supposed to hurt for a girl the first time she has sex? Or does it depend on the guy, or something else?"

      "I take it that it didn't hurt your first time." Kitty shook her head. "If the guy was super careful, and patient, or relatively thin in the penile department, and if you were very aroused, you might not have noticed it when your hymen was breached. Or you might already have torn it.

      
        
      

      "Do you ride horses or bicycles a lot, especially off the road? Or are you a cheerleader or gymnast?" She looked at Kitty. "Or you might, at some time, have been drugged and raped."

      "Wouldn't I know if that happened? Wouldn't there be some signs?"

      "If the guy wore a condom, or pulled out before he ejaculated and cleaned you up afterward, the only sign might be a little blood. He could have put a towel or pad under you. The only way you might know is, maybe, some muscle ache in your abdomen, similar to menstrual cramping."

      Kitty looked thoughtful. "No," she said, mostly to herself, "it couldn't have been...he wouldn't... What about the other stuff, the guy and being aroused?" she asked, looking at Rita.

      "Mostly, it depends on how aroused the woman is, and how intact the hymen is. Even if she has no actual membrane, there is a ring of hymenal tissue which narrows the vagina just in front of the cervix. But even that, unless she's really aroused, will cause a twinge of pain. Are you worried or just curious?"

      Kitty grinned. "Curious, mostly. If what I thought was my first, wasn't, then someone has some explaining to do, and I'm not sure how to approach it."

      "Want to talk about it?" Kitty looked at her, a look of relief on her face.

      "Can we? What about Paul?"

      "He won't be down until dinner. We have forty-five minutes or so. Tea, soda, wine?"

      "Wine, if you don't mind. Mom and Dad usually let me have a glass with dinner. I think..." She hesitated, a tear starting down her cheek.

      "That may have been what happened to you, your suspected first time? You suspect your father?"

      Kitty nodded. "Sort of, but he's not my real, my biological father. I forget why they were fighting, but I heard my Dad tell Mom she could go find the SOB who fertilized her if she wasn't satisfied. Then he stormed out. I found her crying in the living room.

      
        
      

      "She must have realized I heard him and told me they had tried for years to have a child. They talked with their doctor who suggested using a sperm donor. The doctor told her for the best chance of success they should insert the sperm directly into her uterus, which meant she would have to be sedated while they dilated the cervix. She went every day for two weeks; a week before and a week after the middle of her cycle. Nine months later, there I was."

      "Why..."

      "Why do I suspect Dad? Pretty much circumstantial. The week of my seventeenth birthday, Mom had to go to St Louis to be with my grandmother for some surgery. The night of my birthday, Dad took me to the Country Club for dinner, and got us a private dining room so I could have some wine.

      "When we got home, he gave me some more. I felt tired and the wine made me sleepy. In the morning, I woke up in bed, but couldn't remember going to bed the night before. My nightie was bunched up around my waist, and my panties were twisted. There was a blood smear on the edge of my panties along side the vagina, and my period wasn't due for a week.

      "Dad had already gone to work; he had left a note saying he had called the school and told them I wouldn't be in. Mom got home that afternoon, earlier than expected, so I didn't get a chance to talk to him that day. He seemed to avoid me for the next several days, and after a while it didn't seem to matter."

      "Oh, Kitty! I am so sorry. It certainly sounds like what you suspect, and it does matter. Even if it didn't happen, your suspicions have affected your relationship with him and with your mom, and with every boy you date. How can you trust them if you can't trust the man who raised you? Whether or not he supplied the sperm that created you?"

      "Do you think that may be why I don't feel attracted to any of the boys at school? But what about Paul? I really like being with him and having... Oops! TMI?" she asked, grinning.

      "Not at all," laughed Rita. "Paul's safe, as far as you're concerned. You know you can't have him except to share with two other women, so it's just sex, no commitment."

      "That's true, but sometimes, I wish it were just us. Like my 'official' first time. Can I..."

      "If you want to. Was it Paul?"

      
        
      

      "Mm hmm. We met at the Senior Ball. Did you hear about how he made my dress fall down on the dance floor?" Rita nodded, smiling. "God! I was so embarrassed and ashamed. But he pulled it right back up and blocked my front from everyone while he zipped me up, saying I shouldn't be ashamed, to keep my head up. And I did, and suddenly, I wasn't ashamed or embarrassed anymore.

      "Later, he apologized. Di explained he was on 'loan' from Patti and suggested she might share him with me some day. Frankly, I would have gone with them right then. I had never been so attracted to a guy before.

      "She called a few days later. We went to lunch and she told me she had a date with him that afternoon. Was I still interested?" Kitty paused to refill her wine glass and offered more to Rita, who shook her head. "We went to Di's house. Paul was already there, talking to Patti. She left a few minutes later, wishing us all a good time.

      "Di took us downstairs where we started necking and messing around. Before I knew it, my clothes were off and they were both doing things to my breasts I'd only dreamed of. After a bit I realized Di wasn't with us anymore and Paul was kissing me where, as far as I knew, nobody but Dr. Pedersen and me had ever touched.

      "Mrs. T, your son is a fantastic kisser, and not just above the chin. If you don't mind my saying it, he made me climax three times with his tongue down there." She smiled and got a far away look. "I remember screaming his name and some language my parents probably wish I didn't know, but..."

      "I know, Kitty. I have a similar reaction. I don't scream, but I have a tendency to sound like a sailor on shore leave."

      "Exactly! God, I was totally exhausted. We lay there a bit, then he rolled me on top of him, and in about a minute, all the questions I had about whether I was or wasn't a virgin were answered. Mrs. T, if he wasn't your son, I'd advise you to seduce him. He feels so good and fills me up so nice. I don't think I'd ever be able to say no to him, ever, even if I were married and had a passel of kids. If I were Patti, I'm sure I wouldn't share him if I had a sister."

      While Kitty drained her glass of wine, Rita looked at her, thoughtfully. "Tell me, Kitty, what would you do if the situation presented where you'd never be able to be with him, not ever again? Where you had to make a decision to keep the situation like it is versus never again having him in you, pleasuring you, ever again."

      
        She looked directly into Kitty's eyes. "Suppose you knew a secret, even more dreadful than what you suspect your dad did to you, and you knew that if you kept it, nothing would change, but if you revealed it, Paul would have to leave the state and he'd never want to see or talk to you again. What would you do?"

      "I... I can't imagine anything more dreadful than what Dad did, but if things wouldn't change because I knew it, given the alternative, I'd probably..."

      "Not probably, Kitty. To get this secret, you'd have to swear to keep it as long as all the people it affects, including yourself, are living. Knowing it will open more opportunities with Paul. Telling it will destroy him and you, and some other innocent people."

      "Like a secret sisterhood, or a sorority. I would agree to that."

      Rita stared at her for a long minute, considering. She got up and walked to the staircase. "Paul," she called. "Come down, please. It's almost time for dinner." He came bounding down the stairs, his manhood bouncing, unsupported, in plain sight.

      Rita looked at Kitty. "Raise your hand, cross your heart, do whatever you do to make a solemn vow or pledge, Kitty, then repeat 'I swear I will never tell the secret concerning my relationship with Paul Tomkins and the other women in his life." She put her arm around her son's waist.

      "Mom?"

      "I'm sure, Paul." Kitty repeated the vow. When she was done, Rita walked to her and embraced her, folding her into a full body hug. Hesitantly, Kitty returned the hug. Rita turned and gestured to Paul to join them. She reached out to pull him into the embrace by his flaccid member, stroking it. She stretched up to engage him in a passionate kiss. "Paul, I need you to fuck me, right now." She looked at Kitty. "Listening to you talk about your first times, with your Dad and with Paul got me so horny I can't wait."

      She led the youngsters into the living room where she pushed Kitty to sit on the sofa. She dropped to her knees in front of her as Paul took position behind her. Rita reached up and gently kissed the young woman on the lips. "Have you ever experienced sex with a woman, Kitty? Will this be another first for you? Do you want to try it?" With lust obvious in her green eyes, Kitty nodded and opened her legs as Rita slid her tongue into the teen's mouth. Rita moaned as her son pushed his cock into her very wet cunt.

      
        Saturday morning. Paul woke and stretched. He leaned over and gave his mom a kiss on the cheek. Friday had been a rare night of just the two of them. Patti had called and said she wasn't feeling up to joining them. She'd had a couple of late nights, followed by hard days and needed to recoup.

      He got up, showered and headed for the kitchen to start breakfast. As usual, his first stop was the coffee maker. He had just turned it on when the doorbell rang. Ignoring his nudity, he went to answer it. He opened the door and found Kitty waiting, bouncing up and down.

      As soon as the screen door opened, she was in his arms, pushing him back into the hallway. "Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!" she kept saying, punctuating them with kisses. "Where is your mom?" she asked, hurriedly pulling off her top and pushing her slacks down her legs.

      "Still in bed, I think, or in the shower. Why?"

      "I need to talk to her. Our talk the other night has made a huge difference in my life. By the way, have you talked to Di since we were all together Thursday?" She ran upstairs and found Rita's room. Rita was just sitting up, having been awakened by the doorbell. With a small sense of alarm, she looked at the nude blonde beauty bursting through her door.

      "Kitty! What is it?"

      "Oh, Rita! I came to say thank you. When I was with you and Paul the other day, it made me see that I didn't have to accept society's view of what Dad did to me. What he did wasn't necessarily wrong, only the way he did it. I confronted him about it yesterday and we cleared the air between us."

      Kitty walked into her father's bank and proceeded straight to his office. She nodded to Ellen, his private secretary and asked if he was in. When Ellen reached for her phone, Kitty just pushed the door to his office open and walked in. Gary Evans looked up in surprise when the door opened. He had given Ellen strict instructions not to let anyone in.

      "Hi, Daddy. I came to get you to take you to lunch."

      "Shouldn't you be in school? I can't go to lunch today. Friday is a busy day for us."

      "Yes you can, Daddy. In fact, you must. You and I have some things to discuss. Things we've needed to talk about for a couple of years."

      
        
      

      Gary felt his stomach drop. He had hoped she hadn't realized what he had done, or had simply accepted it and kept silent. But, it was plain from her tone, she wasn't going to stay silent any longer unless he went with her. On the way out he stopped to tell Ellen he'd be back...

      "Monday morning," Kitty finished for him. "C'mon, Dad. We gotta beat the long lines at the Burger Palace." Gary groaned. Given the nature of the conversation he was sure was coming, burgers'n'fries was the last thing he needed for lunch. A couple of martinis would be way better.

      "Take your coat and tie off, Dad. You'll be more comfortable where we're going," Kitty prompted him. He did as she suggested, and dropped them in the back of her open roadster. He saw the bags from his favorite Chinese restaurant and smiled.

      "I thought you said Burger Palace. Wu Ling is a welcome surprise."

      "Just messing with you, Dad. Relax. We won't be long getting there." Less than fifteen minutes later, she turned onto a dirt road he recognized as one running into the back of the estate his family had owned since the turn of the last century.

      "Kitty?"

      "The swimming hole, Dad. Remember when I was a little girl, we'd come out and all of us would swim naked. That was a good time."

      She pulled off the road onto a level grassy spot, pointing at a large, clean pond. Itself fed by an artesian spring, it fed a small creek which meandered across their property and another farm before joining a small river a couple of miles away. Kitty pulled the food from the back seat. Opening the trunk, she pulled out a blanket and a couple of towels. "C'mon, Dad, let's swim first, then we can eat."

      "Kitty, I can't..."

      "Sure you can, Daddy," she said, putting a sarcastic emphasis on the title. "I'm a big girl. I've seen naked men. I've even had sex, but you knew that, didn't you, Daddy? C'mon, join me in the water," she said, pulling off her top. Gary silently moaned at the sight of her 18 year old breasts bouncing in the air. His fifty year old cock gave a couple of lurches in his suit pants.

      
        While not religious, he considered himself an ethical and moral man. With the exception of his lapse with Kitty, whom he really considered his daughter in every sense of the word, he had not strayed from his marriage vows, even though strongly tempted several times. When he saw Kitty push her slacks down over her hips, he fell to his knees on the blanket.

      "Kitty, why?"

      "You tell me, Daddy, why? Why did you drug and rape me? And then ignore me. Do you realize this is the first time since that night we've been alone with no chance someone will come through the door in a minute. So, tell me, Daddy, why?" She dropped to her knees in front of him, her nude body less than a foot away from him. She reached up and started to unbutton his shirt.

      "For a long time, Dad," she said, in a normal tone, "I was ashamed of myself because of what you did to me. Fathers aren't supposed to fuck their little girls. Did you know that, Dad? Society says that's wrong. They're especially not supposed to rape them. That's even more wrong. Society goes on to say I shouldn't want it to happen again, or to try to remember if I enjoyed it, or, rather, did my body enjoy it because I was drugged, remember? So, why, Daddy?" she demanded, pushing his shirt off his shoulders so hard he nearly lost his balance.

      Kitty caught his belt and pulled him upright. "Here I am, Dad, with all these questions. And the man who knows the answers, who's supposed to love and protect me, who taught me to be a good virtuous girl, where is he, Daddy?"

      "What do you want, Kitty? Why are you doing this?" he choked out, his emotions a mix of concern, remorse and resignation.

      "I want an answer, Dad. Why the fucking hell did you drug and rape me? Were you so fucking sex starved you needed to do that? What perversion were you performing–incest; sex with your underage daughter; sex with an unconscious cunt; fucking some unknowing cunt in your marriage bed? Tell me, Dad!" she demanded, pushing his pants and jockeys down his legs, revealing his half flaccid cock. "Nice one, Daddy," she grinned, it not quite reaching her eyes. "Not so big it'll hurt, but big enough so a girl will know something's there, if she's awake. Right, Daddy?"

      "Kitty, stop it!" he shouted.

      "Stop what, Dad?" she reached out and grabbed his sack, squeezing it lightly. "At least you'll be awake and know what's happening to you." Still holding his nuts, she pushed him backwards suddenly. Caught unawares, he fell on his back. Kitty was on him in a flash, her bare pussy pressing on his rapidly growing prick. She rubbed her wetness up and down his fully erect staff, lubricating it. When she stopped, it was poised at the opening of her vagina. "Ready, Dad? It's about to happen again, and I'll get to know how the cock that stole my cherry feels inside me, and you'll get to feel what a teenage pussy is like once more."

      "Kitty, don't," he sobbed. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean for it to happen. I just couldn't stop myself when I saw you there, playing with yourself."

      "What..."

      "I didn't drug you; I didn't need to. You apparently inherited your mother's reaction to alcohol. Three or four drinks and you are totally unaware of what's going on around you, but you can function physically. After the glass of wine at home, you didn't even know I was there. I led you to your bedroom and left you. Before I went to bed, I stopped to check in on you. You were laying there, masturbating, urging yourself to come, using language I didn't know you knew.

      "Your mother and I, we'd hit a dry spell. Sometimes it would be months between our lovemaking. That night, your birthday, it had been eight or nine weeks since we'd been together.

      "I don't know if you know it, but you look just like her when she was your age. It was like she was there waiting for me. When I broke through your hymen, I came to my senses and pulled out. I've regretted every second of that night since then."

      Kitty fell down on the blanket beside him. "Why didn't you talk to me? Explain? I know it would have been hard, but think what I've been going through, Dad; thinking you raped me, and then ignoring me, like I didn't matter to you any more, like I was a whore or something." She started to sob

      "Oh, Kitty, baby. Of course you matter." He pulled her nude body to him, to let her rest her head on his chest. "I couldn't get up the courage to talk to you, didn't know how. It's not like I could just say, hey daughter, I fucked you the other day, and I'm sorry.

      "Sometimes, I could tell you were angry at me, and sometimes, it seemed like you had moved on and I didn't want to open old wounds. I suppose I should thank you for this afternoon. I've missed being able to hold you like this." He craned his head to look at her. "Did something happen to provoke this afternoon?"

      Kitty almost started to tell him about Rita and Paul, then remembered what Rita said might happen. "Just a guy, and talking to his mother," she sniffled,

      
        "Just a guy? Sounds like someone important."

      "I wish, but he's engaged to someone else."

      "Engaged, not married? In that case, there's always hope. When I met your mom, she was engaged to someone else, and her wedding was less than a month away. But I'll let her tell that story..." He paused, and smiled, remembering. Then continued, " Are you hungry, baby? I am." The father and daughter duo ate the cold lunch, laughing about it, and swam a bit.

      "And then we got dressed and went home. He 'n' Mom 'n' I had dinner and played scrabble and it was like old times. So, this morning I had to come and thank you."

      "You're welcome, Kitty, but you did it all by yourself. You would have done it, sooner or later. I'm glad you did it sooner, so you can know the benefits of it." She gave the young woman a hug.

      "Have you had breakfast? Smells like Paul is making sausage and pancakes."

      Saturday noon found Paul entering the Student Union. The afternoon sessions with Kitty and Di had eaten into the time he should have been spending on his TA duties. He had several lab reports to read and grade, and a lab to set up for the upcoming week. He decided to get some coffee to help him through the lab reports. As he entered the coffee shop he saw Patti across the room, and was about to call to her when he noticed she was with Sammy, the TA who had challenged her views on the movie they had seen on their first date.

      Their heads were together, forehead to forehead, too intimate a pose for just acquaintances as they were supposed to be. Paul stopped and looked at them. Then he noticed Sam's hand was under the table. When he looked for the errant hand, Paul saw it was resting on Patti's thigh, a bit more than halfway to her crotch, moving in small circles. He let out a resigned moaning sigh. He had told Patti he wouldn't stop her if she wanted to explore with some other guys, but had asked her to tell him first. That she hadn't could be the sign of a problem. He approached the couple.

      "Hey, you guys! What's up? Sam, didn't your dad ever teach you if you're gonna feel a girl up in public, find a booth in the corner, not a table in the middle of the floor?" He sat down across from Patti. "Sam, I need to talk to Patti alone. I'm sure you understand."

      When Sam started to object, Paul cut him off. "That's my ring on her hand. I need an explanation, from her. I'll talk to you later, also alone."

      
        
      

      Patti looked at Sam and nodded. He started to say something, but looked at Paul and changed his mind. When he had gone, Paul looked at Patti, waiting. "I'm sorry, Paul. I was going to tell you tonight. I want to call off our engagement, but I don't want us to break up. Do you understand?"

      "No," he said flatly.

      "Can we go someplace else to talk. This feels, I feel awfully exposed here."

      "My office should be empty. Will that do?" She nodded. Paul got his coffee and they walked the short distance to the Psychology Building. On the way, Patti slipped her hand into his and gave it a gentle squeeze. He didn't return it.

      The TA office was open, but vacant. Paul locked the door behind them. He pulled a chair up to his desk for Patti and sat down. "Just what do you want, Patti?"

      "It's hard to explain. I want to be able to continue to have sex with you, but I can't marry you. You just take too much out of me unless I'm sharing you, and I don't see how that would work in married life, needing someone else in our bed every night."

      "What's this have to do with Sammy?"

      "I don't know. At first, we kept running into each other on campus. When it became so frequent, I teasingly asked him if it was on purpose." She smiled. "He was so cute trying to deny it. Whenever you and I didn't meet for lunch, he was there. Then he finally got up the nerve to ask me out last night. I won't deny it, we had sex. It was different. I felt something I don't feel when I'm with you.

      "Tell me, Paul, when you and I are in a threesome, what do you feel? Anything like love or tenderness for either of us women? How about when it's just the two of us? Is it any different? Is it ever anything more than just lust or sex?" She looked at him, and knew from the expression on his face he understood what she was saying. "Last night, with Sam, I felt like I was loved, cherished. I can't say I returned the feeling, but I think I could, someday, if I let myself."

      "Does he know how you feel, I mean that you want to continue in lust with me?" he asked, a snide tone in his voice.

      
        "Don't do that, Paul, please. Don't be mean; it's not like you.

      "He'll know we're not engaged, but that we're still seeing each other. And that I'll be seeing some other guys, too. He'll have to draw his own conclusions about who I'm having sex with."

      "Other guys? Who? How many?" he asked, a sharp tone in his voice. "And how many at a time? We might not want to ..."

      "What do you mean, how many at a time? I'm not going to let myself get gang banged!"

      "I meant, how many guys at a time would you be dating, that you'd be having sex with, individually? I'm asking only for the health of the group. We're fine as long as the women remain monogamous, and I limit my activities to the individuals in the group. That's why I asked you to talk to me before you went outside, to others.

      "There are some guys on campus whose goal it is to fuck a different woman every night for the four years they're here. And then there are guys like Sam, who will set his sight on one woman, and do everything he can to win her, up to tolerating her trying on others for a while in the beginning. I doubt if he's been with more than a half dozen women since he got here as a freshman. And he's loved them all.

      "If you are going to be trying on any of the sport fuckers, then I owe it to the other women to say no to you, much as I regret it.

      "I love you, Patti; I'll always love you, but I understand what you meant. And you're right, those kind of feelings, of being loved and cherished, just aren't there with us, not the way you mean.

      "Until you decide on what you want, I think we should limit our sex to one on one, maybe every week or so? Will that be okay with you?" Patti nodded, tears in her eyes. "I'm gonna miss you."

      Patti stood up. Paul stood to meet her. As they hugged, Patti kissed his cheek. "Thank you for understanding. I'll miss you, too." She slid her mouth around to catch his, welcoming his tongue. His hands dropped to grab her ass and pulled her to him, his erection making its presence known against her abdomen. "Ooo, damn you," she moaned. "Yes! Fuck me! Now! Hurry!" she said reaching for his belt.

      
        In his heart, Paul knew she was right, their relationship was based more on the lustful feelings their lovemaking engendered than the affection they held for one another. He also knew that it would always be like this, that mind blowing sex was always just a kiss away, regardless of who they married.

      Rita went over the conversation she just had with Paul while she drove to her father's house just outside of town. She was saddened by the news about Patti, but she understood. She knew the feelings Patti mentioned. She had experienced them for Paul, and from Paul. If he were not her son, she had told herself frequently, she would marry him in a New York minute. Reflecting on that, she laughed. The two of them were as committed to each other as any couple she knew. He would do anything for her, and vice versa.

      She would never think of refusing him her body, no matter how tired she was. And he, although he may not climax, always made sure she was satisfied.

      With her only other partner, Tim Williams, she had thought she had experienced something, but it could have been wooziness from the wine coolers or what ever the drink had been. Tim's behavior afterward made it plain that he hadn't really cared for or about her. As soon as he learned she was carrying his baby, he avoided her and refused to take her phone calls. His parents, however, had been supportive and solicitous, both in school and out. Dr Williams had been the one who had arranged for the home tutoring which had allowed her to graduate only a few months behind her class.

      She pulled into the gravel drive leading to her parents' home. Her mother had died shortly after the beginning of the year, suddenly from her point of view, but apparently after a year long battle with liver cancer. Since then, her father had been more approachable, less judgmental in his dealings with people. A little apprehensive, she was looking forward to beginning to getting to know her father again.

      The door chimes were still bonging when her father opened the door and greeted her, "Good evening, Margarithe."

      Rita laughed and shook her head. "Just Rita, Father, just Rita."

      "Then just Dad, or Guy, or had you forgotten my given name?" he teased her.

      "No, Dad, I didn't. How could I after you pushed me to make it Paul's middle name."

      "How is the boy? Looking forward to married life soon?"

      
        
      

      "No, not right now. The girl decided she wanted a little more time before making a commitment."

      "That's too bad. Have I ever met her, that you know of?"

      "I don't think so. She's Sally Williams' daughter. I think she sees Kate Pedersen for routine medical care, but will probably be changing soon."

      "Yes, Kate's not really good with young adult women, especially if they're socially active. How about you? How are you doing?"

      "I'm fine. Settling into the routine of a middle aged single mom. How are you now that Mom's gone? Eating properly, getting enough sleep and exercise?"

      "Oh, yes. It's not like she's really gone. Every room in this house is still full of her. I swear, I can even smell her perfume in my workshop in the basement. I can't remember a day she wasn't by my side, hanging on to my arm or pant leg. Sit, sit. Would you like a glass of wine, or something?"

      "Sherry or port, whichever you have." She sat in the big easy chair which had dominated the living room since she was in grade school. "How did you two meet? It sounds like you were children together."

      "We were. I guess you're old enough to know the truth, and Mel isn't here to be embarrassed by it. We were half siblings. My mother died in childbirth. When I was still a toddler, my father remarried and shortly after, Mellie was born.

      "We discovered sex together one summer when I was home from college. When she went to college, she chose to go to the same school. It was easy to convince our parents we should live together to keep costs down. We found a place and started living as man and wife.

      "When our parents discovered what was happening, you were already on your way. They disowned us, or tried to. Your grandmother was at Mel's side when you were born, and refused to listen to her husband about not having anything to do with us. It took his heart attack to make him see the error of his ways." He stopped and looked at his daughter. "I know a little bit how he felt at that time."

      
        He stood up and stretched his hand to Rita. "Would you come with me. There are some papers I think you need to have; some information you need." He led her to his office. "When I was in solo practice, this is where I saw patients. They would come in the side door and wait in the little room. Greta was my nurse-receptionist then. Do you remember her? I'm not sure she totally approved of some of my methods, but she was a loyal person, and understood everything I did was for the well being of the patient."

      "I can't imagine you doing anything questionable, Dad. What did you do, prescribe sugar pills for hysterical women?"

      "Sit. In those days, we weren't as specialized as we are today. As a general practitioner, I was asked to treat all sorts of problems which would go to a specialist, now, especially if the patient was someone I had been treating for a few years. As it happened, there were, over the years, a number of couples who had difficulty conceiving a child. We didn't have all the sophisticated methods then we have now.

      "When the usual techniques failed, if the husband was the source of difficulty, and the couple wasn't yet ready to think about adoption, they would ask about a sperm donor. At that time, the closest sperm bank was in Chicago. Getting viable sperm from them was an expensive, chancy proposition, at best. So I improvised, and provided the sperm myself. More than a few times, I am ashamed to admit, I convinced the woman that the old fashioned, natural way of sperm delivery was the most desirable method to use."

      Rita laughed. "OMG, Dad, you mean to tell me you were fucking your patients? You could have been arrested, and sent to prison if any of them had complained. How many... who?"

      Guy picked up a folder from his desk. "They're all in here. Some have moved away. Some may surprise you; some will shock you."

      Rita opened the file. The top record caught her eye. She looked at her father. "Is this true?" He nodded. "You and Mom must have laughed yourselves silly, given your history."

      "Fought is the more apt description of what we did. Do you remember what it was like here in the house when you told us you were pregnant? The quarreling which went on?"

      "Mom told me you wanted me gone from the house because I had embarrassed you and the church, but she convinced you to let me stay until the baby was born," Rita replied, her voice devoid of emotion.

      
        
      

      "That wasn't quite the conversation we had. She wanted me to tell you that I was your baby's only grandfather; that I was also the biological father of Tim Williams. I kept explaining that to tell you that was a beach of medical ethics. Considering how he was conceived, she didn't see that as a huge problem, until I pointed out the possible penalty if someone found out.

      "When she brought up the possibility of an abortion, the arguments escalated. By the time we were speaking again, you had decided to have and keep the baby. All we could do was support you. You have done a wonderful job with Paul, by the way. I am proud of both of you."

      "Thank you, Dad; that means a lot." She took a sip of her port. "You know who the girl Paul was engaged to is, don't you?"

      "The daughter of the technician in our office, right?'

      "Mmhmm. And do you know who she is, or was?"

      "What are you driving at?"

      "Sally was married to Tim." She smiled. "Patti is your grand daughter."

      The look of shock and surprise on his face caused Rita to laugh out loud, to be joined by her father. His laughter turned into a choking cough and he fell forward, pounding on the desk. "Oh, God! You're not kidding, are you?" He coughed some more, clearing his throat. "That is almost too much to bear. It's good, then, they are breaking up. That is starting to border on too much in-breeding."

      "Oh, they're not breaking up. They plan to continue to have sex with each other, as often as possible. She wants the ability to have sex with other men without telling Paul first. I'll advise him to use condoms with her, although she is on the pill, but then so was Sally. All it takes is one slip."

      "You can't tell him why."

      "Not the whole reason, no; but I can tell him he is the girls' half brother. Although I doubt that will deter him; in many ways, he's like you."

      
        "Why do I get the feeling there's more behind that than the surface compliment." he smiled, then grew somber. "Besides passing those records to you for safekeeping, there is some news I have to share with you. I have been seeing an oncologist in the City, being treated for prostrate cancer.

      "We thought it was the slow kind. For several months it showed almost zero growth; then last month, the tumor doubled in size, and this month, did again. They tell me I have between six and twelve months. I think they are being generous."

      "Ohmigod, Dad! I am so sorry." She ran around the desk separating them and pulled him to her chest. Tears started down her cheeks. "This is so unfair," she said.

      "Yes, it is, but there isn't anything to be done about it." He pulled away from her and pulled out a handkerchief to blow his nose and wipe his eyes. "I'd like it if you and Paul would move in here with me. I would rather be with my family for the time I have left."

      Rita sucked in her breath. She wanted to, but realized that it would complicate an already complicated situation. "I'll have to ask Paul, Dad. It would mean some life style changes he may not be willing to make."

      "Posh! I don't care if he wants to bring his girl to spend the night."

      "Girls, Dad, and that's not the only thing. Paul and I have gotten used to being nude at home. It is more comfortable, and he says he studies better."

      Girl—s, more than one? And you are both nude, in each other's presence. I guess I could get used to that, as long as you didn't expect me..."

      "We would. It wouldn't be fair for you to see all of me, and hide all of you, would it?" she pointed out with smile. "And yes, more than one. Five to be exact, as of this week. One of whom is about four months pregnant."

      "And he's not going to marry her, I take it. Why not, if I may ask?"

      "Well, to be truthful, Dad, when she got pregnant, Paul was engaged to her daughter."

      "You mean..." Guy roared with laughter. "Oh for fuck's sake. The only thing that would beat that would be you telling me you're fucking him, too.

      
        
      

      "Uh, Dad..."

      *****EPILOGUE*****

      Rita and Paul moved in with Guy, and continued their life style, including Guy in as many of the activities as they could. With the cancer, he was impotent, but, demonstrating on Rita, showed Paul a number of ways to bring a woman to a screaming orgasm in the relatively short time he had left.

      Sally had a little boy, and named him after his great grandfather, the only one in the family. After Guy passed on, she moved in with Rita.

      Patti found someone whom she cherished, and who felt the same way about her. The wedding was almost spoiled when Paul visited her in the bride's dressing room at the church. As soon as he walked into the room, she felt herself open for him. Di and Kitty spent fifteen minutes licking the cream from her pussy and panties. Their kisses to Patti left her with a strange taste which puzzled Jerry, the groom.

      Di went on to a career in fashion modelling, working at a well-known department store in Chicago. On her twenty-first birthday, Paul gave her a not very unique present–nine months of pregnancy. A girl.

      Paul married Kitty. They had twin girls, whom they raised with Di's daughter. They moved in with Kitty's parents, and Paul got to know his mother-in-law very well. In between modelling gigs, Di would visit them. Sometimes, Patti came to visit also. One big happy fucking family. You know what happened when the twins and Di's daughters turned eighteen.

      Patti and Jerry divorced when she caught him trying to feel up her sister.

      Go figure.


THE END
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