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		Chapter One – The Trophy Cache

		

	
		"You never want to," Angie Jackson stormed, standing by the bed wearing her favorite sheer, see-through gown.

		"I had a long, hard day," Harvey complained, frowning up at her.

		"That’s the only thing you’ve had that’s long and hard in ages," she grumbled, flouncing down on the bed as he rolled over to face away from her.

		Down in his room, their son, Roy lay listening to the fight storm rage on as Angie lay beside Harvey fuming and ranting about his lack of libido. But it soon ended as the sound of their angry voices no longer filtered down to his room. Roy couldn’t believe that his father never wanted to do his mother, Angie. She was just about the hottest woman in town. But he guessed that his father was just too old to care anymore, as unbelievable as that seemed…

		Another night of emptiness and frustration, she angrily told herself as she heard Harvey begin his fake snoring. Maybe she ought to find herself a boyfriend. And then flaunt the fact in Harvey’s face. That would show Harvey that someone could still be interested in her. Flouncing out of bed, she stomped across the room to the full mirror standing by her dresser. Stopping in front of it, she dropped her gown and studied the woman who stood there staring back at her. What man wouldn’t find her desirable…other than Harvey, she huffily thought? Shoulder-length blond hair framed her pretty face. Her cute nose and naturally rosy cheeks were set off by a pair of full, red lips and emerald green eyes that sparkled and twinkled in the soft light. The tips of her hair just brushed the tops of her full, round breasts that heavily sagged down from her chest. Lifting her hand, she traced a circle around one of the darkened areolas, giving its big, puffy nipple a flick before she ran her hand down over her flat belly that had only a hint of roundness. Down below it, she tickled her fingers through the little bush of soft, blond curls, then watched herself in the mirror as she delicately fingered her clit out of its fleshy hood. A flicker of excitement trickled from the little ball of nerves as she ran her fingertip back and forth across it for several seconds. Then she ran her eyes down over the thick, meaty lips of her pussy, down her long, shapely legs to her trim ankles and dainty, pink-tipped toes.

		Yes, she thought, many a man would give their left nut for a roll in the hay with her. So, why had she been so unlucky as to pick the wrong one? She had married Harvey when she was nineteen and he, thirty-five. After that, Roy had immediately come along. But now she was thirty-five, Harvey, fifty-three and Roy, nineteen. Funny, she thought, how ironic it all was. She and Roy were in the peak of their sexual prime, while Harvey’s sexual prime was rapidly receding in his rearview mirror. Along with his deteriorating physique. Well, she would just have to do something about all that. But there was nothing she could do about it at the moment, so she turned and went back to bed.

		

		~~~

		

		The next morning, her day off from her job as teller at the NorEast Bank, she decided to do a little sewing. Since Harvey hadn't come through for her last night, she had planned a little appointment with her friend, Mr. Vibrator in the afternoon.

		Both Harvey and Roy had already departed earlier. Harvey to work and Roy on a trip to the beach as he was home for summer break.

		Wondering if Roy had any clothes that needed mending, she went to his closet to go through them. As she finished going through them, she pulled out a couple of shirts that had a little battle damage and started to close the door. That was when she spied the cardboard box sitting on the shelf of his closet. It had no markings on it and had obviously been shoved as far back in the closet as it would possibly go. On her tiptoes, she reached up and carefully pulled it down. There couldn’t be much in it, she thought to herself as it weighed hardly anything. Stepping over to Roy’s unmade bed, she set the box down and slowly peeled it open…

		"Oh, for goodness sakes!" she blurted out loud, staring down at the contents of the box.

		PANTIES! The box was filled with panties.

		As she ran her eyes over them, she saw that some were so sheer there was hardly anything to them…some were decorated with various floral designs…some were trimmed in lace…one even had a little devil embroidered on it. There were black ones, pink ones, white ones, red ones, flesh-colored ones, and some that were so sheer, it was hard to determine what color they were. There must be at least thirty pair, she thought, picking through them. And there were two other obvious details about them. They had not been washed and still harbored the evidence of wearer’s recent arousal. And secondly, each pair sported a neat, little card with Roy’s unmistakable handwriting on it. Each inscription contained a woman’s name, a date, and a little row of X’s!

		What was Roy doing with all the women’s panties, she frantically wondered? Obviously, the name was the owner’s name…but the date? And the little row of X’s?

		The only thing she could think of was that he had stolen them from the women on the date in question. He did have a lawn mowing business and would have access to their back yards where he could easily swipe them and stuff them into his pocket if they were on a clothes line. But that many women drying their panties on a clothesline at the same time he was mowing? That seemed to be quite a coincidence, in their upscale neighborhood? It was highly doubtful…

		And the little row of X’s? What could that have to do with a stolen pair of panties? It was baffling, she thought to herself as she mindlessly read through the cards. That is until the writing on one particular card accompanying a sexy, little pair of sheer, black panties popped out at her.

		Monica Simmons…Thursday, 12 Aug 2006…xxxxx…and a heart with a little arrow through it.

		Her neighbor and best friend, Monica? What in the hell were her panties doing in the box? And she knew that Monica didn’t hang panties on her clothesline, because she didn’t have a clothesline. Peeling back the panties, she saw that the next pair of sheer, black panties had also belonged to Monica…and the next…and the next… They were all almost identical, except the dates were about a week or week and a half apart…and the first three cards didn’t have the heart and arrow…

		But then, she spied the bottom pair of panties. On the very bottom of the box, under all the other panties. It was the coup de grace. It was a pair of her own panties. The pair that had gone missing months ago. They were one of her favorite pair. The sexiest ones she owned. And she had searched high and low for them, but never could find them.

		Then she saw the card!

		It read: Mom…someday…xxxxxxxxxx! And it was also followed by a little red heart with an arrow through it…

		She was staggered as she clutched at her chest and dropped to her butt on the bed. Could this mean what she thought it meant? Roy? Just what did it really mean? Only he could know the whole story…But…but, wait. There was Monica. Her panties were also in the pile…Maybe she knew the story behind the cache of panties…

		Well, go find out, she told herself, carefully replacing the panties exactly as she found them. Then, as she started to close the box, she reached back inside and pulled out the pair of Monica’s panties with the most recent date. The one with the little red heart and arrow on the card…Reclosing the box, she replaced it on the shelf and hurried out of Roy’s room with his shirts and Monica’s panties tightly grasped in her sweaty hand. Tossing Roy’s shirts on the ironing board, she stuffed Monica’s panties in her blouse pocket and ran down the stairs to the kitchen. Grabbing up a coffee mug, she filled it halfway with coffee then scurried out to the bar. There, she splashed in three fingers of bourbon and fitted the cap on the cup. She knew that it was Monica’s day off also, because they had planned it that way so they could spend time together shopping, dining or what other mischief they could get into.

		But this was a different kind of mischief, and she had to find out what it was, she told herself as she clopped down the sidewalk in her high heels toward her neighbor’s house.

		Ringing the doorbell, she took a sip of her spiked coffee and waited. A few moments later, the door swung open and Monica stood looking at her with a silly grin on her face.

		"Angie, what a coincidence," she laughed, motioning for Angie to step inside. "I was just about to call you…come on in."

		"About what?" Angie asked, momentarily sidetracked from her mission to find out about the panties.

		"Come on out to the kitchen," Monica said, leading the way. "I was just going to see if Roy could come over this afternoon and mow the lawn? It’s been about a week now and the grass is getting a little high."

		"Uh, when did he mow your grass the last time?" Angie asked, sitting down at the table across from Monica.

		"Let me see…last Friday? No, Thursday…yeah, last Thursday? Yes, last Thursday," she smiled, taking a sip of her coffee.

		"Last Thursday? The twelfth? Is that right?" Angie asked, recalling the date on the card in her pocket that was now burning a hole through her bra.

		"Yes…that’s right, I think…why?" Monica innocently asked.

		"Well," Angie asked, reaching up and pulling Monica’s panties out of her blouse pocket, holding them dangling down from her pointed finger, "I was wondering how these got into Roy’s room? Along with this card."

		With that, Angie plucked the card off her friend’s panties and flipped it down in front of her.

		Monica stared google-eyed at the card, her cheeks burning bright red.

		"Uh…I…uh…in Roy’s room?"

		"Yes, in Roy’s room…up in his closet…hidden back on the shelf…a whole box of them!" Angie declared.

		"A whole box of them? No, not that many…" Monica confessed. "Only four!"

		"So…you know how many? Do you know how they got there?" Angie asked, tilting her finger and letting the panties go fluttering down onto the table.

		"Well…yes…I suppose so," Monica said, grabbing up her coffee cup and taking a quick sip. "I guess they’re…they’re kind of trophies."

		"Trophies? What kind of trophies?" Angie asked, taking another sip off her spiked coffee and glaring at her friend.

		"Like, it was almost like a game," Monica mumbled. "Roy's been mowing our lawn for ages. Then one day after he finished, I just kinda flirted him into my bed…then after the first time, if I was in the mood and like Cecil wasn’t home, I would hang a pair of panties on the backdoor knob. And if Roy was up to it…and what teenage boy isn’t up to it…he would come in and take care of business and keep the panties as a "trophy". That’s all…"

		"That’s all? That’s all? You seduce my son…my baby…and that’s all?" Angie snarled.

		"Well, he didn’t take a lot of seducing…" Monica smirked. "He seemed to be perfectly capable of making the decision to go or stay. He's eighteen after all. And by the way, he most certainly isn’t your "little" boy anymore!"

		"Monica…I declare…if you weren’t my best friend…I’d kick your slutty little butt!" Angie fussed.

		"Well, it looks like you’re not the only trophy slut in the neighborhood," Angie spitefully said. "He has a box full of trophies…thirty or more."

		"Oh, my, God," Monica groaned. "I had no idea that there were that many. I know about Nancy Grew and Lisa Peters, but that’s all. How many different women?"

		"Twenty or so," Angie mumbled.

		"Oh, my goodness," Monica smirked, unable to hold back a derisive grin. "He’s quite the stud isn’t he?"

		"It’s not funny," Angie fussed.

		"Well, I can see why he’s so popular," Angie grinned again. "With the equipment he has. Make many a grown man envious."

		"Oh, Monica, be serious for a moment," Angie complained. "He could catch something or get shot by an angry husband, or something. Hell, he could catch something and give it to you. What would Hank say then, when you come up with the clap or something?"

		"He promised that he didn’t have anything…and…and we always used protection, and I used something after he left. So I doubt that anything like that could happen."

		"You could always have an accident," Angie fussed. "All it takes is one, fucking time…"

		"An appropriate choice of words," Monica smirked.

		"So," Angie asked, "will you stop seeing him?"

		Monica sat looking at her for the longest time. Then with a devilish grin on her soft, red lips, she finally spoke.

		"And what’s in it for me?"

		"What? What do you mean?" Angie asked, a confused look on her face.

		What was Monica hinting at, Angie asked herself? What did she want in return for giving up Roy?

		"Haven’t you ever thought about it?" Monica asked, getting to her feet and picking up her coffee cup.

		"Thought about what?" Angie wanted to know, more confused than ever as she watched her friend saunter across the kitchen and reach up to one of the cabinets.

		"Us!" Monica purred, reaching for the liquor bottle inside the cabinet.

		"US!" Angie choked out, grabbing for her own coffee cup and gulping down a big swallow as Monica topped off her coffee with a generous splash of liquor.

		"Yes! Us! You and me! Best friends!" Monica said, turning back to face Angie as she took a sip off her spiked coffee. "You mean that you’ve never even thought of what it would be like? You and me."

		Angie had to admit to herself that the thought had crossed her mind once or twice. But she had just brushed it off as a naughty thought brought on by her frustration with Harvey's lack of interest in sex.

		"Well, maybe, but nothing really serious," Angie murmured, watching Monica slink across the room toward her.

		Then Monica stopped directly in front of her and reached down to Angie’s breast. Then Monica set her coffee cup on the table and grasped hold of Angie's hands. Pulling, she pulled Angie to her feet. Angie felt giddy with excitement as she let Monica lead her back into the living room. Angie’s breath was coming in short little gasps as she felt Monica pushing her down onto the couch. Sitting down beside her, Monica scooted over until their thighs were touching, brushing against each other as electricity arced between them.

		"Maybe we should get to know each other a little better," Monica purred, letting her fingers boldly tickle up and down Angie’s leg while she studied her face. "What do you say?"

		"Uh, uh, I don’t know," Angie mumbled, her legs instinctively spreading as Monica's hand slipped down between them.

		Spreading her legs wider, Angie saw the confident smile on Monica’s lips. She could feel Monica’s hand cupping her pussy, rubbing it through her short panties.

		Then Angie felt the soft tips of Monica’s fingers on her own hand, lifting it and moving it over to her lap. Their eyes are locked onto each other as Angie felt Monica push her hand up, sliding it under the edge of her own skirt and onto her crotch. Angie’s heart was going berserk down inside her chest, thudding loudly as her fingers brushed against silky smoothness of Monica’s panties, feeling the obvious warmth and dampness beneath them.

		"Touch me," Monica murmured.

		Breathlessly, Angie moved her fingers over the slippery surface of the fabric until she found the lacy edge of the leg-hole. Easing her fingers under the elastic band, she felt her fingertips brush over a small tuft of hair, then over the fleshy folds encircling the moist core of her friend’s womanhood. Then she gently slipped two trembling fingers down inside the warm opening of Monica’s hot, clutching cunt. As she did, she heard a barely perceptible gasp escape from Monica’s lips as the distance between Monica’s long, shapely legs grew wider. Pushing her fingers deeper into the liquid heat of Monica’s pussy, she let her fingers explore the goo-filled chasm.

		Angie watched Monica melt back against the couch, surrendering herself to her long, probing fingers.

		"Does that feel good? Do you like my fingers in your hot cunt?" Angie growled, working her fingers in and out of the hot muck of her friend’s snatch.

		Just then, Angie jerked her fingers out of Monica’s pussy and dropped to the carpet in front of the couch. Spinning on her knees, she shoved her hands under Monica’s skirt and quickly tugged her sheer, black panties down her long legs. Sheer, black panties, just like the ones she had found in Roy’s little box! Did Monica always wear black? Was her poor, little pussy in mourning, Angie giddily thought?

		Quickly pulling the panties down off over Monica’s dainty feet, Angie tossed them on the couch and roughly shoved Monica’s legs apart. Pushing Monica’s short skirt up, Angie leaned down over her friend's oozing pussy. The heady aroma of Monica's steamy womanhood filled her nostrils as she placed her mouth directly over the hair covered mound and gently sucked on it. A quiet moan escaped from Monica’s lips as Angie began to work her tongue up and down over the juice-filled slit feeling the heat of Monica’s hot fluids seeping out and coating her tongue. Suddenly, Monica came to life, reaching down and pushing on Angie’s shoulders, pushing her face out from between her legs.

		"Come," she murmured, pushing herself up off the couch and offering her hand to Angie.

		Angie let herself be pulled up onto her high heels beside Monica as the two of them stared deeply into the other’s eyes. Sparks seem to arc between the cool emerald of Angie’s eyes and Monica’s hot auburn eyes as their faces closed and their lips finally touched. Kissing, touching, groping, they stumbled down the hallway toward Monica’s bedroom. Their hands were everywhere, touching, exploring, feeling. Angie could feel that Monica’s hands were more active, cupping Angie’s larger breasts through her blouse and bra, then quickly moving down to pluck at the button on her skirt. Angie helped her undo it, letting her short skirt go skittering down her long legs. Stepping out of her skirt, Angie could feel her blouse was open and her bra was being unclasped as the cool air brushed across her stiff, throbbing nipples.

		Breathing heavily, Angie felt Monica finally break the kiss as she dropped her eyes down to look down at Angie’s big pendant breasts.

		"Always wondered," she murmured, staring down at Angie’s heaving breasts. "So beautiful…"

		Monica reached out and rolled both of Angie’s big, puffy nipples between her fingers, making them even harder than they already were.

		Finally, she grabbed hold of Angie’s hands and yanked her along, stopping only when they finally stepped into her bedroom.

		Then Angie found Monica’s lips on hers again as she felt the temperature in the room rising. Monica drew the scene out, taking the time to explore Angie’s mouth, her tongue and lips sensuously moving over every part of Angie’s mouth. At the same time, her hands were moving over Angie’s body, roaming over her breasts, down over her straining tummy, teasing lower and lower, finally finding the waistband of her panties. Hooking her fingers under the elastic, she gave out a soft little grunt and brusquely shoved them down Angie’s long shapely legs.

		Standing before her best friend, naked and trembling with anticipation, Angie reached out and slowly unbuttoned Monica’s blouse, studying her pretty face as she peeled her friend’s blouse back over her shoulder to reveal the pretty, lace-edged brassiere underneath it. Finding the clasp holding the bra together, she flicked it at the same moment Monica shrugged her shoulders and sent the bra sliding down her arms to drop to the floor. Then reaching out, Monica grasped hold of Angie's shoulder to steady herself as she reached down and unbuttoned her skirt. Standing on one foot and then the other one, she quickly stepped out of it. Then, holding her purple skirt in front of her, she gave Angie a suggestive smile.

		Angie took in the whole seductive scene, as Monica seemed to be waiting for her to make the next move. Monica’s burnished gold hair hung down to just below her shoulders, shimmering in the soft light. Angie saw that Monica’s breasts with their pointy hard nipples were almost the same shape as her own, but flatter, lacking the bulk of Angie’s impressive tits. Then, as Monica dropped her skirt to the floor, Angie bent down and took Monica’s right nipple in her mouth. Angie gently sucked, flicking her tongue over the sensitive jut of flesh for several long seconds feeling the nipple growing harder and harder under her tongue. Then delicately taking it between her smooth, white teeth, she teasingly nipped it before gobbling half of the dangling treasure into her mouth. Then her hands slowly crept down over her friend’s narrow waist as she hungrily mouthed her tit, bringing the nipple to full arousal. Moving her mouth from Monica’s right tit which was now drenched in spit, she kissed her way over to her left breast. Giving her left tit the same treatment she had given the right, she felt Monica cradle her head, pressing it against her breast as Angie caressed her tummy. Then pushing her hand down farther, she ran it along the silky smoothness of Monica’s shapely legs. Monica’s tit was glistening with spit, when she finally lifted her lips off the succulent prize.

		Then with a rough shove, Angie pushed Monica down onto the bed. Dropping to the bed beside her, she thrust her hand down between Monica’s legs and ran her fingers over the engorged lips encircling Monica’s drooling cunt. At the same time, she teased and toyed with her pussy, Angie leaned down and ran her hot tongue over the delicate skin of Monica’s arched throat. Moving her fingers lower, Angie circled an inquisitive fingertip around the wet, seeping opening of Monica’s exposed pussy.

		Monica was moaning softly as Angie slowly, teasingly eased a long finger down into her hot wet pussy. Soon, Angie had three fingers inside Monica, slowly working them in and out as they made wet, squishy sounds.

		Then, keeping her fingers working in and out of Monica’s pussy, Angie ran her other hand around behind her, over Monica’s perfect round ass. Slowly running a fingertip up and down the crack of her friend’s ass, she tickled it over the pouting opening of her asshole. Then she brought her finger down to Monica’s pussy where she eased it in to join the other three fingers that were leisurely sliding in and out of her pussy. Several quick thrusts and she had it liberally coated with Monica’s hot, slippery juices. Dropping her mouth down off Monica’s throat, she attacked her tit again as Monica cradled her head, pressing her face against her. Then Angie moved her finger back to Monica’s hot, little asshole.

		Fitting the tip of her juice-slickened finger on the fragile opening, she slowly pushed it inside as Monica moaned out. Now Monica was working her hips back and forth impaling herself on Angie’s probing fingers. As she did, Angie moved her finger in and out of Monica’s clinging asshole, moving deeper with each thrust.

		Ripping her mouth away from Monica’s breast, Angie attacked her mouth. Thrusting, driving, she raped Monica’s mouth with her tongue for moments, then returned to torment the stiff, throbbing nipple jutting out from Monica's breast.

		Monica was writhing from the total stimulation she was receiving from Angie as Angie was all over her. Sucking her breasts, her left hand between her legs working her fingers in and out of her spewing cunt while she flipped her clit back and forth with her thumb. But the finger of her right hand that was thrust up Monica’s hot asshole seemed to be getting the majority of Monica’s attention as her grunts and groans matched the rhythm of Angie’s thrusting finger.

		Suddenly, Monica’s hips began to jerk, her hot breath coming in rushes as Angie dug her finger deeper and deeper into Monica’s rectum. Monica’s whole body began to shiver as she gave out a loud scream, arching her back, her arms flailing to the sides, her balled fists clutching at the sheet. Monica’s orgasm consumed her as her scream seemed to last forever. It was as if an electrical charge were sparking through her whole body, making it shake and shiver uncontrollably, but Angie gave her no quarter and kept shoving her fingers in and out of her convulsing pussy and her clutching asshole. Then Angie jerked her fingers out of Monica’s quaking pussy and attacked her tits with her mouth. Squeezing, clutching, digging her fingers into the soft flesh, she mercilessly ravaged them. And down below, she shoved her thumb into Monica’s pussy and shoved a second finger into her clenched asshole.

		"Aieeeeeeeee," Monica squealed, lunging back and forth, trying to get the probing digits deeper inside her.

		Angie hooked her thumb and fingers inside the hot mush of Monica’s pussy and ass, trying to squeeze them together. As she did, hot, gooey juice was pouring out of Monica, coating Angie’s hand and wrist all the way up to her elbows.

		Finally, unable to take any more pleasure, Monica crumbled into a mass of liquefied flesh.

		But now, Angie needed her turn. So highly charged by their erotic connection, she had to find a way to discharge the sparking charge that filled her pussy. Quickly, rolling over onto her back, she grabbed Monica by the shoulders and shoved her down. Down to the liquid treasure that lay bubbling out its readiness between her outstretched legs.

		Angie pushed her legs apart as wide as they would go, revealing the thick, swollen lips of Angie's cunt that were now a deep red color, hiding the pink core from her friend’s inquisitive eyes. Reaching out, Monica gently spread the engorged lips, revealing the glistening, juice-coated vestibule between them.

		Then Angie watched Monica’s head dip down between her legs and felt her hot lips touch her. Monica stared down, moving her hands up and spreading Angie’s cunt lips with her thumbs as she ran her tongue over the slick flesh inside. Then Monica began to softly kiss her, licking her way up and down the juicy slit as Angie felt her juices flowing out to coat her friend’s tongue and chin.

		Wanting more, Angie roughly pushed Monica out from between her legs and rolled over onto her belly. Keeping her head and shoulders shoved down onto the bed, she thrust her beautiful ass up into the air in front of Monica.

		Monica paused, taking in the beautiful sight that lay spread out before her. Staring down at Angie’s upthrust ass, she saw her shapely thighs lead up and disappear into the cheeks of her ass…her silky smooth, creamy white ass. And down below, framed by the curve of her thighs was her pussy. Her pussy with its thick, meaty lips hanging down, bordering the delicate cleft that waited for the gentle caress of a tongue. Then with a little mew, Angie spread her legs apart wider as her pussy opened farther and the dark pink circle of her anus peeked out of the crack of her ass. With a little whimper, Monica leaned down and pushed her face into Angie’s upside down crotch, sucking Angie’s dew-covered lips into her mouth and thrusting her nose deep into the crack of her ass.

		Monica began to lick her slowly, adoringly, subtly running her probing tongue into the creamy warmth of Angie’s cunt. Angie let out a soft moan as she felt Monica’s hot tongue dig deeper inside her. She could feel the tongue licking and lapping at the soft mush of her pussy as she pushed herself back against Monica, pressing her hot ass against her face.

		Monica purposefully avoided Angie’s hard, jutting clit, wanting to prolong the pleasure and misery for her friend. Angie could feel Monica’s hot mouth on her pussy, licking, sucking, toying, tormenting her with her lips and tongue. Hot, sweet juice was pouring out of Angie’s cunt…pouring onto her friend’s lapping tongue as Monica hungrily swallowed it down.

		Enjoying the feel of Angie’s warm, slippery flesh on her tongue, Monica feasted on its juicy succulence as Angie’s hips wriggled and shook.

		"More! More! Please!" Angie begged, thrusting herself back against Monica’s face.

		At last, Angie thought to herself as she felt Monica’s hot tongue slowly tickle up and over her throbbing clit. Arching her back to open herself to Monica, she felt Monica’s tongue flick back and forth across her clit several times. But then, she felt it slowly licking back down the juice-filled furrow between her pussy lips, across the little stretch of no man’s land and down into the crack of her ass.

		"Oh God," she muttered out as she felt Monica’s tongue wetly drift over the pucker of her asshole.

		Realizing that she had discovered the key, Monica kissed her softly, right on the anus as the hot little ring of muscles contracted against her lips. Hearing Angie moan softly, Monica kissed her asshole again. And again! Each time holding her lips pressed against it a little longer.

		After a few moments of this, Monica moved her hands up to Angie’s upthrust butt. Digging her thumbs down into the pliant softness of her flesh, she slowly spread Angie’s asshole open. As she did, it exposed the deeper, pink tissue at its clenched center. Flicking her tongue out, she delicately licked at it, tickling the most sensitive tissue, just inside the opening. Ovaling her tongue, Monica forced it deep inside, forcing the entire length of it into Angie’s clenching asshole. Tickling it around inside her asshole for several moments, Monica finally pulled back and ran the tip around the rim of her butt hole one more time.

		Angie’s whole body was quivering with anticipation as Monica attacked her ass with renewed vengeance. Jamming her face down between the warm, silky cheeks of her ass, she roughly licked her tongue up and down the crack, dipping it inside her every time it found her pouting asshole.

		Angie’s ass was rocking up and down, jerking wildly as Monica attacked it. Then, suddenly, Angie felt herself being flipped over onto her back.

		Monica dove down between her quivering thighs, thrusting three fingers into Angie’s drooling pussy as she dropped her tongue down onto her fat, jutting clit. She began to tongue it, massaging it between her lips as Angie groaned out her appreciation. Now using the flat of her tongue, she raked it across the raw, tingling clit at the same time searching for her friend’s G-spot with her probing fingers. Finding it, she roughly rubbed it several times as a loud, choking gasp escaped from Angie’s lips.

		Angie’s ass shot up off the bed as she strained and trembled, thrusting her pelvis against Monica’s busy mouth. More and more pussy juice spewed out of her clutching pussy, squirting it onto Monica’s chin as Monica continued to mouth her pussy and clit.

		It seemed to last forever, but finally it was over.

		Gasping for breath with her big tits heaving up and down, Angie looked down at her friend’s juice-slathered face with a surprised little smile on her lips.

		"How come?" she muttered. "How come we never did that before? That was fucking fantastic!"

		"It certainly was," Monica grinned, running her tongue around her lips to lick away the glistening coating of goo that circled her mouth. "Makes you consider giving up men…"

		Both of them laughed softly, reaching out and running fingers over each other’s nakedness…

		"So," Angie finally murmured. "Is it a deal?"

		"Huh?" Monica mumbled, a confused look on her satiated face.

		"No more, Roy…" Angie grinned, twisting one of Monica’s big, puffy nipples between her finger and thumb.

		"Well, I guess," Monica smiled back at her, running her fingertips down Angie’s arm. "If we can have this much fun on our days off…"

		"I think that can be arranged," Angie murmured softly, wrapping her arms around Monica and gently pulling her back down onto the bed…
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		Chapter Two – Panties on the Door Knob

		

		God, what a day, Angie thought to herself as she stood at the dryer folding clothes, waiting for Roy to come home. Finding out that her son was screwing every woman in the neighborhood had gotten her day off to shaky start. Then being seduced by her neighbor and best friend had been totally unexpected. Now she had to tell Roy that she knew about his little scheme and convince him to stop before he caught some nasty disease or some husband caught him. Who knew what could happen then! Why he could even get himself killed. That would be a horrible end to the whole senseless thing.

		Then, all of a sudden, she had an inspiration. She knew of a way to tell him she knew without saying a word to him. Slapping her legs together, she shoved her hands up under her skirt and jerked her sheer, black panties down her long legs. Stepping out of them, she bent down and picked them up. Raising them to her nose, she sniffed their damp crotch.

		That out to be ripe enough for him, she smiled to herself, savoring the rich aroma of aroused womanhood as she stepped over to the back door where Roy always came in. Giving a quick look-see down the street, she saw him plodding down the sidewalk about two blocks away. Then looking around to see if anyone was watching, she draped her silky panties over the outside knob and quickly closed the door. Sneaking out through the kitchen, she peeked out into the living room where Harvey sat reading the paper. Just like clockwork, she thought. Every evening, without exception, he would sit reading his paper until precisely six o’clock when he would flick on the television and watch the news until six-thirty. At that time, Angie was expected to have supper ready and on the table. Then it was back to the television at seven to start the evening’s viewing.

		It felt strange, and exciting to be running around without any panties on, she thought as she felt a cool breeze brush across her wet pussy lips. Hurrying back out to the laundry room, she took another quick peek into the backyard and saw that Roy had just come in through the gate. Stepping back over to the dryer, she started folding clothes again. Trying to act nonchalant and calm, she anxiously waited.

		Suddenly, the door swung open and Roy stepped into the room.

		"Mother…" he gasped, reaching out and pulling her into his arms.

		Before she knew what was happening, he was kissing her. His tongue dove into her mouth as she felt him slip a hand up under her skirt and grasp her naked, quivering ass. She felt him clutch and squeeze her ass, pulling her belly up against the hard lump that bulged out of the front of his jeans. She was so stunned, she was afraid to move as she felt his other hand dive down between their bodies. Then she heard the sound of his zipper being unzipped as his hand scraped along her trembling belly. Still holding his lips crushed to her mouth, he fumbled with his crotch for a moment, and then she felt herself being pulled down to the floor. At last, he tore his mouth off hers as he shoved her skirt up off her hips and quickly moved up between her legs. Still numb from the suddenness of the attack, she looked down between them to see what he was doing. Another spasm of shock tore through her when she saw his giant cock jutting out of the opening in his pants. It was huge. To her adrenaline-drugged mind, the thing jutting out of her son’s groin looked bigger than baseball bat. And he was going to fuck her with it, she drunkenly thought. She didn’t know why, but her legs unconsciously spread apart as she opened herself for him. Then he grabbed hold of his prick and aimed it down at the juice-slickened hole between her legs.

		"No! He can’t! You can’t let him! STOP HIM!" her conscience screamed out at her as she felt the hard, round head of his cock brush against the fleshy opening.

		Then before her numbed brain could react, he was inside her. Inside her, buried all the way up to his balls in the sucking heat of her vagina.

		"OhhhhhGodddddd…" he groaned, leaning down and crushing his mouth against hers again as he began to furiously work his hips back and forth sending his cock slamming in and out of her pussy.

		Lying lifeless as he fucked her, she could feel the bite of his zipper dig into her fragile pussy lips every time he pounded his cock into her. How could this be happening, her crazed, sex-starved mind frantically fought?

		Finally, instinctively, her tongue found his and attacked it. Twirling, intertwining with it, she tongued him back as she returned his fiery kiss. Then some inborn instinct took over and she began to thrust herself back at his savage attack. Grabbing hold of his bounding ass, she pulled him deeper and deeper with every thrusting lunge as their open mouths ground together.

		This was it! This is what she so desperately wanted from Harvey! But he was unwilling or unable to give it to her. So, she would take it from his son. Their son…Roy! She would take it at any cost…

		Finally, unable to breathe fast enough, Roy jerked his mouth up off hers as he began to grunt and groan loudly. Raising her hand, she shoved it over his mouth to quieten his panting huffs as he continued to mercilessly drive his cock in and out of the juice-coated hole between her quivering thighs. There was so much juice pouring out of her pussy, she could feel her ass sliding around on the slippery floor.

		Then she felt it. Felt it down deep in the hot, clutching depths of her hungry cunt. It began to swell and grow at a frenetic pace.

		Suddenly, as Roy kicked up his attack to another level, she felt it burst down inside her. It filled her being and body with its depraved pleasure. She had never felt anything like it. It was everything and nothing at the same time as it tore through her stiffened, shaking body. Its fiery heat threatened to fry her brain and leave nothing but a rotting, smoldering skull as she suffered through its all-consuming grip on her and her soul. She would never be the same. This one crowning moment had changed her life forever. She could never be satisfied with what had been. She had finally found IT! Whatever IT was! And she would never give IT up!

		But just then, when she knew that IT couldn’t get any better. IT did! Roy’s giant peter suddenly began to lurch and kick down inside her hungry, sucking cunt, filling it with the heat of his hot, sticky essence. Now she knew total happiness! Total joy! Total gratification as she was rocketed to plane higher than she even knew existed. She was a mindless…bodiless…soulless thing wallowing in the sheer ecstasy of it all. She was pussy! A pussy filled with such fiery pleasure, it would melt the sun were she to touch its surface. Higher and higher, she raced, striving to touch the sun as Roy emptied his seed-filled treasure into her.

		But at last, no human could maintain such a level of pleasure without shriveling up and dying. Suddenly, she came crashing back to earth and reality as Roy gave out his final huffing grunt when his cock driveled out the last gush of his creamy cum.

		She wanted to lay there basking in the warm afterglow of her calamitous implosion, but there was always the off chance that Harvey might want something and come to the laundry room and stumble onto them.

		"Off…off," she mumbled, pushing at him with her hands, shoving him up away from her.

		"But…but it was awesome," Roy grunted, looking down at her in satiated confusion.

		"Yes…yes…but off…your father’s in the living room," she whispered, feeling Roy ease his cum-drenched cock back out of her overflowing pussy.

		Anxiously watching him struggle up to his hands and feet and then stand, she couldn’t believe the size of the shrinking monster sticking out through the opening of his jeans. How had she gotten that thing inside her pussy, she dizzily wondered, pushing up onto her butt and reaching for Roy’s hands as he extended them down to her? As she staggered to her feet, Roy let go of her hands and quickly stuffed his softening peter back inside the opening of his jeans. Jerking his zipper up, he grabbed her in his arms again and planted another deep, wet, probing kiss on her lips. She returned his kiss, thrusting her belly against his for several moments before she finally pushed him away.

		"Later…talk," she gasped, trying to catch her breath as she ran her hands down over her skirt and blouse, trying to straighten out the wrinkles in them.

		"Okay," he grinned and turned to leave.

		Then as he stepped away, she saw the tip of her panties peeking out of the pocket of his jeans. She had given him another trophy she sickly thought. Now he could replace his imaginary trophy with the real thing, she told herself wondering what her little card would say.

		Looking over to the dryer, she grabbed another pair of panties, bent over and jerked them up her long, shapely legs.

		Still reeling from what had just happened, she hurried into the kitchen and finished making supper.

		Supper passed quietly with only a few words passing between the three of them.

		Later, after Roy had gone to his room, while she and Harvey sat watching television, she turned toward him.

		"I forgot to tell Roy about a mowing job," Angie said, getting up and stepping toward the stairs. "I’ll be right back."

		"Okay," Harvey grunted in his usual gruff manner. "I’m not going anywhere."

		Ignoring his rudeness, Angie continued on her way up the stairs. Since the door to Roy’s room was hidden from view from downstairs, she stepped up to and quickly pushed it open.

		"Mom!" Roy snorted, lying in the middle of his bed with his hand wrapped around his giant peter.

		"I just came up to tell you how fantastic you were this afternoon," she crooned, closing the door and slowly strolling toward his bed, rolling her hips seductively.

		"You…you were, too," he grinned, his eyes glued on her big, bobbling breasts as they jiggled freely under her thin blouse.

		"And I also wanted to tell you to save some of this," she said sitting down on the edge of his bed, reaching out, pushing his hand away from his jutting prick as she wrapped her own hand around its thick shaft, "for later tonight after your father goes to sleep…"

		"Oh…Jeez…" he grunted as she bent down over him and quickly sucked the head of his big cock into her mouth with a loud, wet slurp.

		She didn’t hesitate and began working her hot, full lips up and down the twitching shaft of his cock as he lay watching her in a state of stunned shock. Sucking and pulling on his cock, her head bobbing up and down, she felt his hand on the back of her head. She could feel him forcing her head down, sending her lips farther down the thick barrel of his cock as his clenched buttocks began to patter up and down on the bed. The head of his cock was thudding up against the back of her mouth on every downward lunge, but she fought back the gag reflux. Then finally, she thrust her mouth down on him, gagging this time as his giant peter went sliding into her throat. Fighting not to throw up, she held his cock imprisoned inside her throat as she swallowed several times, letting the muscles of her throat clutch and grab at his cock. Then with a gasping grunt, she jerked her mouth up off his cock and breathed in a great breath of air. Her tits heaved up and down heavily as she fought to catch her breath once again.

		As Roy lay gawking up at her, she pushed up off the bed and stood looking down at him.

		"Later," she grinned, wiping the back of her hand across her lips. "Save some for me…"

		With that, she spun on one high-heeled shoe and swished across the room. Stopping at the door, she turned and blew him a kiss before she opened the door and stepped out of his room.

		How could she have done that, she asked herself, her heart beating a mile a minute, her whole body trembling with excitement? She had never done anything so wickedly depraved and perversely exhilarating in her whole life.

		Still breathing hard from the thrill of it all, she stopped to catch her breath and then returned to her place on the couch and sat down.

		"Did I miss anything?" she asked.

		"Not a thing," Harvey said, glancing over at her and then back to the television…

		

		~~~

		

		Lying in their bed, Angie made no overtures toward Harvey as she read one of her romance novels.

		Finally around ten-thirty, she heard his fake snores turn into real ones. Closing the book, she laid it on the nightstand. Being as quiet and careful as she could, she eased her bare feet down onto the carpet and slowly stood up. Looking over her shoulder, she saw that Harvey hadn’t moved, so she stealthily made her way across the room to the door.

		With her heart fluttering, beating a thousand beats a second, she tiptoed down the hallway in her bare feet. The night air was cool on her fevered brow and her naked pussy as her silky gown rustled in her wake. Her tiny feet barely touched the carpet and she felt her big tits bobbling heavily, tugging at her chest with every step until suddenly, she found herself standing in front of the door to Roy’s bedroom.

		One last chance, she dizzily thought to herself. One last chance to stop her mad rush to folly. But she knew she had come too far to stop now as she lifted her hand to the doorknob and slowly turned it. Then, with a quick push, she opened the door and stepped inside, closing it behind her. Pausing for a moment to adapt to the darkened room, she stood with her back to the door, leaning against it as she got her bearings in the soft glow of his night-light. And there he was…waiting for her…lying naked in the middle of his bed with his hand wrapped around the giant monstrosity jutting up out of his hairy crotch. It had felt huge inside her, but to see it standing there in all its vain glory, it looked gigantic.

		"Mother…" she heard him whisper as she reached up with both hands and gently fingered the shoulder straps of her gown down over the rounded curve of her shoulders.

		The silky gown caressed her skin as it went slithering to the floor and she heard a sharp intake of breath come from Roy.

		"Baby…" she softly called back and stepped toward him. It was so exciting. The danger of it all.

		Scooting back, he made room for her on the bed beside him as she melted down onto it. Sparks seemed to arc out from where their bodies first touched as they dissolved against each other, hands touching, exploring, mouths meeting in a crushing, passionate kiss. As they deeply kissed, she could feel the steel hardness of his maleness pressing into her soft belly.

		He acted with an air of confidence and maturity far beyond his age and Angie suddenly found herself on her back with him up between her legs. Then she felt the hard, rounded head of his penis brush against the giving pliancy of her pussy lips. As she anxiously waited, he felt him dip his hips slightly. Then he was inside her, boring down into her pussy until all of the massive slab of meat completely filled her and was stopped by the meeting of their bellies. She felt so full. So full of hard, throbbing meat. Roy’s manhood made Harvey’s penis seem almost infantile in comparison. Now she could see how the other women in his harem must feel.

		Then he began to fuck her. Unlike the first fiery confrontation, this one was controlled and composed as Roy began to rock back and forth, fucking her with slow, deep, jarring strokes. As he did, he rained down a pattering of kisses on her mouth, her nose, her closed eyelids, her eyebrows, her forehead, her burning cheeks, and her upthrust chin. He had been inside her only moments, but she could already feel a growing expectancy filling her. He was the answer to all her needs and wants. With him, she needed nothing else…no one else. She had never had such feelings toward any man. It was as if a balloon inside her was being filled, growing bigger and bigger by the moment. She couldn’t wait for it to burst as she frantically thrust herself back at him, digging her long, sharp fingernails into the skin of his bounding ass and pulling him deeper and deeper into her hot, throbbing cunt.

		This was something that Harvey was totally oblivious to. Her son, now her lover, was already much more adept at the art of making love than Harvey could ever hope to be, even in a million years. Then, suddenly, the balloon inside her burst and thousands of skyrockets began going off inside her head while sweet, pure pleasure poured into her from everywhere. She had never felt anything like it. She was drowning in the waves of joy and happiness that were washing over her, dragging her deeper and deeper into her own self-gratification. She was so deeply immersed in her own glorification, she finally realized that Roy had paused in his attack on her pussy and was letting her ride it out on her own while he kept himself buried deep inside the hot, clutching hole between her outstretched, quivering legs. At last the balloon was empty and nothing remained but an empty, guilty feeling. But the moment Roy began to rock his hips back forth again, his big dick drove those thoughts away. Her whole being returned down to her crotch where her hot pussy was trying to suck out her son’s load of potent cream.

		Clawing and scratching at him, she goaded him on while her butt pattered up and down on his bed as she threw herself at him with wild abandon. This time there was no reason to hold anything back and she was giving herself to him totally and completely. Thrusting her big tits up against his sweaty chest, she ground them against him as her hips jerked back and forth with the rhythm of the obscene fucking he was giving her. Like a jockey on her horse, she coaxed him on with her hands, her legs, her whole body as she staggered down the stretch toward the finish once again. As she felt the finish approaching for the second time, she realized that her new mount had much more stamina and speed than any other steed she had ever ridden.

		Biting her lips to stifle the scream that was trying to escape out from between her lips, she felt herself being swept away on the wings of pleasure for the second time. Arching her back, she thrust her pussy up onto his pounding prick as she threw her head back, clenching and holding onto the sheets with her fists. This was her Kentucky Derby…her Triple Crown, she frantically thought, kicking her feet into the air and driving them down onto her son’s bounding ass. Victorious twice already, she could already feel the third victory growing down inside her hot, clutching pussy where her son’s massive penis was churning up another run for the roses. Then as she made that one last mad dash down the stretch and saw the finish looming before her, he felt him join her, kicking up the pace to one that couldn’t be maintained.

		Gasping and grunting, she threw her arms out, straining for the finish line. Roy fought for his, too, sweat pouring down off his body onto hers. Then, just as she had the victory, she felt Roy’s giant peter jerk and erupt inside of the hot, sucking hole down between her legs. A gigantic spume of fiery semen gushed out of his cock into her hungry pussy, immediately filling it with its sticky heat. A photo finish, she crazily thought to herself.

		It seemed to take forever for him to empty his venomous load of cum into her, one fiery spurt after another, but finally, he was finished.

		She could tell that he was exhausted by his sluggish movement as he pulled his dying peter out of her. Then with a tired grunt, he rolled over and flopped down beside her, his breath coming in deep, choking gasps. But that was the last thing she remembered as she found herself drifting off into blissful sleep…

		

		~~~

		

		When she awoke in the darkened room, she tried to remember where she was. It took several moments, but suddenly it all came rushing back to her! She was in Roy’s room! What time was it, she frantically wondered, lifting her watch and looking at it. Three-thirty…three-thirty in the morning. Damn, she cursed to herself, rolling her legs out of bed and groggily staggering to her feet. I hope Harvey didn’t wake up and find me missing. With that, she leaned down over Roy, her big tits heavily tugging at her chest as she gave him a quick kiss on the cheek and hurried across the room. Reaching down, she swept up her gown and quickly pulled it on before stepping back out into the hallway.

		Arriving back in her bedroom, she crept across to the bed and eased down under the covers. Waiting breathlessly for some movement on Harvey’s part, she was relieved to hear his snores…

		

		~~~

		

		Waking up the next morning, she saw that Harvey had already departed for work. Throwing back the covers, she rolled out of bed and stood up. Then, with a naughty smile, she let her gown go slithering to the floor. Naked, she sauntered over to the mirror and gave herself the once over. Laughing softly, she saw the crusty white coating of semen between her legs…it was the only evidence of her night of debauchery and depravity. She thought she should have felt some sense of guilt or blame for yesterday’s events, but she didn’t. Quite the opposite, she thought. She found a new sense of freedom and sensuality. A freedom to do what she wanted to…with whom she wanted to…

		Glancing over at her clock, she saw that it was eight o’clock and she was supposed to be at work at nine-thirty. But she didn’t want to go to work today. She was too giddy with her newfound happiness to have to deal with dull, boring money. She wanted to spend the day with Roy doing fun, happy things…like a walk in the park…a movie…or a little afternoon delight! After calling in sick, excusing herself, saying she had caught a case of intestinal flu, she dropped the receiver back onto the phone.

		What to wear, she wondered, walking over to her chest of drawers. Then another inspiration came to her. Panties…just panties…just panties since they were the reason for the whole silly chain of events that led them to this…

		Opening the drawer, she dug out a pair of almost transparent red panties. They were so sheer, she could even see the wrinkles in her knuckles through them as she held them stretched over her hand. And they were edged with the softest of lace that caressed her legs as she slowly pulled them on. Smiling to herself, she knew that their sheer crotch would soon be drenched with her juices because just thinking about him was making them start to flow. She felt like a teenager experiencing her first true love. Puppy Love. Everything was exciting and new between them and she wanted to savor every titillating moment while that newness. She knew that just as the morning dew on a rose would soon give way to the heat of the day, the fiery, expectancy of their incestuous passion would fade into something different. Hopefully it would mutate into a loving, tender, caring affection that they could share through eternity…but for now, it was a hot, samba dance and the slow, intimate waltz could come later…

		Slipping her tiny feet into a pair of towering, five-inch stiletto heels, she strutted over to the full-length mirror. Standing, admiring the beautiful woman staring back out at her, she reached up and gently fluffed her hair, making her big, heavy tits wiggle and bob. Smiling to herself, she lowered her hands down to the dangling treasures and lovingly cupped them. Cupping them, she held the two big, puffy nipples between her fingers and thumbs, rubbing them back and forth as a tickle of excitement shot down to her seeping pussy. She could already feel her panties wetly clinging to the big, meaty lips of her pussy. Then, with a toss of her long, blondish-brown hair, she set off to prepare a breakfast feast for her new lover…

		Bacon, eggs, sausage, hash browns, toast, jelly, juice and a glass of milk, she smiled looking down between her breasts at the loaded laptop table as she carried it up the stairs. Ought to be enough to keep his strength up, she laughed to herself. With her big tits tugging heavily at her chest, she kicked the door open with the toe of her high heels and shuffled inside where she found Roy still asleep.

		Strutting across the room, she stopped by the side of his bed.

		"Up and at ‘em, Tiger," she laughed, nudging the bed with her knee. "Breakfast is served."

		"Huh? What? What?" he sputtered, he eyes fluttering open and immediately focusing on her bobbling breasts.

		"The master’s breakfast is served," she giggled. "Up and at ‘em…"

		"Oh…oh…Wow," he grunted, pushing himself up to a sitting position as she reached down and placed the laptop table on the bed.

		"Wow, Mom, you look great," he said, reaching for one of her big tits that dangled down over the tray as she set it down.

		"Well, what about your breakfast?" she pouted, thrusting her lower lip out. "I slaved and worked all morning on it and now you’re more interested in my tits…"

		"It looks fantastic," he grinned, clutching at her breast, plucking and tweaking the jutting nipple with his fingers, "but can’t I have a little nibble of this as an appetizer.

		"Well, I suppose," she smiled, leaning forward and brushing his lips with her puffy nipple as she rubbed it against him. "But just a little one…you don’t want your breakfast to get cold."

		Roy delicately took the nipple between his sparkling white teeth and teasingly nipped it. Then, he hungrily sucked half of the dangling treasure into his mouth, slurping away at it loudly. Cradling his head in her arms, she pulled him against her breast as she felt his rough tongue rasping across her sensitive nipple. After a few swooning moments, she leaned back, pulling her spit-christened tit out of his mouth.

		"Now, your other breakfast," she mumbled, sitting down on the bed, being careful not to jostle the laptop table.

		"Yes, Ma’am," he muttered, grabbing up the knife and fork and diving into the plate of food.

		"I think we need to talk about your trophy chest," she said, reaching under the laptop table and finding his sleeping giant.

		"Trophy chest?" he mumbled out around a mouth full of food.

		"Yes, your trophy chest," she said, digging her sharp fingernails down into his slowly responding prick. "And don’t talk with your mouth full."

		"Ouch," he winced. "That hurts…"

		"Then don’t talk with your mouth full…full of anything," she snickered, withdrawing her talons from his cock.

		Swallowing, he looked at her with a big silly grin.

		"Okay! Now what are you talking about? My trophy chest?" he asked, reloading his fork and shoving another mouthful of food into his mouth.

		"Your panties…your box full of panties," she said, pointing toward his closet. "In your closet…"

		"Oh…oh…so, so you know about them…" he choked out and she dug her fingernails back down into his cock.

		"Yes, I know about them," she smirked. "And I think it’s time you bring your trophy-gathering days to an end."

		"What? Uh, why?" he asked, after swallowing.

		"The women you have been associating with don’t seem to mind where they get their gratification…or with whom. And who knows what their other partners might be sharing with them…And you?"

		"But they promised!" he muttered.

		"Right…and what kind of promise did they make to their husband? Which brings up another point. Jealous husbands can be nasty creatures," she told him, now gently tickling her long red fingernails up and down his slowly hardening peter. "I wouldn’t want to see with a bullet hole between your eyes, or this blown off."

		"I…I didn’t think…" he gulped, flicking his eyes down to her jiggling breasts. "I…"

		"That’s what mothers are for," she smiled, giving his cock a gentle squeeze. "To help their little boys think for themselves. Even though you can hardly be called a "little" boy anymore."

		"Oh…" he said, bringing his eyes back up to her face.

		"So, if I mean as much to you, as you mean to me," she said, staring deep into his smoldering eyes, "It will have to be me, or them. The decision is yours. I will give you everything they can give you…or gave you…and more. I can offer you love. True love…deep, passionate love that only you and I can share. I will give you my heart…my soul…my body…my all! They can’t do that!"

		"Oh, God, Mom," Roy groaned, reaching for her.

		But in his haste, he jostled the tray and Angie had to grab at his milk and juice to keep them from spilling.

		"Easy there, Tiger," she laughed, steadying his tray as he leaned back away from it. "Finish your breakfast, and then we can discuss it while I show what you can have…if you agree…"

		"Crap, Mom…" he complained. "I’ve got two appointments this morning and I’ve been putting them off for days. I’ve got to do them! But I’ll be home by noon. I promise! Is that okay? Can we talk then?"

		"Yes, I suppose," she disappointedly said, "but don’t be gathering any more trophies. Okay?"

		"I’ll try, Mom," he grinned, digging into his food again.

		"Well, try real hard," she frowned. "It would be a shame to miss out on every boy’s childhood dream. Miss out on your mother being your lover…"
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		Chapter Three – A Surprise in the Night

		

		She disappointedly watched Roy leaving, pushing his lawn mower in front of him as he hurried down the sidewalk. But it would give her time to prepare for their noontime affaire d'amour, she told herself, bringing a spark of excitement and happiness back to her. Quickly rushing down to the kitchen, she threw a concoction of foods into the crock-pot that would become supper. That would leave the rest of the afternoon for them to enjoy each other in whichever ways they desired. Where was all the guilt, she wondered? Knowing that what she was doing to and with her son was heinous, it was like waiting for the other shoe to drop. Waiting for the nagging guilt to begin and ruin what they had discovered between them. But it hadn’t come…so far!

		Finishing in the kitchen, she glanced at her watch and saw that it was ten o’clock. Two hours to ready herself for her lover…her boy…her son, she giddily thought, flouncing up the stairs with her big tits flopping about wildly. She loved the feeling of having a new lover. She was feeling passion that she had been holding back. She wanted to show him how much she adored him. What she would do for him. Show him just how much she loved him and what she could bring to his life. Everything! Anything! She wanted to give it all to him. Whatever his little heart desired…

		Hurrying down to the bathroom, she quickly filled the tub with warm water, poured in a dash of bubble bath and lowered herself down into the fragrant mass of bubbles floating on the water.

		Finished, she leisurely toweled off.

		Reaching down, she picked up her glistening, red stiletto heels and sheer panties. Then sauntering down to her bedroom, she stopped and mischievously draped her sheer red panties on the doorknob. She could smell the ripe fragrance welling up from them as she did. That ought to get his attention, she laughed to herself proceeding over to the cushioned settee in front of her dresser.

		Then, running her fingers through her soft bush of golden curls covering the tip of her belly, she had another brainstorm and put the brush down. Slapping her legs together, she jumped up and dashed back down to the bathroom.

		Picking up Harvey’s can of shaving cream, she squirted out a dab of the white cream on her fingertips and slowly spread it around over the soft curls covering her mons. Then, running his razor over the curls, she shaved herself, finishing when the skin around her pussy was smooth and hairless. She continued on up over her soft underbelly, shaving it too, but leaving a little snatch of golden locks about an inch wide and a couple of inches long directly above her pussy and clit. It was kind of like an explanation point, emphasizing and directing attention down to her seeping cunt. Finished, she quickly rinsed away what little foam that remained and dabbed her pussy dry with the towel. Bending down, she admired her handiwork for a moment, then sped back down to the bedroom.

		Plopping down on the settee, she picked up an emery board and gave her fingernails a few quick strokes to round the already perfectly rounded tips of her nails.

		Twenty minutes until Roy returned. Just thinking about it gave her a jittery feeling of excitement.

		Now what to wear, she asked herself, hurrying down the stairs to the bar? Not too much, she thought, gathering up the ice bucket and taking it into the kitchen. Maybe just hose and heels, she giddily thought, filling the bucket and returning to the bar. After all, her panties were already displayed on the knob of the door inviting him inside. Grabbing up a bottle of scotch and two glasses, she started back across the room. She could be lying in bed, waiting for him, she told herself, legs spread and her newly shaven treasure displayed and ready for him.

		Yes, that will do fine, she smiled to herself, setting the glasses and the ice bucket on the nightstand by her bed. Quickly pouring a good three fingers in each glass, she splashed some ice cubes into her drink and took a quick gulp. Setting her glass back down, she hurried over to her chest of drawers and jerked open her dainties drawer. Reaching inside, she pulled out a pair of sheer, red, lace-top hose. Glancing down at her watch, she saw that it was ten minutes to twelve. Ten more minutes until he would be home, she happily thought strutting over to her bed and plopping down onto it…

		~~~

		Just in time, Roy thought to himself, flicking off his lawnmower and pushing it up to the back door of the Justin house.

		"Oh, crap," he muttered out loud as he saw the pair of panties dangling from the doorknob.

		I hope that Mom’s not going to be too mad, but it certainly looks like I’m going to be late getting back home. Reaching up, he grabbed the panties off the knob and shoved them down in his pocket. One last fling couldn’t hurt, he told himself, easing the back door open and peering into the house.

		"Mrs. Justin…uh, Charla, where are you?" he asked, taking a tentative step inside.

		Silence filled the house as he tiptoed out into the living room.

		"Are you looking for me?" he heard Charla ask him as she sat leaning back on the coffee table, naked as the day she had been born.

		In fact the only thing that he could see that she was wearing was her deep red lipstick and a smile on her lips.

		"Yes, Ma’am," he grinned, dropping his eyes to her gargantuan tits and reaching down to his pants.

		"Well, I guess you found me," she giggled, getting up and stepping over to the already made up couch.

		Watching her huge tits flounce and toss about, he unsnapped his pants and shoved them down his muscular thighs, letting his half-hard prick flop out into the open.

		"Oh, dear me, it looks like he needs a little coaxing," she smiled, suggestively running the tip of her tongue over her full, red lips. "So bring him over here and let Aunt Charla see what she can do…"

		Shuffling toward her, his legs trapped in his pants that were wrapped around his ankles, he watched her reach out for his slowly hardening prick.

		"I’ve been on pins and needles all morning, waiting for you. I was almost afraid to sit down. Afraid I would leave a wet spot," she told him, leaning down and loudly slurping his cock into her hot mouth.

		"Came as fast as I could," he muttered as she feverishly sucked and slurped at his cock.

		"Um-huh," she grunted out around the thick shaft of his prick as she worked her full lips up and down on it.

		Wondering if she would let him come in her mouth so he could leave and get back to his mom, he reached out and dug his fingers down into her long, reddish-blond hair. Rocking his hips back and forth, he roughly fucked her pretty face as she hungrily devoured his pistoning peter. Within moments, his penis was rock hard and he could feel his juices rising.

		But she must have sensed it, too as she shoved him away and flopped onto her back.

		"Fuck me! Fuck me! I need your dick! Need it in my pussy," she growled, throwing her legs apart and grabbing for his cock.

		Dropping to his knees between her legs, he felt her grab him and pull him down to the oozing hole between her outstretched legs. The moment the head of his cock brushed up against her pussy, he grunted and lunged forward, driving his cock down into the clutching heat of her cunt.

		"Yesssssss," she hissed. "God, I love your big, fucking cock!"

		Knowing that in the past, she had always been a quick fuck, he immediately began banging his cock in and out of her hungry cunt. Her gigantic tits were sloshing back and forth, slapping up against her chin as their bellies smashed together over and over again.

		"Yeah, Baby…yeah, Baby…that's what I'm talking about…fuck me…fuck me…fuck me…" she panted out, throwing herself up at him every time he drove his cock down into her.

		The fiery passion and fervor of their fuck was so intense, he could feel his balls already gathering to empty their load into her as she kicked her legs up in the air and pounded her heels into his bouncing ass.

		Desperately fighting to hold it back, he could sense she was tottering on the edge as he kicked it up to the final notch.

		"Yes…yes…gonna…oh-oh-oh-oh-OH-OH-OHGODDDddddd," she suddenly gasped as her body stiffened and she began to groan, thrusting herself up at him.

		"Fuck-Yesssssss," he muttered, letting go and feeling his cock explode deep inside her quaking cunt.

		Jerking and spurting, his giant cock emptied its creamy load into her hot cunt. As it did, her pussy hungrily sucked it down into her womb. Over and over again, his cock twitched and spit out more and more of his hot, clinging cum into her.

		At last it was over. Her hot pussy had sucked him dry. Sucked out every last drop of sperm-filled semen.

		"God, that was great," he gasped, easing his cum-drenched peter out of her overflowing pussy.

		"Want another one?" she gasped, trying to catch her breath.

		"Damn, I wish I could," he muttered, pulling his pants up over his softening prick. "But I promised my mother I would meet her at noon, and I’m already late."

		"Your mother, too?" Charla snickered, watching him fasten his pants.

		"No…no…we’re, uh, uh, going to a movie…" he lied.

		"Well, it wouldn’t surprise me if you were, you randy little devil," she laughed. "Your money is on the kitchen table. And thanks for the lawn and the cock…"

		"You’re welcome," he grinned, hurrying out of the room.

		

		~~~

		

		Arriving home, he knew that he had to take a shower to wash off Charla’s perfume and estrous or his mother would be sure to know that he’d been fooling around again. But as he started for his room, he saw his mother’s panties hanging on the doorknob of her bedroom. Knowing that she was waiting for him, he thought he’d better not leave her in the lurch. So he’d stick head in the door and tell her that he was going to take a quick, really quick shower. Stepping down the hall, he stopped and peeked inside. A shiver of excitement jolted through his cock when he saw her lying in bed with her long, shapely legs spread wide apart as she waited for him.

		"God, Mom, beautiful," he grinned, standing in the doorway. "Don’t move…I’ll be right back, but I’m going to take a quick shower. I’m all hot and sweaty from working…"

		"Okay, dear, but first come over here for a second," she smiled.

		"I’ll be right back," he stammered, hoping that she couldn’t smell Charla’s hot box on him from where she lay.

		"No, come over here," she said, the smile on her face slowly fading. "I want to give your friend a kiss and show him how much I missed him…"

		Knowing his ass was cooked, he slowly trudged over to the bed. Stopping beside it, he watched his mother reach out and unsnap his pants. Then, hooking her thumb under the waistband, she slowly pushed them down his thighs letting his big cock flop out into the open. He fearfully watched as she let go of his pants and leaned forward. Suddenly, she stopped and sniffed the air.

		"Pussy! Goddamn it, I smell pussy!" she screeched, jerking back away from him. "I told you not to!"

		"She…she, uh, she made me…" he grunted, lying through his teeth, trying to save his ass. "She said she would tell you…tell you that I was bothering her…and trying to get her to let me do her!"

		"What?" Angie gasped, staring at him in shock and distrust.

		"I couldn’t let her do that," he floundered on, making it up as he went. "That would have ruined everything!"

		She didn’t say a word. She just sat staring at him with her mouth open and her eyes bugged out.

		"God, you’re so beautiful," he murmured, laying it on thick, trying to extricate himself from the predicament he found himself in. "Why would I risk losing you, if she didn’t threaten me?"

		Finally, she lifted her arm and pointed toward the door.

		"Go! Shower! Wash her off you!" she angrily muttered. "Don’t come back until she’s gone…all of her!"

		"Yes! Yes, I will," he mumbled, bending down and jerking his pants up his legs to cover his guilty cock.

		Stumbling across the room, he hurried down to the bathroom, grumbling under his breath.

		"Maybe I ought to cut the damned thing off. It gets me in so damned much trouble…"

		Stepping into the shower, he quickly washed, paying particular attention to his half-hard cock so that he removed every trace of Charla’s fragrant pussy from it. Finished, he turned the water off and quickly stepped out of the shower. Grabbing a towel, he dried off, wrapped the towel around his waist and went rushing back down to his mother’s bedroom.

		Stepping inside, he saw that she was still sitting on the bed sipping on her drink. She had her back against the headboard, but now her legs were together and her stiletto heels sat on the floor beside the bed.

		"I’m sorry," he apologized, walking toward the bed. "I won’t do it again…"

		"I’m sorry that I got so angry," she murmured, holding his drink out to him. "It was just…I’ve been waiting all morning for you to come home…and then…then I find out that you were out fucking another woman while I sat here waiting for you…it hurt."

		"I’m really, really sorry," he mumbled, sitting down on the bed and slowly running his fingers up her smooth, nylon-covered thigh.

		Then he noticed that she had shaved most of the hair off her pussy. Shaved her pussy for him. The thought that she would do that for him made him feel worse about deceiving her.

		"You shaved it," he said, staring down at the tiny tuft of golden curls stretching out above her hidden pussy.

		"Yes! Yes, I shaved it…shaved it for you," she murmured, a tiny smile straining to remove the scowl from her face. "Do you like it?"

		As she spoke, she eased her legs apart to reveal her hairless mons and the fat, gorged lips of her cunt.

		"Like it?" he grunted, running his fingers over its smooth softness. "I fucking love it…"

		"I did it just for you…" she whispered, running her fingertips over the back of his hand as he fondled her pussy. "To show you how much I’ll do to make you happy. Do you want me to shave it all off?"

		"No…no…it’s perfect just like it is," he grinned, running his fingers through the little swath of curls. "It’s cute!"

		"Maybe you would like to give her a little kiss," she said, slowly peeling back the fleshy hood away from her swollen clit, "to show her how much you like her new hairdo…"

		"I sure would…" he grinned, ovaling his lips as he leaned down and wrapped them around her clit.

		Sucking, he pulled it between his lips and began to flick his tongue back and forth across it. As he did, she slowly sank down, sliding her ass down the bed until she was lying flat on her back. Setting his drink down, Roy grabbed her and tugged her around until her beautiful butt was perched on the edge of the bed. Then he dropped to the carpet on his knees and buried his face down between her smooth, silky thighs. Attacking her wriggling clit, he felt her lift her legs and settle the soft soles of her feet down on his shoulders. Using his shoulders as leverage, she began to hump her pussy up into his mouth as her hands clawed and clutched at her bobbing breasts. As he hungrily devoured her cunt, he felt his towel unravel and drop to the floor.

		Her furry, little bush tickled his nose as he kept his tongue busily attacking her clit. He could feel the muscles surrounding her hot cunt already tightening. Suddenly, her hands were digging into his hair, jerking and pulling his mouth up and down on her clit. Loudly slurping and lapping at her, he brought his hand up to her perched butt and ran a long finger down the crack of her ass until he found the wrinkled little opening of her asshole. He heard a choking little gasp as he began to tickle and tease her clenched asshole with the tip of his finger.

		In all his conquests, he’d had only one piece of ass, he dizzily thought, mouthing his mother’s cunt as he toyed with her little anal opening. Monica Simmons…and it had been fantastic. What would it be like to fuck his mother in the ass? Bet hers was nice and tight, too, he told himself as he pushed the tip of his finger into the clutching constriction of her asshole. Just like Monica’s! Oh, God, he giddily thought, pushing his finger in deeper and feeling her thrusting back against his hand, sucking his finger in even deeper. She wants it! She wants my finger in her hot ass! Getting his finger completely buried inside her hot, mushy ass, he pulled it back and eased it with a second finger back into her tight, hot rectum. Her ass was twitching and jerking as she fucked her asshole on his fingers and ground her pussy into his mouth. Her calves were squeezing down against his cheeks. Then her legs began to quiver and tighten. He could tell that she wasn’t going to last much longer.

		The gluttonous creature dwelling down in her loin was feasting on her festering soul. Devouring it in great gory chunks as her own guilt-stained blood gushed down its chin. Gasps and groans were spewing from her mouth and she was deliriously humping away at his mouth. Roy's mouth. Her son's mouth!

		Her legs quivered and shook as her ass and pussy floundered around wildly. Then she gave out a long, choking grunt. Her feet slipped down off his shoulders, sliding down his back and her thighs crashed down onto his shoulders. She held his face shoved down against her while her pussy spewed out a giant gusher of hot, sticky cunt-juice. It spurted out of her pussy onto his chin where it ran down and dripped down onto his bare chest coating it with her sticky wetness. Her teeth were chattering as her whole body shivered and trembled while she arched her back, thrusting herself up at him even harder. As she came, he shoved his fingers deeper inside her clenched asshole, twirling them through the hot muck of her rectum. She came and came and came, pouring out a river of hot, sticky juice while she shook and cried. Then, all at once, her whole body went limp. Her arms lifelessly flopped onto the bed as she lay gasping for breath. Slowly dropping his mouth away from her clit, he lapped at the nectar still flowing from her slack-lipped pussy. The excitement of watching his mother come had finished the job of prick revival and now it jutted out from his groin hard and ready.

		"That…that was…oh, God…that was fantastic…" she finally groaned, pushing up on her elbows and giddily looking down at him.

		"I’m glad…" he grinned, slowly pulling his fingers out of her somewhat more relaxed asshole.

		She slowly moved her legs apart, freeing him. Placing his hand on her knees, he pushed up between her legs. Reaching up, he ran his hand through the soppy mess on his almost hairless chest, smearing her hot juices all over it.

		"That was a juicy one," he grinned, wiping the back of his hand across his chin and running his tongue around his lips.

		"I’m sorry," she frowned.

		"For what?" he asked. "You taste great and I was a little hungry anyway…"

		"Oh…I’m sorry," she murmured, sitting up. "Would you like a sandwich or something?"

		"Both," he laughed. "but a sandwich would really hit the spot at the moment, after all that hard work…"

		"So, you consider that hard work," she pouted, sticking out her lower lip and scooting to the edge of the bed.

		"No! Mowing lawns," he snorted as she fingered his jutting cock, leaning down and giving it a soft lingering kiss.

		"And taking care of your customers other needs," she irately murmured…

		He realized that he had said the wrong thing as she looked up at him and frowned, then got to her feet and picked up her drink.

		"I’ll go see what I can find," she said, holding onto his shoulder for support as she eased one foot into one stiletto and then the other.

		Roy watched on in worshipful adoration as she stepped across the room. Her long, shapely legs were beautifully contoured and curved by the five-inch heels and her perfect ass quivered and shook, rippling with each step she took. She had to have the most beautiful ass in the world, he thought to himself as he watched it swish from side to side with seductive persuasion.

		"Well, are you coming? Or are you going to stand there ogling my ass all afternoon?" she laughed, stopping at the door and giving her ass a delightful, little wiggle.

		"You’ve got the most beautiful booty in the world," he grinned grabbing up his drink and starting after her as she gave her long hair a swish and left the room.

		He couldn’t take his eyes off her delightful ass as it quivered and bounced its way down the stairs. God, he would give his left nut to have his cock buried down in its fiery depths, he thought, feeling his giant prick dance up and down heavily.

		In the kitchen, he sat watching her go about fixing his sandwich. Every move she made seemed to be made to spin an erotic web around him, drawing him in deeper and deeper into her incestuous trap. She moved with the grace of a tigress on the hunt. There was no wasted motion and every move seemed designed to make her finely-toned muscles quiver and flex. She was womanhood personified, smiling and looking over her shoulder at him every few seconds.

		Finally, she turned and stepped toward the table, her spiked high heels pinging off the marble floor. As she came toward him, his eyes locked down on her big, jiggling breasts as they bobbled and danced.

		"Want a little appetizer, first," she laughed softly, leaning down and setting his plate in front of him then thrusting a big, dangling breast into his face.

		Locking his arms around her narrow waist, he pulled her to him and sucked one of her saggy tits into his mouth. Eagerly sucking and licking on the bulging nipple, he ran his hands down to her perfect, jutting ass. Caressing it, clutching it, he spread the soft, pliant cheeks apart. Then, still gluttonously pulling on her tit, gently nipping it with his teeth, he ran a finger down the spread crack of her ass searching for the rosebud hidden there. Then he found it and began to tickle and tease it with the tip of his finger.

		Finally, she gently placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed away from him.

		"Eat…your sandwich," she said, stepping back out of his arms and sitting down across from him.

		Starved, he pounced on the sandwich and immediately began wolfing it down as she sat watching him and sipping on her scotch.

		"So," she said, slowly swirling her finger around in her drink, making the remaining ice cubes tinkle against the glass, "what is this sudden fascination with my ass?"

		"Huh?’ he choked out, swallowing down his last bite of sandwich before he went on. "It’s…it’s beautiful…most beautiful one I’ve ever seen…"

		"Prettier than all your girlfriends?" she facetiously asked. "That’s a lot of ass, pardon my frankness…"

		"Far and away, the prettiest.one," he said, taking the last bite.

		"So who was the lucky one this morning? Or ones?" she asked, taking another sip on her drink.

		"Uh…uh…just one! Uh…Charla…Charla Justin," he muttered, wishing he had been able to pass up temptation one last time.

		"Charla! Charla Justin? The one with the gigantic tits?" Angie asked, trying to keep the grin off her face. "Why, if she leaned over, she’d tip over. She’s got the biggest ones I’ve ever seen…"

		"Uh, yeah, uh, that’s her," he muttered, pushing his plate away. "And believe me, they look even bigger up close…"

		"Do you wish I had bigger ones?" she asked, brushing her fingertips over her quivering breasts.

		"No…no…yours are the perfect size. And they’re so pretty…" he told her, dropping his eyes down to them. "No, wouldn’t change them a bit…"

		"Oh, where has the time gone?" she asked, tipping up her glass and finishing off her drink then getting up.

		Leaning over, she picked up his plate and stepped over to the sink. She could feel his eyes on her butt as she placed the plate and her glass in the sink. Turning, she placed her hands on the counter and leaned back facing him.

		"So what’ll it be? We only have a little more than an hour before your father comes home," she smiled, spreading her legs and running her hand down to her pussy.

		"I don’t know," he said, watching her finger her clit. "What do you want to do?"

		"Oh, I don’t know either," she said, walking over and pulling him up out of the chair. "Let’s go back upstairs and figure it out."

		Then, she wrapped her hand around his semi-hard cock and tugged him along to the stairs. Wrapping his arm around her waist, he climbed along beside her to the top.

		Walking along the landing, she gave his cock a squeeze and looked over at him.

		"Would you like some of what you’ve been ogling all afternoon?" she asked him as they stepped into her bedroom.

		"What? What do you mean?" he mumbled as she let go of his cock and bent down over her nightstand.

		Reaching inside, she quickly pulled out a little bottle and a vibrator.

		"Would you like a little…a little piece of my ass?" she grinned, reaching down, grabbing hold of her ass cheeks and digging her fingers into it. "Some of this…"

		"Oh! God! You mean it?" he gasped, his mouth flying open and his eyes flaring.

		"Have you ever before?" she asked him, leaning down over the bed and putting her knee on it.

		"Once…only once…" he choked out, staring down at her perfectly round ass while she crawled up on the bed.

		"Who? Who was it?" she asked, looking over her shoulder at him, inching back over to the edge of the bed.

		"Monica…Monica…next door…your friend," he muttered

		"You little bastard," she snorted.

		Now she stood on her hands and knees, her shins resting on the bed and her feet, still encased in the five-inch stilettos hung over the edge of the bed. Her beautiful ass was floating in the air above the edge of the bed in the perfect position for anal penetration. Balancing on one hand and her knees, she reached over, picked up the bottle and handed it to him.

		"Going to need some help," she said, slowly leaning down and resting her head and shoulders on the bed, "getting that thing inside me."

		Turning the little nozzle on the bottle to the open position, he slowly tipped it up as she reached back and grabbed hold of her ass cheeks. Watching her spread the cheeks of her ass apart, he put the tip of the nozzle at the top of the crack of her ass and squeezed. A glistening stream of the clear goo oozed out of the nozzle and slowly trickled down the crack. It continued to run down over the pink rosebud of her asshole and all the way down to her pussy which was seeping out its own lubricant.

		"Your prick, too," she murmured.

		"Un-huh," he grunted, squeezing out a bead of the lubricant along the top of his big, hard cock.

		Setting the bottle down, he curled his hand around his cock and twisted it up and down it, smearing the gooey lube all over it. Then, as he moved up behind her, he saw her dig her fingers in deeper and spread her anal opening wider. Wanting to help, he reached down, putting his hands inside hers and digging his thumbs down into the soft, giving flesh. Spreading her asshole open even wider, he exposed the pink tissue at its clenched center

		The delicate circle of furrowed flesh, coated with a glistening sheen of the lubricant now awaited him. Still holding onto his slippery cock in his hand, he moved the rounded tip of its head up to her waiting asshole. Fitting it down into the indented opening, he began to push as he felt her press back against him. The slippery goo eased the penetration of the tight, resisting sphincter as the tapered head of his cock spread her open wider and wider, until with a squishy slurp, it slipped inside.

		He wanted to cry. He wanted to sing. He wanted to laugh. He wanted to shout out his conquest. But most of all he wanted to fuck his mother’s hot ass. His mother’s hot ass! Just thinking about it made him feel giddy with excitement. Fucking it…fucking her…fucking his mother…fucking her in the ass…it was unbelievable. And it was even tighter and hotter than Monica’s hot ass. He couldn’t wait to shoot his load up her ass and fill it with so much cum, it would be running out of her ears, her mouth, her pussy and her hot asshole all at the same time.

		She made a soft moaning sound as he pushed his cock down deeper into her clinging rectum, but continued to press back against him. Then he heard the buzz of the vibrator and saw that she had one hand shoved down between her legs. The blue-veined monster drove deeper and deeper, like a whale sounding in the ocean, it dug down into the depths of her ass, cleaving her glistening buns as it slid in. Finally, he felt his belly nudge up against the round perfection of her ass cheeks. He was in…in all the way up to his big, dangling balls inside her ass.

		A shiver of perverse impatience ran through him as he held his peter shoved down inside her ass. Moaning softly, she pressed the perfect, pink spheres of her delectable ass back against him, grinding it into his belly. He wanted to rape her ass…rape it with a savage attack on its fragile vulnerability, but he held himself in check and eased his peter back down the slippery channel. Finally, he felt the ring of muscles encircling his cock squeeze down around the shaft of his cock, just below the flared edge of his cockhead. He could hear her moans softening as he slipped his cock back into her with more force.

		"God, it’s so big," she groaned out but continued to thrust herself back against him as he slowly picked up the pace.

		With his hands resting on her hips, he was jerking her back and forth, impaling her up to the quick with every deep, plunging stroke. The evil sound of her ass smacking up against his lube-coated belly obscenely echoed off the walls of the room but was barely audible over the grunting, moaning sounds spewing from her mouth. As she thrust herself back on him, her big dangling tits were swinging back and forth wildly, raking her swollen nipples back and forth across the sheets. Then she pushed herself up, pausing for a moment, twirling her ass round and round as Roy stood motionless. Then she began to hump her ass back and forth on him, taking him completely on every thrust as Roy let her do the work.

		The vibrator was bringing her closer and closer to her own climax as Roy could feel the molten lake of cum in his balls begin to boil and bubble. Her ass flew back and forth faster and faster as Roy once again began to pump his prick into the jerking target.

		Suddenly, she arched her back, thrusting herself back against him as hard as she could and let out a primal scream. Clenching his ass, Roy thrust up and forward at the same instant sending his giant cock into the hot, clutching socket of her ass. It wouldn’t go any further as he felt it kick and spurt out a huge gob of cum.

		"OHHHhhhhhhotttttttt…" she groaned out, her whole body quivering and shaking as he pulled her back onto his spewing colossus.

		Roy lost count of the number of times he fired off inside her ass as he held himself buried down inside it while he leaned over and rained down a storm of kisses on her sweaty back.

		"So much…so much cum," she murmured, grinding her ass against his belly as his cock deposited the last drops of cum into her ass.

		"Fucking awesome…" he gasped, running his hand under her and clutching at her dangling tits. "Best…best of all…"

		As they both relented, their bodies softening and molding together, Roy slowly backed his wilting peter out of her widely stretched anus. As the head of his cock slurped out of her asshole, he saw that her anus was spread at least two inches wide. Staring down at it, he watched a trickle of cum ooze out of it as it slowly collapsed back down on itself to normal size. When his cock had cleared her asshole, Angie fell down onto her stomach as Roy watched the last contractions of her orgasm clench and relax through her tight, little asshole…

		

		~~~

		

		Angie felt a little spark of pain tickle through her asshole with every step she took the rest of the afternoon. Harvey came home and went through his ritualistic reading of the paper and watching of the news. And after supper, as usual, they sat watching television while Roy went to his room to compute. Angie planned one last visit to his room after Harvey was asleep, but she had a surprise when she turned off her lamp and slid under the covers.

		As she lay waiting for his snores to begin, she suddenly felt a pudgy hand squeeze down around a breast.

		"What?" she mumbled, startled by Harvey’s interest in her breast.

		Harvey said nothing, but she felt him squeezing and fondling her breast. Running her hand down, she found his cock that was half-hard, and trying to resurrect itself from the dead.

		"Would you like for me to suck on you?" she whispered, squeezing and pulling on his cock.

		"Yes…yes…please," he murmured.

		Pushing the covers back, she scooted down and rested her head on his stomach. Clutching his cock in her fist, she lifted its head up off his belly and quickly sucked it into her mouth. Hungrily, she slid her lips up and down the shaft of his cock as he worked his hips up and down. Within moments, his cock was fully hardened as she continued to slurp and suck at it.

		Then, she slowly lifted her mouth off his twitching peter.

		"Do you want to come in my mouth?" she whispered, running her finger up the bulged underside of his prick. "Do you want to shoot your hot load into my mouth and throat and let me swallow it?"

		"Yes…God, yes…" he gasped, cupping the back of her head in his palm and pushing her mouth back down onto his cock.

		"Ummmphhhthhhhh…" she grunted out, working her lips up and down on his cock as he pushed her head down onto him, forcing her lips farther and farther down the shaft of his six-inch prick.

		She could sense his excitement mounting as she cupped his balls in her hand, squeezing and pulling on them at the same time she sucked on him. His breath was coming in fast, gasping huffs as she worked her lips up and down faster. She could tell that his eruption was imminent as his hips lurched up and down on the bed.

		Bracing herself, she thrust her mouth down on his cock, taking the head into her throat. Coughing out a little gag, she felt his cock jerk and explode, sending out a stream of his thick, gooey cum directly down into her throat.

		"Fuckkkkkkk," she heard him curse out as she jerked her head up, disgorging his cockhead from her throat while his cock continued to kick and lurch, spewing out its creamy load into her mouth.

		Inconsiderate slob, she thought to herself, keeping the suction going, pulling out every last drop of his semen. Two weeks since we’ve made love and all he cared about was himself. Getting off without a thought of her or her needs. But it didn’t matter now, she laughed to herself. The jokes on him. His son…their son would take care of her…take care of her and see that her needs were more than met. Good ole Roy…

		"Damn," Harvey finally grunted, "Good one…you…you want me…to…to you?"

		"No, Dear," she said, taking a last swallow, surprised that he had offered to do something… "I think I may go down to the guest room and read a little, so I won’t bother you…"

		"Uh, okay…if you’re sure," he muttered.

		"I’m sure," she said, lifting her legs and crawling out of bed.

		Picking up her novel from her nightstand, she started for the door.

		"Better be careful," he grunted watching her step across the room, naked. "You wouldn’t want Roy to catch you like that…"

		"Oh, dear, me," she said, "I forgot…"

		Hoping that he would believe that she had just forgotten, she quickly slipped on her sheer gown.

		"That ain’t much better," he chuckled. "You can see right through that damned thing."

		"I’ll be careful," she told him. "I’m just going down to the guest room. I’ll hurry!"

		"Okay," he said, rolling over and facing away from her as she slipped out of the room.

		Knowing how suspicious Harvey could be at times, she hurried down to the guestroom and slipped inside. Leaving the door open a crack, so that a tiny sliver of light spilled out into the hallway, she plopped down in the bed and pretended to be reading.

		Just as she had suspected, a couple of minutes later, the door slowly opened a little wider.

		"Who’s there?" she asked, quickly pulling the bedspread up over her.

		"Oh, it’s just me," Harvey mumbled from the doorway. "I just wanted to tell you good night!"

		"Night, Dear," she murmured, watching him close the door.

		That could have been close, she told herself, wondering what Harvey would have done if he had caught her and Roy right in the middle of a little tete-a-tete?

		This time, she waited another fifteen minutes and quietly slipped back down to their bedroom. Peeking in, she could hear Harvey's snoring. Listening for a few moments, she decided that his snores were real ones, so she crept down to Roy’s room.

		Pushing the door open, she quickly stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

		"I was wondering if you were coming tonight," he whispered as she pushed the shoulders of her gown down off her shoulders and stepped out of it.

		Lewdly swishing her hips back and forth, she slowly walked toward him.

		"Absence makes the heart grow fonder," she laughed softly. "You’re father wanted a blow job, so I had to give him one before I could come down here."

		"What? You…you just gave Dad a blow job?" he jealously snorted, watching her reach down and put her book on his nightstand.

		"Yes, I just gave your father a blow job," she said.

		"Damn," Roy complained. "I wish he wasn’t around sometimes…then we could do anything we wanted to…"

		Sitting down on his bed, she grabbed his head between her hands and pulled his face to hers. Then she crushed her mouth down on his and drove her tongue into his mouth giving him a wet, cum-flavored kiss.

		"Taste him," she asked, pulling her lips off his. "Taste his cum in my mouth?"

		"Mother, that was gross," he told her spitting and complaining.

		"Want to taste you own cum?" she asked, grabbing hold of his cock and giving it a squeeze. "You can come in my mouth and then you can taste your own stuff when we kiss…"

		"I don’t know…do you want me…want me to come in your mouth?" he mumbled, reaching out and toying with one of her big, saggy tits.

		"Fuck me first," she grunted, flopping down onto her back beside him. "Fuck me and when you’re about to come, climb up and stick your big, fucking cock in my mouth."

		"I love it when you talk dirty," he grunted, struggling up to his hands and knees and crawling up between her long, shapely leg.

		"You like it when your slutty mother talks dirty to her baby?" she muttered, grabbing his stiff cock and forcing it down toward her gaping pussy. "Tells her baby to stick his fucking cock in her hot pussy and fuck her with it until she comes?"

		"Fuck, yesssss," he hissed, lunging forward and driving all eight inches of his cock into her.

		"Like it when she tells him to fuck her hot cunt until he’s about to come?" she panted out. "And then stick his big cock in her mouth and shoot his creamy load into it? Fill her mouth with his hot cum so she can swallow it down into her belly?"

		"Fuck!" he grunted, his hips flying back and forth like a jackhammer, pounding his cock into her hungry cunt.

		The ferocity of his attack quickly drove her to the breaking point. Kicking her arched legs straight out, she arched her back, thrusting her big tits up into his chest as her pussy spasmed and squirted out gallons of cunt juice. The jolts of pleasure arcing from her pussy were enough to fry her brain, she feverishly thought as she came and came and came around his pistoning peter. She couldn’t believe how wonderful it felt to finally have a man who could fulfill her every dream.

		Then, all at once, she felt him lunge back, jerking his cock out of her pussy. Then, grunting and panting, he scrambled up her body until his giant penis was jutting out directly above her mouth.

		"Fuck!" he cursed, grabbing hold of his cock and forcing it down toward her open mouth.

		But before she could get her lips locked around it, she felt a hot spurt of cum splat onto her face just below her eye. Then it was in her mouth, jerking and spurting as it emptied the rest of its creamy load into her mouth one fiery spurt after another.

		Just then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Roy’s door slowly open inward…
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		Chapter Four – Double the Pleasure - Double the Fun

		

	
		Harvey stood in the doorway angrily glaring at them as Roy’s peter shot out one final spurt of cum into her mouth. Letting Roy’s cock slither out of her mouth, she turned and stared at Harvey.

		"What?" Roy grunted, seeing her turn her head and jerking his head around to look.

		Harvey didn’t say a word! He just stood there, glaring at them as they stared back at him.

		Then Roy lifted his leg up off the bed and started to climb off her.

		"No!" Harvey grunted. "Keep the damned thing in her mouth. And you keep sucking on him. Suck on him and make his damned cock hard again so he can fuck you with it. Fuck you while I watch."

		Looking down, Angie saw that Harvey’s cock was lifelessly dangling down between his legs as he clomped over the chair in front of Roy’s computer. Then he spun it around and flopped down into it.

		"Do it!" he ordered as she and Roy continued to stare at him. "Suck on it and make it hard again. Now!"

		Not knowing what else to do, Angie slowly turned her head and sucked the head of Roy’s dangling penis back into her mouth. As she began to suck and pull on Roy’s limp prick, she saw Harvey reach down between his legs and grab hold of his cock. Then, as she frantically sucked on Roy’s dick, she saw Harvey begin to jerk his hand up and down his hardening cock. What had they gotten themselves into she fearfully wondered? What was Harvey going to do?

		But even in their dire circumstances, she felt Roy’s big dick began to harden and stiffen in her mouth. But why wouldn’t it, she crazily thought. He was going to fuck her again. Fuck her right in front of his father while he watched them. She could only imagine what must be going on in his brain while his mother sucked on his cock and his father watched them. His cock continued to harden and swell until at last it was jutting down at her face hard and stiff.

		Finished with her job, she let Roy’s peter slither out of her mouth as she turned and looked over at Harvey. He sat with a demented smile on his face as he slowly worked his hand up and down his erect prick.

		"Now fuck the slut," Harvey barked out to Roy. "Fuck her with that big son-of-a-bitching peter of yours."

		Turning back to Roy, she watched him slowly scoot back down her body until his knees were in between her legs. Spreading herself for him, she reached down and took hold of his cock and guided its evil, barbed head down to her pussy. As soon as she had the rounded tip of his cockhead fitted down into the opening of her cunt, Roy gave out a little grunt and pushed his cock down into it all the way up to its hairy hilt.

		"Yeah! Now fuck the cunt!" Harvey snorted, pushing himself up out of the chair and shuffling over next to the bed. "Fuck the cunt! Fuck her with your big, fucking dick!"

		Roy looked down at her with a pained expression on his face, but began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy. Not knowing what else to do, Angie reached up and wrapped her arms around his neck as he sawed his prick in and out of her pussy while Harvey looked on. Harvey was still working his hand up and down his cock as he stared down at Roy’s peter sliding in and out of her pussy.

		"Stop!" Harvey ordered after a couple of minutes had passed. "Get off the bitch and lay down on your back!"

		Obeying his father, Roy backed his big cock back out of Angie’s pussy. As he did, they all saw that it was glistening wetly with her abundant juices. Crawling over her leg, Roy dropped down onto his back beside her, expecting his father to crawl on her and finish the job he had started.

		"Climb on that big cock," Harvey commanded her. "Climb on it and ride it like you’re the fucking queen of bareback riders!"

		Humiliated, Angie struggled up to her hands and knees. Throwing a long leg over Roy’s muscular legs, she watched Roy lift his prick up into the air as she crawled up his legs. Roy’s big prick was sticking straight up into the air as she lowered her hips and let her hot cunt settle down around it. At last, the big, fleshy lips of her pussy were encircling the thick, hairy base of her son’s peter. Just then, she felt the bed shudder as she turned to see Harvey crawling up onto the bed behind her.

		"What…oh, no…" she whimpered as she felt Harvey’s thumbs dig down into ass cheeks.

		She could feel him spreading them apart, baring her puckered asshole and then felt the rounded tip of his cock nudge up against it.

		"Gonna get it up the ass, too," Harvey grunted, straining to force his cock into the tight stricture of her asshole at the same time he pulled her back onto it.

		"Unhhhhh…" she groaned out as his peter finally overcame the resistance and went plunging down into her cringing ass. "Big…so big…"

		"Ain’t as big as that son-of-a-bitch you’ve got shoved up your cunt," Harvey fussed, "and I bet you’ve had it shoved up your ass, too!"

		Tired of the humiliation, Angie decided to fight back!

		"Yeah…yeah! I’ve had the big son-of-a-bitch in my ass," she defiantly shot back at him. "And it felt damned good!"

		"You fucking cunt," Harvey growled, jerking his hips back and slamming his cock back into her ass as hard as he could.

		Then, as Harvey began to fuck her ass with deep, butt-busting strokes, she began to work her pussy back and forth on Roy’s prick while he clawed and clutched at her dangling tits.

		Roy could feel his father’s cock rubbing against his through the thin membranes that separated his mother’s pussy from her rectum. It was too crazy, he told himself as he hunched his peter up at his mother’s hot cunt while she worked it back and forth on it. His father’s balls were slapping up against his juice-slathered balls sending his mother’s hot juices splashing everywhere.

		They were all grunting and groaning as they fucked. His father’s belly was making loud, obscene sounds as it slapped up against Angie’s upturned ass. And the bed was creaking and groaning under the weight of the three fornicators. Roy could feel his mother’s hot pussy slowly tightening around his prick as he slid it in and out of her. Was she going to come? Going to come while she was getting it in the pussy and ass at the same time?

		Angie was furiously working her pussy and ass back at the pistoning pricks as she felt herself slipping closer and closer to release. Both men were pounding their cocks into her like there was no tomorrow. She could the muscles in Harvey’s belly tightening as he frantically worked his cock in and out of her tightly clenched asshole.

		Then it was on her. Her whole pelvic girdle blossomed into a fiery burst of pleasure as her cunt began to spasm and convulse around Roy’s big prick. Just then, as she basked in the delightful feeling welling up from her pussy, she felt Harvey’s prick swell up and jerk inside her ass. As it did, she felt the warm rush of his cum spill out of his penis as it spurted out a huge wad of creamy cum onto the lining of her rectum. Grunting and groaning, Harvey’s fingers dug into the skin of her hip, pulling her back against him as he kept his prick buried down deep inside her ass. Jerking and spurting, it emptied its load into her rectum. Over and over again, it spurted and spurted filling her rectum to overflowing before it finally stopped firing off inside her ass.

		Then, with a tired little grunt, Harvey backed away from her, pulling his softening prick out of her asshole as he did.

		As he flopped down onto the bed beside them, Angie felt Roy’s hands wrap around her waist and lift her up off his jutting prick.

		"Me…me, too," he grunted, pushing her to the side and rolling out from under her.

		She could feel a trickle of Harvey’s warm cum oozing out of her asshole and running down the crack of her ass to her pussy as she stood on her hands and knees waiting.

		She felt him ease the head of his cock down into her slowly contracting asshole that was still stretched open from Harvey’s brutal attack on it.

		Holding onto her hips, Roy gave out a loud snort and lunged forward at the same moment he jerked her back onto his cock. His cock went ripping down into her ass, burying itself all the way up to the hilt in one deep penetrating stroke.

		"Fuck!" he cursed and began to work his hips back and forth like a madman as he fucked her ass for all he was worth.

		His thick cock had her asshole stretched to its limit as it slashed in and out of her. One minute passed, then two as Roy continued to savagely attack her asshole with his huge cock. Harvey lay on his side watching his son violate his mother’s asshole as the shaking bed jostled him about.

		Finally, Angie felt Roy’s prick begin to swell with pre-eruptive anticipation as it bored in and out of her ass.

		"Oh…God!" Roy gasped as Angie felt his prick kick and spurt out a huge gush of hot cum into her ass.

		Her rectum felt like it was about to burst from the pressure of all the cum pumped into it by the two peters. Over and over and over, Roy’s cock jerked and spurted, pouring out more and more hot, clinging cum into her ass. Then, when she thought it would never stop, it gave one last feeble, little jerk and stopped spurting. She could feel his dick dying and shrinking inside her as he leaned down and gave her sweaty back a soft lingering kiss.

		Lying between her two men, Angie finally drifted off into satiated sleep…

		

		~~~

		

		Harvey was a changed man after that night. He couldn’t seem to keep his hands off of her. And there were new rules in the household. Angie was required to wear garters, hose, and stiletto heels around the house at all times. And nothing else. And the men could take her anytime they wanted…any way they wanted…singular…or in pairs. And she was to keep her ass lubed and at the ready at all times.

		Well, you got what you wanted, slut, she told herself, walking into the house. She was coming from work and had to hurry and get dressed…or undressed as it were…before Harvey got home from work. As she stepped across the kitchen, her high heels sexily clopping off the marble floor, Roy met her at the door to the living room. He was naked, as usual, and his impressive penis was already standing at attention.

		"Hi, Mom," he grinned, wrapping his arms around her and planting a big, wet kiss on her lips as he ground his cock into her belly.

		As they kissed, he shoved his hand up under the back of her skirt and down into her panties.

		"How bout some of this," he said, when they broke their kiss as he clutched at her ass.

		"You know that I have to get dressed…or rather undressed before your father gets home," she complained, stepping away from him and dragging his hand out of her panties.

		"I’ll watch," he told her, wrapping his hand around his big prick. "And play with this."

		"Suit yourself," she told him, strutting across the room to the stairs.

		As she did, Roy followed along behind her like a little puppy dog, his eyes locked on her swishing ass.

		At the top of the stairs, she turned and headed for her bedroom with Roy still in tow. Tossing her purse on the bed, she quickly unbuttoned her skirt and let it go slithering to the floor as Roy watched on smiling like a Cheshire Cat. Hooking her finger under the elastic waistband of her sheer panties, she shoved them down her long, shapely legs. She had gotten into the habit of wearing hose and a garter belt to work every day to save her time when she got home and today was no exception. Her sheer white hose had a sexy, lace top as the long, white garters stretched down from her garter belt to them. Hurrying, she unbuttoned her blouse, peeled it back over her shoulders and tossed it on the bed. Reaching around behind her, she unsnapped her lacy, white brassiere and let it go slithering down her arms.

		"Hold it right there," she told him, holding out her hands toward him. "I’ve got to pee…"

		"Can I watch?" he grinned, still working his hand up and down his big peter.

		"Whatever," she muttered, turning and clopping into the bathroom with him following along behind her.

		Men, she told herself, turning and lowering her bare butt down onto the toilet seat. You can’t live with them and you can’t live without them.

		As Roy leered down at her, she spread her legs and fingered open the big, fleshy lips of her pussy. Then, suddenly a stream of golden piss came shooting out of her urethra as Roy leaned closer to watch.

		"Cool! That’s fucking sexy…" he laughed, running a finger through the stream of yellow urine.

		"Sexy?" she grunted. "You think my pissing is sexy?"

		"Everything you do is sexy, Mom," he grinned, running his finger into his mouth and sucking it clean. "Tasty!"

		"You’re frigging insane," she fussed as the stream of piss shooting out of her pussy slowly stopped.

		Reaching over to the roll of toilet paper, she ripped a piece off and wadded it into a little ball. Then, as Roy watched on in fascination, she ran it across her cunt to wipe away any stray drops of urine. Dropping the tissue into the toilet, she pushed down on the handle and flushed it. Standing up, she stepped over to the vanity and pulled open one of the drawers.

		"Here, make yourself useful," she said, handing a jar of Vaseline to him.

		"Sure. Glad to help," he grinned, watching her bend slightly and grab hold of the cheeks of her ass.

		Twisting the top of the jar, he saw her spread the cheeks of her ass apart to reveal the little, pink star peeking out from between them.

		"You’ve got the prettiest little, pink asshole," he snickered, digging his fingers down into the goo and dragging out a big gob of it.

		"Only a horny man could think that an asshole was pretty," she smarted back at him as he dropped his fingers down between the cheeks of her ass.

		He gently smeared the lubricant on and all around the puckered opening of her anus. Then he extended his middle finger out from the rest of them and shoved back down into the Vaseline. Hooking it, he pulled out another gob on with it. Putting the tip of his finger on the center of the circle of pleated flesh, he slowly pushed it inside the hot clench of her ass. He twisted his finger around inside the hot mush of her ass for several seconds.

		"I think that’s enough," she finally grunted.

		"There! All done," he said, easing his finger back out and digging his fingers back down into the Vaseline to pull out another gob.

		"Thank you," Angie said, letting go of the cheeks of her ass and standing back up.

		Turning, she watched him spread the slippery goop all over his jutting prick. Then he twisted the cap on and handed it back to her. Dropping the bottle back into the drawer, she stepped out of the bathroom and headed across the bedroom toward the bed.

		Roy stood watching his mother as she strutted across the room, her firm ass twitching tightly with every step. The circle of shimmering lubricant encircling her tight, little asshole glistening in the light as she walked. Then, she stopped by the bed and leaned down over it, resting her upper body on it.

		"Well, are you going to stand there gawking at it all day," she smarted, "or you going to come over here and fuck it!"

		"Damned straight," he smirked, quickly stepping across the room toward her.

		His big, hard cock bobbed up and down heavily as he stepped up behind her. As he did, she spread her long, perfectly-curved legs apart and reached back around to her ass. Looking down at her perfect ass, Roy could see her meaty pussy down below the glistening pucker of her asshole. The thick, fleshy lips surrounding it were shimmering wetly, covered with her slippery juices. Holding his lubed peter in his hand, he moved its tapered tip up to the fluted opening of her anus. Lifting one foot up onto the sideboard of the bed, he balanced himself and leaned forward slowly pushing his cock down into the clutching tightness of her asshole.

		"God, Baby, I think you’re getting bigger," Angie whined as his cock slowly disappeared down inside the puckered opening.

		"Maybe you’re getting tighter," Roy grunted, pushing until he had all eight inches of his cock buried down inside her ass.

		"How could that be," she groaned out, grinding her ass back against him, "when you’re always stretching it all out of shape with that giant prick of yours."

		"It’s so god damned tight and hot," he panted as he began to work his hips back and forth sliding his big cock in and out of her tight asshole.

		"How come you don’t ever want to fuck my pussy anymore?" she asked him as he ripped his big prick in and out of her.

		"I like your hot ass," he wheezed. "Dad can have your pussy!"

		"Oh, I can, can I?" they heard Harvey laugh from the doorway.

		"Uh, yeah…" Roy muttered, stopping in mid-stroke to turn and look over at his father standing in the doorway.

		Peering around her shoulder, Angie looked over, too. As usual, she thought, he was naked with his cock sticking out in front of him hard and ready. Nobody wore any clothes around the house anymore, except her. And what she wore could scarcely be called much. Garter belt, hose and heels!

		"Well maybe I want a little of her hot ass, too," Harvey smirked walking toward the bed. "Maybe she could take two up her ass at the same time!"

		"What? You’re joking!" Angie gasped, fearfully watching Harvey step toward the bed.

		She’d seen pictures of women taking two dicks in their ass at the same time on the internet, but it had never occurred to her that she might be the recipient of anything so bizarre.

		"Oh, come on," Harvey smirked, stopping by the bed and looking down as Roy slowly pulled his big, jutting cock out of her ass. "Let’s try it."

		"No! Not in my ass. I don’t want it split in two by your cocks," she whined.

		"Lay down on your back, Roy," Harvey told Roy, completely ignoring Angie’s protest.

		"Sure, Dad," Roy grinned, flopping down onto the bed and rolling over onto his back.

		"Now crawl on top of him," Harvey ordered her.

		"Please, please don’t do this!" she muttered, looking up at him with a panicky look on her face. "I’ll do anything you want, but not that! Please!"

		"Why? You like getting it up the ass! You told me you did," he grinned down at her.

		"But not two at the same time," she fussed.

		"How do you know? You ever done it? Maybe you’ll like it…" he snickered.

		"Get up and climb on him, facing away from him," Harvey told her, grabbing her by the wrists and pulling her up.

		"Damn it, this isn’t fair," she whimpered, struggling up to her knees. "You’re sick…"

		Angrily throwing her leg over Roy, she straddled him with her cunt just above his jutting prick. As she did, Harvey reached down under her and pulled his son’s big prick out from between them.

		"Lay back," Harvey told her.

		Slowly, she put her hands on the bed and leaned back, holding herself off his belly with her arms.

		Raising Roy’s peter up, Harvey placed the tapered tip on her puckered asshole as she leaned back farther until her back was resting her Roy’s chest and belly. Already lubed and stretched from its earlier confrontation with his big dick, her ass easily accepted Roy’s big cock as he humped it up into her hot ass.

		Suddenly, as she felt Roy’s hands grab hold of her big tits, Harvey disappeared into the bathroom. But he was back a few moments later with his prick covered with Vaseline. He was really going to do it, she frantically thought. He was going to stick his dick into her asshole, too! As she looked at him, he quickly crawled up on the bed.

		Harvey straddled Roy’s legs and reached down to hers. Slowly lifting them, he maneuvered his cock down on top of Roy’s embedded peter. Letting go of her legs, he grabbed hold of his cock and began to slowly push on it with his hips. The evil, barbed tip of his cock slowly forced her asshole open wider and wider as it began to disappear inside it. Then suddenly, the barbed head popped inside her.

		"Fuck!" she cursed as a spark of pain shot up from her widely stretched asshole.

		Ignoring her complaint, Harvey continued to feed his cock down into her overstuffed anus as it scraped along the underside of Roy’s prick.

		"Goddamn…" Harvey grunted out. "You took em…you fucking took em both!"

		"It hurts," she whined as Harvey began to pound away at her ass.

		But the fiery passion of the moment was too much for Harvey and seconds later, his cock exploded down inside her rectum. Thick, hot spurts of cum spewed out of it, coating her rectum and Roy’s embedded penis with its sticky heat.

		"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Harvey cursed as he emptied his creamy load into her ass.

		Just then, she felt Roy’s giant peter buck and begin to gush out its load of cum into her overflowing ass. The thick goo leaked out around the two cocks running down and coating Roy’s big balls before it dripped down onto the bed below him.

		Then all of a sudden, the stinging pain turned into a warm ache as Harvey’s cock went slithering out of her asshole. She’d done it, she told herself. She’d taken both their cocks up her ass at the same time! She hadn’t thought it would be possible. But she had! And nothing had split or anything. Her asshole was a truly amazing little thing…

		Well, maybe, she dementedly thought as she felt Roy’s big cock pop out of her asshole, maybe she would try them in her pussy next time…
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		Chapter Five – A Virgin is Deflowered

		

	
		Hurrying into the house, Angie expected to find Roy waiting for her as usual. But he was nowhere to be seen as she clopped across the kitchen and stepped out into the living room. Hurrying over to the bar, she splashed some Scotch into a glass and scurried up the stairs.

		Undressing down to her home uniform of garter belt, hose and heels, she finished her drink. Then, she went jiggling and bobbling back down the stairs to the bar for a refill. Refreshing her drink, she stood sipping on it as she waited for Harvey.

		Then she heard voices! Voices? Who could be in the house with her? As she listened, she thought one of the voices was Roy, but she couldn’t place the other one. Looking up to the landing, she saw Roy come strutting out onto it. But he wasn’t alone. His best friend, Jimmy was walking with him and they were both gawking down at her. They were both naked with their big cocks sticking straight up into the air…

		"Fuck!" she grunted out, slamming her glass down on the bar and shoving her hand down between her legs to cover her bare pussy.

		What in the hell is going on, she frantically wondered as she lifted her arm up to cover her big, saggy tits?

		The boys were already half way down the stairs before she could speak.

		"What? What do you think you’re doing?" she angrily asked, watching their big dicks bob and dance as they tripped down the stairs.

		"Jimmy didn’t believe me," Roy smirked as they reached the bottom of the stairs. "Did you?"

		"No, I sure didn’t," Jimmy muttered, his eyes the size of flying saucers as he gaped at her in open-mouthed wonder.

		"Didn’t believe WHAT?" she shouted.

		"Didn’t believe that you ran around dressed like that all the time," he said, stepping toward her.

		"And just how many others have you told about this?" she angrily asked, watching Roy step around behind the bar as Jimmy stopped a couple of feet away from her.

		"Just Jimmy," Roy grinned, filling two glasses with bourbon and pushing one across the bar to Jimmy.

		"And just what got into you to tell him? And what in the hell are you doing inviting him over anyway?" she fumed. "You knew that I would be dressed this way…"

		"I know," he said. "I just thought that we might, uh, you know…"

		"Oh, I get it now! At first it was you," she angrily retorted! "And now I’m supposed to service your friends, too?"

		"Golly, Mom! Why are you so mad?" Roy asked, taking a swig off his drink.

		"Mad! Me, mad? Why I can’t think of a single reason why I would be mad!" she raged. "Can you?"

		"Jimmy promised he wouldn’t tell anybody," Roy said, looking over at his friend who was still hungrily gawking at her. "Didn’t you, Jimmy?"

		"Yeah…yeah, Mrs. Jackson, I promise…I promise I won’t ever tell anybody about this!" he blurted out, then took a quick swig on his drink.

		Angie heard him cough and sputter as he tried to catch his breath. Now what, she asked herself? She had two horny teenagers on her hands and her husband, probably equally horny, would be showing up at any moment. God, how crazy things had gotten.

		"Fuck it!" she muttered, dropping her arm down from in front of her tits and grabbing up her drink. "So just what in hell did you have in mind?"

		"Well, Jimmy’s still a virgin," Roy grinned. "And we thought…that maybe you might let him…you know…so he wouldn’t be a virgin anymore."

		"You’re a virgin?" she incredulously asked, looking down at the big cock jutting out of his almost hairless groin. "A virgin with that big piece of meat?"

		"Yes…yes, Ma’am," he grunted as she pulled her hand out from between her legs and his eyes immediately shot down to her almost hairless pussy.

		Studying his penis, she saw that it had to be almost as large as her son’s giant appendage. It had to be almost eight inches long as it jutted out her, hard and ripe, ready to do its duty. What the fuck, she told herself, she was already mired in this mess up to her pretty ass. What could one more peter hurt?

		"You’re not jealous?" she asked Roy, running her hand over to Jimmy’s big dick and tickling her long, pink fingernails down it. "You don’t care if your mother fucks your best friend? You don’t mind if your best friend puts his big cock in her pussy and fucks the hell out of her?"

		"Uh…no…no…I’m not jealous," he muttered, but she thought she saw a flicker of uncertainty in his eyes.

		"So you want to watch while your friend fucks me?" she asked, curling her hand around Jimmy’s twitching prick.

		"Well, I thought, uh, we, uh, all of us, you know," he muttered, taking another nervous sip of his drink.

		"No! If I’m going to take away Jimmy’s virginity," she smiled, slowly working her hand up and down Jimmy’s cock. "It will be between Jimmy and me. You can watch, if you want, but you can’t do anything else…"

		"Jeez, Mom!" Roy muttered, tipping up his glass and finishing off his drink, then slamming the glass down onto the bar. "Oh…All right! I’ll just watch!"

		"Okay, then," she said, turning to Jimmy and giving him a sweet, sultry smile. "Come with me!"

		Taking hold of his hand, she led him across the living room, rolling her hips from side to side suggestively. She could feel Roy’s eyes on her ass and she kicked it up another notch, exaggerating the swing of her bare ass as they started up the stairs. She hoped that this would make Roy too jealous to try anything stupid like this in the future. And she also knew that she would probably have to keep Jimmy serviced in the future to ensure his silence. From famine to feast, she sickly thought to herself as they climbed the stairs. One day she had to beg for cock, and the next day, she had more than she knew what to do with. Oh, well, poor me, she laughed to herself.

		"Uh, Mrs. Jackson, you’re beautiful," Jimmy timidly told her as they climbed the stairs.

		"Why, thank you, Jimmy," she laughed softly. "That was a nice thing to say. And you can call me, Angie."

		"Uh, okay, uh, Angie," he said, smiling shyly.

		"You’re sure you’re still a virgin?"

		"Yes, Ma’am, never have done it with a woman before!"

		Roy followed along behind them like a pouty child as they stepped across the room to the bed. Crawling onto the bed, she quickly flipped over onto her back and patted the bed beside her.

		"Crawl up here," she said, motioning for him, "and let me give that bad boy of yours a kiss before I deflower it."

		Jimmy quickly crawled up onto the bed, his big cock lurching up and down wildly as he straddled her. On his hands and knees, he scrambled up her body until his peter was pointing down at her full, red lips. Reaching up, she wrapped her hands around his muscular ass and pulled him higher until his big, dangling testicles were hanging down just above her mouth. Pulling him down, she opened her mouth and slowly sucked one of the jiggling balls into her mouth. Gently pulling on it with her lips, she ran her tongue around over the fleshy sac that held it. After holding it inside her mouth for several moments, she finally let it slither out between her lips and immediately attacked the other dangling orb. Teasing and toying with it for several more seconds, she finally let it ease out of her mouth. Running out her warm, pink tongue, she felt his big, spit-covered balls brush across her chin as she began to lick her tongue up the ridged underside of his big, twitching penis.

		A virgin, she giddily thought! She never had one before.

		Slowly, she licked her tongue up, all the way from his dangling balls to the flared edge of his big, purple cockhead. His peter was now stiffly jutting out just below his heaving belly. It was so hard and stiff, jutting out below his belly, she would have to bend it down to get it into her mouth. Dropping one of her hands off his quivering ass, she curled it around his hot, throbbing penis and slowly bent it down until its swollen head brushed up over her lips. Opening her mouth, she bent it lower and sensually sucked it into her mouth, locking her lips down around its thick shaft just below the head.

		"Unhhhhhhh!" he grunted, his hips instinctively jerking forward, forcing his cock even deeper into her hot, sucking mouth. "Mrs. Jack! Angie…"

		"Mmmmmmmm," she murmured out around his cock, feeling the rounded tip of his cock nudge up against her tonsils.

		Running her hand back up to his ass, she dug her nails in and began to pull him deeper. As she did, she gagged and felt the head of his cock slide down into her throat. Holding it there for several long seconds, she swallowed several times, making her throat muscles squeeze and clutch at the head of his cock.

		"Fuck! Gonna! Gonna!" he grunted out, his cock swelling with pre-ejaculatory expectation.

		"Oooooooooo!" she mumbled out around his cock, putting her hands on his belly and shoving him away dragging his spit-slathered prick out of her throat and mouth.

		Staring up at the twitching giant, she hoped that she had been fast enough. She wanted to take his virginity away from him with her cunt, not her mouth!

		"Almost…almost," he panted as he fought to hold back the monstrous eruption that was churning down inside his spit-covered balls.

		"Put it in me…" she whispered. "Put it in my pussy!"

		"Oh, God, Mrs…Angie…" he grunted out, backing down her body, his cock lurching up and down wildly.

		Spreading her legs apart, opening herself for him, she watched him clumsily stumble over between them. Smiling at his innocent awkwardness, she reached for the bobbing giant and grasped it in her hot hand. Forcing it down, she slowly raked its barbed head up and down the juice-filled vestibule of her cunt to coat it with her abundant juices. Then, by feel, she fitted its tapered tip on the drooling opening at the bottom of her pussy.

		"Now, Honey, put it in me," she whispered. "Put your big cock in my teensy weensy pussy…"

		"Oh…Fuck!" Jimmy groaned, dipping his hips and sliding his penis down into her vagina.

		She felt the head of his big cock spreading her pussy open. Spreading it to accept the rest of his big prick down inside her as it dug deeper and deeper into the hot clutch of her cunt. Yes, she feverishly thought, Jimmy was indeed just as big as her son as the tip of his cock nudged up against the opening of her cervix. Then, magically, she felt her cervix melt away from his cock, readying her vagina to accept the fucking she knew was about to come. And she wasn’t disappointed as Jimmy’s ass began to fly back and forth ripping his cock in and out of her hungry snatch. Kicking her long, shapely legs up into the air, she wrapped them around Jimmy’s waist. Then scissoring her legs together, she locked her ankles above his back. With her legs stiffly arched, she pointed the toes of her stilettos at the ceiling as they slashed back and forth above them in cadence with the brutal fucking she was receiving. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Roy standing by the bed with his hand wrapped around his big, stiff cock. So much for jealousy, she dementedly thought as his hand slowly worked back and forth. He was just waiting his turn. Waiting for his turn to fuck her…waiting for Jimmy to finish with her so he could have his way with her, too…

		But Jimmy was far from through with her pussy, she sickly thought as he huffed and puffed, hammering his cock in and out of her. As time ticked by, she became more and more impressed with the boy’s stamina. Being a virgin, she thought he would have shot his wad within moments, but five minutes later he was still going at her. Maybe the confession that he was a virgin was all a sham. Just a hoax to lure her into the boy's sick little game. Whatever, she could feel herself being driven toward a tumultuous finish. Being fueled by the pounding her cunt was taking, she rushed closer and closer to the point of no return. Then, just as she was poised to let herself slide down into the fiery rush of her orgasm, she heard Jimmy grunt and ram his cock down into her as deep as it would go.

		"Fuck-OhGod-Fuck-Fuck!" he growled out as his peter began to jerk and spurt out its creamy payload down in the clutching tightness of her vagina.

		"Don’t stop-don’t stop yet-please, don’t stop!" she pleaded, still poised at the breaking point of her orgasm.

		But her pleas fell on deaf ears as Jimmy kept his spewing peter buried deep inside her and she felt herself slipping back away from the release she wanted so badly.

		"Sorry-Sorry, Mrs. Jackson-Angie-sorry," Jimmy blubbered out as she felt the twitches shuddering through his cock growing weaker and weaker.

		"Okay-it’s okay…" she panted, dropping her feet back down onto the bed knowing that her son would take over for Jimmy as soon as Jimmy pulled his emptied cock out of her.

		At last, the deflowering was over and Jimmy’s defeated, deflated prick wetly slithered out of her cum-drenched cunt.

		"Out of the way, Dude," Roy muttered, giving his friend a little shove to push him out from between Angie’s widespread legs. "Let a man take over and show you how it’s done…"

		As Jimmy rolled off her, she felt his softening prick leave a sticky trail of expended cum across her thigh and Roy was up between her legs in a heartbeat, grabbing hold of his cock and guiding it down to the oozing hole that still gaped open, waiting for him.

		With a loud grunt, he lunged forward and buried all eight inches of his monstrous peter down into her hungry cunt.

		"Yesssssss!" she hissed, clutching her pussy down around the invading giant.

		Roy immediately began to work his dick in and out of her sopping, cum-filled trench. As he did, she could feel herself slipping back toward the pleasurable plateau she had been on when Jimmy had exploded inside her. She knew that it wouldn’t happen with Roy, because he could go and go and go. Like the fucking Energizer Bunny, she giddily thought. Kicking her legs back up into the air, she settled the soles of her spiked heels down on Roy’s bounding ass. Digging the sharp heels into him, she thrust herself back up at his pounding attack. Closer and closer she rushed, feeling the bubble of pleasure swelling down inside her battered pussy. Like a balloon being filled with hot air, her pussy was ballooning out as the pressure inside it grew greater and greater.

		Closer and closer it came…Then it exploded down inside her pussy sending out shards of pleasure sparking everywhere as an adrenaline rush washed over her.

		"Roy-Roy-Roy!" she gushed out, furiously milking at his cock with her convulsing cunt as her whole body stiffly shook and trembled. "Yessssssssssssssssss…"

		"Awwwww-Fuccckkkk!" Roy growled out, ripping his cock down into her as deep as it could possibly go.

		What? What was happening, she feverishly asked herself. Roy could go and go and go, but he was already coming? Why, she asked herself as she felt his cock kicking and firing off down inside her cunt. Was it the excitement of watching her get fucked by his best friend? Whatever, she thought, thankful that she had been able to orgasm before he finished…

		"Well…well…well," she heard Harvey say from the doorway. "I see that we have company…"

		Turning her head, she looked over and saw him watching from the doorway as Roy’s cock gave one final twitch down inside her saturated cunt. As usual of late, Harvey was naked and his peter was sticking out in front of him, hard and stiff.

		"Well, aren’t you going to invite me to the party?" he muttered, walking toward the bed with his dick angrily slashing the air in front of him as Roy slowly backed his softening penis out of her cum-drenched cunt.

		"Uh, hi, Dad," Roy grunted, rolling off her and sitting up on the edge of the bed. "Uh, I invited Jimmy over…he said, that, that he was a virgin…and I thought…you know…thought that Mom could help him out."

		"Well, that was thoughtful of you," Harvey sarcastically remarked, scowling down at him.

		"I thought…I thought…" Roy started, but was interrupted by his father.

		"Oh, I doubt that there was very much of that process going on," his father snorted. "You could have ruined everything! Your mother is not some cheap whore that you can farm out to your friends at your whim. She’s your mother, for Christ’s sake! She’s not just hole that you can dump your cum into and then walk away and bring your friends over to do the same."

		"Sorry, Dad…I’m sorry! I won’t do it again! I promise!" Roy mumbled, looking over at his mother with a pained look on his face. "Sorry, Mom!"

		Angie lay looking up at Harvey with a stunned look on her face. He was defending her? She had never dreamed that he would do that. Especially after what had been transpiring recently. Down inside her heart of hearts, she felt like she was exactly what he had described. A whore! A whore with a hole between her legs that any man could use as a depository for his load of cum.

		"And you, Jimmy," Harvey went on. "How could you let yourself fuck you best friend’s mom? Right in front of him?"

		"Sorry-sorry, Mr. Jackson…" Jimmy whined, a look of panic flashing across his face.

		"This is it! It can’t go any farther, Roy! And Jimmy!" Harvey told them. "Just the four of us! And if word of this ever gets out, I’ll personally cut your balls and dicks off and shove them down your throats! Do you understand?"

		"Yes, Dad, I won’t…I won’t ask anyone else, I promise!" he sniffed.

		"Yes, Sir, Mr. Jackson…"Jimmy said contritely. "I’ll leave…"

		"That’s up to Angie…" Harvey said, looking down at her. "But it’s like water under a bridge…or closing the gate after the horse is out, isn’t it? It’s up to her!"

		Angie was befuddled! She hadn’t expected anything like this out of Harvey. She had thought he would just accept it and let things go on. But this was a new and exciting side of her husband. He was manning up for her! Letting her make the decision…

		But what was that decision going to be? Maintain the status quo, with Jimmy now a new member of their inner circle? Send him away? She couldn’t do that, though. She couldn’t risk him spreading the news of their incestuous little mob. He must be allowed to stay now! She had no other choice…

		"Stay! You can stay! But you must promise that anything that goes on in this house, stays in this house," she told him.

		"Yes-yes, Ma’am," he told her, the look of panic slowly fading from his face. "I’ll do anything you say!"

		"You’re sure," Harvey asked, looking down at her, his cock now drooping down between his legs.

		"I’m fine with it…are you?" she asked. "You don’t mind sharing your wife with two young studs?"

		"Choice? Do I have any choice?" he mumbled.

		"Well, it was your choice! Not Jimmy, but everything else…so I guess that you just have to live with it…as sick and twisted as it's become!" she told him, slowly reaching out and tickling her fingernails along his drooping penis. "What else is there to do?"

		"I don’t know," he muttered, sitting down on the edge of the bed and reaching for one of her gravity-flattened breasts. "I’ll just have to share you with them, I suppose…"

		"I suppose…" she murmured, wrapping her hand around his cock and feeling it begin harden once again as his fingers tickled across the jut of her big, puffy nipple. "I suppose…"

		Then, with the boys watching on, Harvey crawled up onto the bed with them. Clambering around, he straddled Angie’s pretty face with his cock dangling down just above her full, red lips. Lowering his hips, he dropped his penis down onto them as she opened them and slowly sucked the head of his cock into her mouth. His face was poised just above her pussy as he stared down at the gaping gash that was still slowly oozing out a thick, gooey stream of the boy’s cum. Lowering his mouth down, he sought out the squiggly nub of her clit with his tongue.

		"Mmmmmmmm," she murmured out around his cock as she gently sucked and pulled on it.

		Just then, Harvey felt a hand brush against his belly. Looking down, he could see that it was Roy’s as it clutched at Angie’s breast. As it did, he felt another hand on the other side, slide under him and latch onto Angie’s other tit. The hands clutched and grabbed at her tits as he busily flicked his tongue back and forth across her jutting clit.

		Angie could feel his cock hardening in her mouth as energy began to flow back into it. So this is what it had come to, she sickly thought. Her sucking on Harvey’s cock while her son and his friend pawed at her big tits…

		A few minutes later, she had Harvey’s peter sticking out hard and stiff once again.

		"Off," she muttered, dropping her mouth off Harvey’s cock and pushing him up off her. "Stand up…stand up by the bed!"

		Harvey struggled off her and dropped his feet to the carpet.

		Pushing herself up to her elbows, she saw that both boys’ cocks were once again hard and stiff.

		"Both…in my pussy," she muttered.

		Standing by the bed with his cock jutting out in front of him, Harvey watched her as she used her hands and heels to push herself around until the back of her neck rested on the edge of the bed and her head was draped off it, upside down. Her body was stretched out on the bed, knees raised into the air as she opened her mouth and slurped Harvey’s cock into her mouth. Reaching around behind him, she dug her claws into his ass and began to push and pull on him, making his cock slide in and out of her mouth. Both boys were now lying on their sides beside her and she felt them slip under her legs as their big cocks nudged up against the lips of her pussy. Letting go of Harvey’s ass, she thrust her hands down between her legs and grabbed hold of the boys’ cocks. Pressing them together with one hand, she spread the lips of her pussy with the other. Fitting the tips of their cock down into the juice-slickened opening of her vagina, she felt them go slithering down into her. The tapered heads of the cocks slowly spread her pussy open wider and wider until at last, they were both inside her widely-stretched cunt. It was a strange, weird feeling as the boys lifted her legs higher, tilting her pussy up as they scooted up forcing their cocks deeper and deeper into the overstuffed vagina. At last, she felt both of the giants nudge up against the opening of her cervix. Just as always, her cervix magically shrank back from them as she felt them slowly retreat down the widely stretched channel of her pussy. It felt like having two baseballs bats simultaneously thrust up her cunt. Then, she felt hands on her breasts as the big pricks began to slowly work in and out of her pussy.

		Roy could feel the bottom of his cock rubbing up against Jimmy’s penis as they slowly fucked her. It was a weird feeling to have her pussy clutching at his cock at the same time Jimmy’s prick rubbed up against it. It was like fucking and getting jacked off at the same time.

		Harvey’s cock easily slid in and out of her mouth and throat as her head was tilted perfectly to accept his cock down into her throat. She could feel the furry bush above his cock tickle up against her chin every time he slid his cock into her mouth. And she could feel his big, dangling balls gently pattering up against her forehead at the same time. She wrapped her hands down around the hands that clutched at her breasts, guiding them, coaxing them, showing them how she liked her tits handled.

		Then, all at once, she felt Harvey’s groin slap into her face as he drove his prick down into her throat as deep as he could.

		"Damn-Damn-Damn!" he groaned out as she felt his dick lurch and spew out a big, hot gush of semen into her throat.

		He had his fingers locked down in her hair pulling her face into his groin as his peter bucked and kicked spurting out gush after gush of cum into her throat. Both boys stopped momentarily to watch as Harvey’s ass shook and quivered while he dumped his hot load of cum into her throat.

		Finally, with a quiet little grunt, Harvey stumbled backward, dragging his limp cock out of her mouth and throat. As it slithered out of her mouth, Angie took several deep, lung-filling breaths as she felt the boys begin to slowly work their cock in and out of her cunt once again.

		Lying on her back, her legs draped over the boy’s hips, she could feel them forcefully thrusting their pricks in and out of her pussy. Running her hands down to her tingling clit, she began to rub it with her finger as the fingers of her other hand tickled over the pistoning pricks that were working in and out of her widely stretched cunt.

		The ridged undersides of the boy’s oversized cock rubbed against one another as they sloshed in and out of her juice-filled hole. Their dangling balls brushed against each other as they pumped away at her accommodating cunt. Juice was pouring out of her pussy, drenching her hairless mons with its sticky heat. Then Jimmy began to work his cock in and out faster as his breathing became more and more ragged. He was about to come, she thought to herself. About to come in her pussy and spurt his gooey cum all over Roy’s pistoning prick. Then she felt it lurch and begin to spew out its creamy load. Pressing against his clenching ass with the heel of her shoe, she forced him deeper into the clinging muck of her pussy. Jimmy was groaning and grunting, thrusting his cock up into her as he grabbed and clutched at her tit.

		It felt like he had shot out a whole gallon of the thick goo before his peter stopped jerking and began to soften. But even as it did, Roy’s cock continued to slide in and out of her cum-filled cunt, still rubbing up against Jimmy’s shrinking peter that was retreating retreated down the sopping channel of her cunt.

		Finally, with a little, wet slurp, Jimmy’s dick flopped out of her pussy, leaving it to Roy. Suddenly, she felt Roy’s hands on her thigh. Shoving on it, he lifted it up into the air, pushing it up until her thigh was resting against her tit and her stiletto heeled shoe was waving in the air above her head. Then with a loud grunt, still keeping his cock shoved up inside her pussy, he rolled over on top of her. Then, dropping her leg back down onto the bed, he began to pound his cock into her with a vengeance. Their groins slapped together loudly filling the room with its sick cadence as he fucked her. Her whole body rippled and shook from the violence of the blows being rained down on her cunt by her son. He was totally out of control…a madman as he violently attacked her pussy with his peter. She fought to rise to the challenge as she knew that his frantic assault couldn’t last for long. Thrusting herself up at him, she took him deep inside her on every plunging thrust. Huffing and puffing, he was jerking his ass back and forth so fast it became a blur.

		Suddenly, she felt herself slide over the edge into the abyss as pleasure enveloped her with its sweet joy. As she sank deeper and deeper into its addictive clutch, her spasming cunt triggered a massive explosion inside her son’s pistoning prick. A fountain of cum came spurting out of the head of his prick, quickly filling her to the point of overflow. Buckets of the hot, clinging goo gushed from his cock, spilling out into her convulsing cunt. Her pussy was so full of cum, it was pouring out around his embedded penis.

		Finally, it stopped. Her groin was covered with a frothy mixture of cum and juice as Roy leaned down and ran his tongue around the darkened circle surrounding a big, puffy nipple. Licking away the sweat that covered it, he slowly backed his cock out of her overflowing cunt. Strangely, there was so much of the thick goo filling her pussy, she could taste it in her mouth. Taste the almondish tartness of their cum. How it happened, she had no idea, but she could definitely taste it.

		Was this the beginning? Or the end? It couldn’t be the end, she giddily thought, knowing that it would go on and on and on…

		

		The End
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